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CHAPTEE  I. 

DILLSBOEOUGH. 

I  NEVER  could  understand  why  anybody  should  ever  have  begun  to 
live  at  Dillsborough,  or  why  the  population  there  should  have  been 
at  any  time  recruited  by  new  comers.  That  a  man  with  a  family 
should  cling  to  a  house  in  which  he  has  once  established  himself  is 
intelligible.  The  butcher  who  supplied  Dillsborough,  or  the  baker, 
or  the  ironmonger,  though  he  might  not  drive  what  is  called  a  roaring 
trade,  nevertheless  found  himself  probably  able  to  live,  and  might  well 
hesitate  before  he  would  encounter  the  dangers  of  a  more  energetic 
locality.  But  how  it  came  to  pass  that  he  first  got  himself  to  Dills- 
borough, or  his  father,  or  his  grandfather  before  him,  has  always  been 
a  mystery  to  mo.  The  town  has  no  attractions,  and  never  had  any. 
It  does  not  stand  on  a  bed  of  coal,  and  has  no  connection  whatever 
with  iron.  It  has  no  water  peculiarly  adapted  for  beer,  or  for  dyeing, 
or  for  the  cure  of  maladies.  It  is  not  surrounded  by  beauty  of  scenery 
strong  enough  to  bring  tourists  and  holiday  travellers.  There  is  no 
cathedral  there  to  form,  with  its  bishop,  prebendaries,  and  minor 
canons,  the  nucleus  of  a  clerical  circle.  It  manufactures  nothing 
specially.  It  has  no  great  horse  fair,  or  cattle  fair,  or  even  pig  market 
of  special  notoriety.  Every  Saturday  farmers  and  graziers  and  buyers 
of  corn  and  sheep  do  congregate  in  a  sleepy  fashion  about  the  streets, 
but  Dillsborough  has  no  character  of  its  own,  even  as  a  market  town. 
Its  chief  glory  is  its  parish  church,  which  is  ancient  and  inconvenient, 
having  not  as  yet  received  any  of  those  modern  improvements  which 
have  of  late  become  common  throughout  England ;  but  its  parish 
church,  though  remarkable,  is  hardly  celebrated.  The  town  consists 
chiefly  of  one  street  which  is  over  a  mile  long,  with  a  square  or 
market-place  in  the  middle,  round  which  a  few  lanes  with  queer  old 
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names  are  congregated,  and  a  second  small  open  space  among  these 
lanes,  in  whicli  the  cliurcli  stands.  As  yon  pass  along  the  street 
north-west,  away  from  the  railway  station  and  from  London,  there  is 
a  stout  hill,  beginning  to  rise  just  beyond  the  market-place.  Up  to 
that  point  it  is  the  High  Street,  thence  it  is  called  Bullock's  Hill. 
Beyond  that  you  come  to  Norrington  Eoad, — Norrington  being  the 
nest  town,  distant  from  Dillsborough  about  twelve  miles.  Dills- 
borough,  however,  stands  in  the  county  of  Eufford,  whereas  at  the 
top  of  Bullock's  Hill  you  enter  the  county  of  TJfford,  of  which  Nor- 
vington  is  the  assize  town.  The  Dillsborough  people  are  therefore 
divided,  some  two  thousand  five  hundred  of  them  belonging  to 
Eufford,  and  the  remaining  five  hundred  to  the  neighbouring  county. 
This  accident  has  given  rise  to  not  a  few  feuds,  Ufford  being  a  large 
county,  with  pottery,  and  ribbons,  and  watches  going  on  in  the  farther 
confines ;  whereas  Eufford  is  small  and  thoroughly  agricultural.  The 
men  at  the  top  of  Bullock's  Hill  are  therefore  disposed  to  think  them- 
selves better  than  their  fellow-townsfolks,  though  they  are  small  in 
number  and  not  specially  thriving  in  their  circumstances. 

At  every  interval  of  ten  years,  when  the  census  is  taken,  the  popu- 
lation of  Dillsborough  is  always  found  to  have  fallen  off  in  some  slight 
degree.  For  a  few  months  after  the  publication  of  the  figures  a 
slight  tinge  of  melancholy  comes  upon  the  town.  The  landlord  of  the 
Bush  Inn,  who  is  really  an  enterprising  man  in  his  way,  and  who  has 
looked  about  in  every  direction  for  new  sources  of  business,  becomes 
taciturn  for  a  while  and  forgets  to  smile  upon  comers ;  Mr.  Eibbs,  the 
butcher,  tells  his  wife  that  it  is  out  of  the  question  that  she  and 
the  children  should  take  that  long-talked-of  journey  to  the  sea-coast ; 
and  Mr.  Gregory  Masters,  the  well-known  old-established  attorney  of 
Dillsborough,  whispers  to  some  confidential  friend  that  he  might 
as  well  take  down  his  plate  and  shut  up  his  house.  But  in  a  month 
or  two  all  that  is  forgotten,  and  new  hopes  spring  up  even  in  Dills- 
borough. Mr.  Eunciman  at  the  Bush  is  putting  up  new  stables  for 
hunting-horses,  that  being  the  special  trade  for  which  he  now  finds 
that  there  is  an  opening.  Mrs.  Eibbs  is  again  allowed  to  suggest 
Mare-Slocumb ;  and  Mr.  Masters  goes  on  as  he  has  done  for  the  last 
forty  years,  making  the  best  he  can  of  a  decreasing  business. 

Dillsborough  is  built  chiefly  of  brick,  and  is,  in  its  own  way,  solid 
enough.  The  Bush,  which  in  the  time  of  the  present  landlord's  father 
was  one  of  the  best  posting  inns  on  the  road,  is  not  only  substantial, 
but  almost  handsome.  A  broad  coach  way,  cut  through  the  middle 
of  the  house,  leads  into  a  spacious,  well-kept,  clean  yard,  and  on  each 
side  of  the  coach  way  there  are  bay  windows  looking  into  the  street, — ■ 
the  one  belonging  to  the  commercial  parlour,  and  the  other  to  the 
so-called  coffee-room.  But  the  coffee-room  has  in  truth  fallen  away 
from  its  former  purposes,  and  is  now  used  for  a  farmers'  ordinary  on 
market  days,  and  other  similar  purposes.    Travellers  who  require  the. 
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ttse  of  a  public  sitting-room  must  all  congregate  in  the  commercial 
parlour  at  the  Bush.  So  far  the  interior  of  the  house  has  fallen  from 
its  past  greatness.  But  the  exterior  is  maintained  with  much  care. 
The  brickwork  up  to  the  eaves  is  well  pointed,  fresh  and  comfortable 
to  look  at.  lu  front  of  the  carriage-way  swings  on  two  massive 
supports  the  old  sign  of  the  Bush,  as  to  which  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  oven  Mr.  Kunciman  himself  knows  that  it  has  swung  there, 
or  been  displayed  in  some  fashion,  since  it  was  the  custom  for  the 
landlord  to  beat  up  wine  to  freshen  it  before  it  was  given  to  the 
•customers  to  drink.  The  church,  too,  is  of  brick — though  the  tower 
and  chancel  are  of  stone.  The  attorney's  house  is  of  brick — which 
shall  not  be  more  particularly  described  now  as  many  of  the  scenes 
which  these  pages  will  have  to  describe  were  acted  there ;  and  almost 
the  entire  High  Street  in  the  centre  of  the  town  was  brick  also. 

But  the  most  remarkable  house  in  Dillsborough  was  one  standing 
in  a  short  thoroughfare  called  Hobbs  Gate,  leading  down  by  the  side 
of  the  Bush  Inn  from  the  market-place  to  Church  Square,  as  it  is 
called.  As  you  pass  down  towards  the  church  this  house  is  on  the 
right  hand,  and  it  occupies  with  its  garden  the  whole  space  between 
the  market-place  and  Church  Square.  But  though  the  house  enjoys 
the  privilege  of  a  large  garden, — so  large  that  the  land  being  in  the 
middle  of  a  town  would  be  of  great  value  were  it  not  that  Dillsborough 
is  in  its  decadence, — still  it  stands  flush  up  to  the  street  upon  which 
-the  front  door  opens.  It  has  an  imposing  flight  of  stone  steps  guarded 
by  iron  rails  leading  up  to  it,  and  on  each  side  of  the  door  there  is  a 
row  of  three  windows,  and  on  the  two  upper  stories  rows  of  seven 
windows.  Over  the  door  there  is  a  covering,  on  which  there  are 
grotesquely-formed,  carved  wooden  faces ;  and  over  the  centre  of  each 
window,  let  into  the  brickwork,  is  a  carved  stone.  There  are  also 
numerous  underground  windows,  sunk  below  the  earth  and  protected 
by  iron  railings.  Altogether  the  house  is  one  which  cannot  fail  to 
attract  attention ;  and  in  the  brickwork  is  clearly  marked  the  date 
1701, — not  the  very  best  period  for  English  architecture  as  regards 
Taeauty,  but  one  in  which  walls  and  roofs,  ceilings  and  buttresses,  were 
built  more  substantially  than  they  are  to-day.  This  was  the  only 
house  in  Dillsborough  which  had  a  name  of  its  own,  and  it  was  called 
Hoppet  Hall,  the  Dillsborough  chronicles  telling  that  it  had  been 
originally  built  for  and  inhabited  by  the  Hoppet  family.  The  only 
Hoppet  now  left  in  Dillsborough  is  old  Joe  Hoppet,  the  ostler  at  the 
Bush ;  and  the  house,  as  was  well  known,  had  belonged  to  some 
member  of  the  Morton  family  for  the  last  hundred  years  at  least.  The 
garden  and  ground  it  stands  upon  comprise  three  acres,  all  of  which 
are  surrounded  by  a  high  brick  wall,  which  is  supposed  to  be  coeval 
with  the  house.  The  best  Eibston  pippins, — some  people  say  the  only 
real  Eibston  pippins, — in  all  Eufford  are  to  be  found  here,  and  its 
Burgundy  pears  and  walnuts  are  almost  equally  celebrated  There 
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are  rumours  also  that  its  roses  beat  everytliing  in  the  way  of  roses  for 
ten  miles  round.  But  in  these  days  very  few  strangers  are  admitted 
to  see  the  Hoppet  Hall  roses.  The  pears  and  apples  do  make  their 
way  out,  and  are  distributed  either  by  Mrs.  Masters,  the  attorney's 
wife,  or  Mr.  Eunciman,  the  innkeeper.  The  present  occupier  of  the 
house  is  a  certain  Mrs.  Eeginald  Morton,  with  whom  we  shall  also  be 
much  concerned  in  these  pages,  but  whose  introduction  to  the  reader 
shall  be  postponed  for  awhile. 

The  land  around  Dillsborough  is  chiefly  owned  by  two  landlords, 
of  whom  the  greatest  and  richest  is  Lord  Eufford.  He,  however,  does 
not  live  near  the  town,  but  away  at  the  other  side  of  the  county,  and 
is  not  much  seen  in  these  parts  unless  when  the  hounds  bring  him 
here,  or  when,  with  two  or  three  friends,  he  will  sometimes  stay  for  a 
few  days  at  the  Bush  Inn  for  the  sake  of  shooting  the  coverts.  He  is 
much  liked  by  all  sporting  men,  but  is  not  otherwise  very  jDopular 
with  the  people  round  Dillsborough.  A  landlord  if  he  wishes  to  be 
popular  should  be  seen  frequently.  If  he  lives  among  his  farmers  they 
will  swear  by  him,  even  though  he  raises  his  rental  every  ten  or  twelve 
years  and  never  puts  a  new  roof  to  a  barn  for  them.  Lord  Eufford  is 
a  rich  man  who  thinks  of  nothing  but  sport  in  all  its  various  shapes,  from 
pigeon-shooting  at  Hurlingham  to  the  slaughter  of  elephants  in  Africa  ^ 
and  though  he  is  lenient  in  all  his  dealings,  is  not  much  thought  of  in 
the  Dillsborough  side  of  the  county,  except  by  those  who  go  out  with 
the  hounds.  At  Eufford,  where  he  generally  has  a  full  house  for  three 
months  in  the  year  and  spends  a  vast  amount  of  money,  he  is  more- 
highly  considered. 

The  other  extensive  landlord  is  Mr.  John  Morton,  a  young  man,  who, 
in  spite  of  his  position  as  squire  of  Bragton,  owner  of  Bragton  Park, 
and  landlord  of  the  entire  parishes  of  Bragton  and  Mallingham, — the 
latter  of  which  comes  close  up  to  the  confines  of  Dillsborough, — was  at 
the  time  of  which  our  story  begins.  Secretary  of  Legation  at  Washington. 
As  he  had  been  an  absentee  since  he  came  of  age,— soon  after  which 
time  he  inherited  the  property, — he  had  been  almost  less  liked  in  tho- 
neighbourhood  than  the  lord.  Indeed,  no  one  in  Dillsborough  knew 
much  about  him,  although  Bi'agton  Hall  was  but  four  miles  from  the' 
town,  and  the  Mortons  had  possessed  the  property  and  lived  on  it  for 
the  last  three  centuries.  But  there  had  been  extravagance,  as  will 
hereafter  have  to  be  told,  and  there  had  been  no  continuous  residence 
at  Bragton  since  the  death  of  old  Eeginald  Morton,  who  had  been  the 
best  known  and  the  best  loved  of  all  the  squires  in  Eufford,  and  had 
for  many  years  been  master  of  the  Eufford  hounds.  He  had  lived  to  a 
very  great  age,  and,  though  the  great-grandfather  of  the  present  man, 
had  not  been  dead  above  twenty  years.  He  was  the  man  of  whom  the 
older  inhabitants  of  Dillsborough  and  the  neighbourhood  still  thought 
and  still  spoke  when  they  gave  vent  to  their  feelings  in  favour  of 
gentlemen.    And  yet  the  old  squire  in  his  latter  days  had  been  able  to 
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do  little  or  nothinp:  for  them, — being  sometimes  backward  as  to  tho 
payment  of  money  he  owed  among  them.  But  he  had  lived  all  his 
days  at  Bragton  Park,  and  his  figure  had  been  familiar  to  all  eyes  in 
the  High  Street  of  Dillsborough  and  at  tho  front  entrance  of  the  Bush. 
People  still  spoke  of  old  Mr.  Eeginald  Morton  as  though  his  death  had 
been  a  sore  loss  to  the  neighbourhood. 

And  there  were  in  the  country  round  sundry  yeomen,  as  they  ought 
to  be  called, — gentlemen-farmers  as  they  now  like  to  style  themselves, 
— men  who  owned  some  acres  of  land,  and  farmed  these  acres  them- 
selves. Of  these  we  may  specially  mention  Mr.  Lawrence  Twentyman, 
who  was  quite  the  gentleman-farmer.  He  possessed  over  three  hun- 
dred acres  of  land,  on  which  his  father  had  built  an  excellent  house. 
The  present  Mr.  Twentyman — Lawrence  Twentyman,  Esquire,  as  he 
was  called  by  everybody — was  by  no  means  unpopular  in  the  neigh- 
Tjourhood.  He  not  only  rode  well  to  hounds  but  paid  twenty-five 
pounds  annually  to  the  hunt,  which  entitled  him  to  feel  quite  at  home 
in  his  red  coat.  He  generally  owned  a  racing  colt  or  two,  and 
attended  meetings ;  but  was  supposed  to  know  what  he  was  about, 
and  to  have  kept  safely  the  five  or  six  thousand  pounds  which  his 
father  had  left  him.  And  his  farming  was  well  done ;  for  though  he 
■was,  out-and-out,  a  gentleman-farmer,  he  knew  how  to  get  the  full 
■worth  in  work  done  for  the  fourteen  shillings  a  week  which  he  paid  to 
his  labourers, — a  deficiency  in  which  knowledge  is  the  cause  why  gen- 
tlemen in  general  find  farming  so  very  expensive  an  amusement.  He 
was  a  handsome,  good-looking  man  of  about  thirty,  and  would  have 
been  a  happy  man  had  he  not  been  too  ambitious  in  his  aspirations 
after  gentry.  He  had  been  at  school  for  three  years  at  Cheltenham 
College,  which,  together  with  his  money  and  appearance  and  undoubted 
freehold  property,  should,  he  thought,  have  made  his  position  quite 
secure  to  him ;  but,  though  he  sometimes  called  young  Hampton  of 
Hampton  "  Dick  Hampton,"  and  the  son  of  the  rector  of  Dillsborough 
"  Mainwaring,"  and  always  called  the  rich  young  brewers  from  Norring- 
ton  "  Botsey," — partners  in  the  well-known  firm  of  Billbrook  &  Botsey ; 
and  though  they  in  return  called  him  "  Larry  "  and  admitted  the 
intimacy,  still  he  did  not  get  into  their  houses.  And  Lord  Eufford, 
■when  he  came  into  the  neighbom-hood,  nevec  asked  him  to  dine  at  the 
Bush.  And — worst  of  all — some  of  the  sporting  men  and  others  in  the 
neighbourhood,  who  decidedly  were  not  gentlemen,  also  called  him 
"  Larry."  Mr.  Eunciman  always  did  so.  Twenty  or  twenty-five  years 
ago  Eunciman  had  been  his  father's  special  friend, — before  the  house 
had  been  built  and  before  the  days  at  Cheltenham  College.  Eemem- 
bering  this,  Lawrence  was  too  good  a  fellow  to  rebuke  Eunciman ;  but 
to  younger  men  of  that  class  he  would  sometimes  make  himself  objec- 
tionable. There  was  another  keeper  of  hunting  stables,  a  younger  man, 
named  Stubbings,  living  at  Stanton  Corner,  a  great  hunting  rendezvous 
about  four  miles  from  Dillsborough ;  and  not  long  since  Twentyman 
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had  threatened  to  lay  his  whip  across  Stubbings'  shoulders  if  Stub- 
bings  ever  called  him  "  Larry "  again.  Stubbings,  who  was  a  little 
man  and  rode  races,  only  laughed  at  Mr.  Twentyman  who  was  six  feet 
high,  and  told  the  story  round  to  all  the  hunt.  Mr.  Twentyman  was 
more  laughed  at  than  perhaps  he  deserved.  A  man  should  not  have 
his  Christian  name  used  by  every  Tom  and  Dick  without  his  sanction. 
But  the  difSculty  is  one  to  which  men  in  the  position  of  Mr.  Lawrence 
Twentyman  are  very  subject. 

Those  whom  I  have  named,  together  with  Mr.  Mainwaring  the 
rector,  and  Mr.  Surtees  his  curate,  made  up  the  very  sparse  aristocracy 
of  Dillsborough.  The  Hamptons  of  Hampton  West  were  Ufford  men, 
and  belonged  rather  to  Norrington  than  Dillsborough.  The  Botseys, 
also  from  Norrington,  were  members  of  the  U.  E.  "U.,  or  Uiford  and  Euf- 
ford  United  Hunt  Club ;  but  they  did  not  much  affect  Dillsborough  as 
a  town.  Mr.  Mainwaring,  who  has  been  mentioned,  lived  in  another 
brick  house  behind  the  church — the  old  parsonage  of  St.  John's. 
There  was  also  a  Mrs.  Mainwaring,  but  she  was  an  invalid.  Their 
family  consisted  of  one  son,  who  was  at  Brasenose  at  this  time.  He 
always  had  a  horse  during  the  Christmas  vacation,  and,  if  rumour  did 
not  belie  him,  kept  two  or  three  up  at  Oxford.  Mr.  Surtees,  the  curate,, 
lived  in  lodgings  in  the  town.  He  was  a  painstaking,  eager,  clever 
young  man,  with  aspirations  in  church  matters,  which  were  always 
being  checked  by  his  rector.  Qiueta  non  movere  was  the  motto  by 
which  the  rector  governed  his  life,  and  he  certainly  was  not  at  all  the 
man  to  allow  his  curate  to  drive  him  into  activity. 

Such,  at  the  time  of  our  story,  was  the  little  town  of  Dillsborough, 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE  KOETON  FAMILY. 

I  CAN  hardly  describe  accurately  the  exact  position  of  the  Masters 
family  without  first  telling  all  that  I  know  about  the  Morton  family; 
and  it  is  absolutely  essential  that  the  reader  should  know  all  the 
Masters  family  intimately.  Mr.  Masters,  as  I  have  said  in  the  last 
chapter,  was  the  attorney  in  Dillsborough,  and  the  Mortons  had  been 
for  centuries  past  the  squires -of  Bragton. 

I  need  not  take  the  reader  back  farther  than  old  Reginald  Morton. 
He  had  come  to  the  throne  of  his  family  as  a  young  man,  and  had  sat 
upon  it  for  more  than  half  a  century.  He  had  been  a  squire  of  the 
old  times,  having  no  inclination  for  London  seasons,  never  wishing  to 
keep  up  a  second  house,  quite  content  with  his  position  as  squire  of 
Bragton,  but  with  considerable  pride  about  him  as  to  that  position. 


THE  MOETON  FAMILY.  7 

He  had  always  liked  to  have  his  house  full,  and  hated  petty  ceconomies. 
He  had  for  many  years  hunted  the  county  at  his  own  expense, — the 
amusement  at  first  not  having  been  so  [expensive  as  it  afterwards 
became.  When  he  began  the  work,  it  had  been  considered  sufficient 
to  hunt  twice  a  week.  Now  the  Eufford  and  Ufford  hounds  have  four 
days,  and  sometimes  a  bye.  It  went  much  against  Mr.  Eeginald 
Morton's  pride  when  he  was  first  driven  to  take  a  subscription. 

But  the  temporary  distress  into  which  the  family  fell  was  caused 
not  so  much  by  his  own  extravagance  as  by  that  of  two  sons,  and  by 
his  indulgence  in  regard  to  them.  He  had  three  children,  none  of 
whom  were  very  fortunate  in  life.  The  eldest,  John,  married  the 
daughter  of  a  peer,  stood  for  Parliament,  had  one  son,  and  died  before 
he  was  thirty,  owing  something  over  £20,000.  The  estate  was  then 
worth  £7000  a  year.  Certain  lands  not  lying  either  in  Bragton  or 
Mallingham  were  sold,  and  that  difficulty  was  surmounted,  not 
without  a  considerable  diminution  of  income.  In  process  of  time  the 
grandson,  who  was  a  second  John  Morton,  grew  up  and  married,  and 
became  the  father  of  a  third  John  Morton,  the  young  man  who  after- 
wards became  owner  of  the  property  and  Secretary  of  Legation  at 
Washington.  But  the  old  squire  outlived  his  son  and  his  grandson, 
and  when  he  died  had  three  or  four  great-grandchildren  playing  about 
the  lawns  of  Bragton  Park.  The  peer's  daughter  had  lived,  and  had 
for  many  years  drawn  a  dower  from  the  Bragton  property,  and  had 
been  altogether  a  very  heavy  incumbrance. 

But  the  great  trial  of  the  old  man's  life,  as  also  the  great  romance, 
had  arisen  from  the  career  of  his  second  son,  Keginald.  Of  all  his 
children,  Eeginald  had  been  the  dearest  to  him.  He  went  to  Oxford, 
and  had  there  spent  much  money;  not  as  young  men  now  spend 
money,  but  still  to  an  extent  that  had  been  grievous  to  the  old 
squire.  But  everything  was  always  paid  for  Eeginald.  It  was 
necessary,  of  course,  that  he  should  have  a  profession,  and  he  took 
a  commission  in  the  army.  As  a  young  man  he  went  to  Canada. 
This  was  in  1829,  when  all  the  world  was  at  peace,  and  his  only 
achievement  in  Canada  was  to  marry  a  young  woman  who  is 
reported  to  have  been  pretty  and  good,  but  who  had  no  advantages 
either  of  fortune  or  birth.  She  was,  indeed,  the  daughter  of  a 
bankrupt  innkeeper  in  Montreal.  Soon  after  this,  he  sold  out  and 
brought  his  wife  home  to  Bragton.  It  was  at  this  period  of  the  squire's 
life  that  the  romance  spoken  of  occurred.  John  Morton,  the  brother 
with  the  aristocratic  wife,  was  ten  or  twelve  years  older  than  Eeginald, 
and  at  this  time  lived  chiefly  at  Bragton  when  he  was  not  in  town. 
He  was,  perhaps,  justified  in  regarding  Bragton  as  almost  belonging 
to  him,  knowing  as  he  did  that  it  must  belong  to  him  after  his  father's 
lifetime,  and  to  his  son  after  him.  His  anger  against  his  brother  was 
hot,  and  that  of  his  wife  still  hotter.  He  himself  had  squandered 
thousands,  but  then  he  was  the  heir.    Eeginald,  who  was  only  a 


8 


THE  AMEEICAX  SENATOE. 


younger  brotber,  bad  sold  bis  commission.  And  tben  bo  bad  done  so 
mncb  more  tban  tbis.  He  bad  married  a  woman  wbo  was  not  a  lady ! 
Jobn  was  clearly  of  opinion  tbat  at  any  rate  tbe  wife  sbonld  not  be 
admitted  into  Bragton  House.  Tbe  old  squire  in  those  days  was  not 
a  bappy  man ;  be  bad  never  been  very  strong-minded,  but  now  be  was 
strong  enough  to  declare  tbat  bis  bouse-door  should  not  be  shut 
against  a  son  of  bis, — or  a  son's  wife,  as  long  as  she  was  honest. 
Hereupon  tbe  Honourable  Mrs.  Morton  took  her  departure,  and  was 
never  seen  at  Bragton  again  in  the  old  squire's  time.  Eeginald  Morton 
came  to  tbe  bouse,  and  soon  afterwards  another  little  Eeginald  was 
born  at  Bragton  Park.  This  happened  as  long  ago  as  1835,  twenty 
years  before  tbe  death  of  the  old  squire. 

But  there  bad  been  another  child,  a  daughter,  who  had  come 
between  the  two  sons,  still  living  in  those  days,  who  will  become 
known  to  any  reader  who  will  have  patience  to  follow  these  pages  to 
the  end.  She  married,  not  very  early  in  life,  a  certain  Sir  William 
Ushant,  who  was  employed  by  bis  country  for  many  years  in  India 
and  elsewhere,  but  who  found,  soon  after  his  marriage,  that  the 
service  of  bis  country  required  that  be  should  generally  leave  bis  wife 
at  Bragton.  As  her  father  had  been  for  many  years  a  widower,  Lady 
Ushant  became  the  mistress  of  tbe  house. 

But  death  was  very  busy  with  the  Mortons.  Almost  every  one 
died,  except  the  squire  himself  and  his  daughter,  and  that  honourable 
dowager,  with  her  income  and  her  pride,  who  could  certainly  very  well 
have  been  spared.  When  at  last,  in  1855,  the  old  squire  went,  full  of 
years,  full  of  respect,  but  laden  also  with  debts  and  money  troubles, 
not  only  had  bis  son  John,  and  bis  grandson  Jobn,  gone  before  him, 
but  Eeginald  and  bis  wife  were  both  lying  in  Bragton  churchyard. 

The  elder  branch  of  the  family,  John  the  great-grandson,  and  his 
little  sisters,  were  at  once  taken  away  from  Bragton  by  tbe  honourable 
grandmother.  John,  who  was  then  about  seven  years  old,  was  of 
course  the  young  squire,  and  was  tbe  owner  of  the  propertj'.  The 
dowager,  therefore,  did  not  undertake  an  altogether  unprofitable  bur- 
den. Lady  Ushant  was  left  at  tbe  house,  and  with  Lady  Ushant,  or 
rather  immediately  subject  to  her  care,  young  Eeginald  Morton,  who 
was  tben  nineteen  years  of  age,  and  who  was  about  to  go  to  Oxford, 
But  there  immediately  sprang  up  family  lawsuits,  instigated  by  the 
honourable  lady  on  behalf  of  her  grandchildren,  of  which  Eeginald 
Morton  was  the  object.  The  old  man  had  left  certain  outlying  pro- 
perties to  bis  grandson  Eeginald,  of  which  Hoppet  Hall  was  a  part. 
Tor  eight  or  ten  years  the  lawsuit  was  continued,  and  much  money 
was  expended.  Eeginald  was  at  last  successful,  and  became  the  un- 
doubted owner  of  Hoppet  Hall;  but  in  tbe  meantime  be  went  to 
Germany  for  his  education,  instead  of  to  Oxford,  and  remained  abroad 
even  after  the  matter  vras  decided, — living,  no  one  but  Lady  Ushant 
knew  where,  or  after  what  fashion. 
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Wlicn  the  old  squire  died,  the  cliildroi;  were  taken  away,  and  Brag- 
ton  was  nearly  deserted.  The  yonng  hen*  was  brought  up  with  every 
caution,  and,  under  the  auspices  of  his  grandmother  and  her  family, 
behaved  himself  very  unlike  the  old  Mortons.  Ho  was  educated  at 
Eton,  after  leaving  which  he  was  at  once  examined  for  Foreign  Office 
employment,  and  commenced  his  career  with  great  eclat.  He  had 
been  made  to  understand  clearly  that  he  could  not  enter  upon  his 
squirearchy  early  in  life.  The  estate  when  he  came  of  age  had  already 
had  some  years  to  recover  itself,  and  as  he  went  from  capital  to  capital, 
he  was  quite  content  to  draw  from  it  an  income  which  enabled  him 
to  shine  with  peculiar  brilliance  among  his  brethren.  He  had  visited 
Bragton  once  since  the  old  squire's  death,  and  had  found  the  place 
very  dull  and  uninviting.  He  had  no  ambition  whatever  to  be  master 
of  the  U.  E.  U. ;  but  did  look  forward  to  a  time  when  he  might  be 
Minister  Plenipotentiary  at  some  foreign  court. 

For  many  years  after  the  old  man's  death,  Lady  Ushant,  who  was 
then  a  widow,  was  allowed  to  live  at  Bragton.  She  was  herself  child- 
less, and,  being  now  robbed  of  her  great-nei3hews  and  nieces,  took 
a  little  girl  to  live  with  her,  named  Mary  Masters.  It  was  a  very 
desolate  house  in  those  days,  but  the  old  lady  was  careful  as  to  the 
education  of  the  child,  and  did  her  best  to  make  the  home  happy  for 
her.  Some  two  or  three  years  before  the  commencement  of  this  story 
there  arose  a  difference  between  the  manager  of  the  property  and 
Lady  Ushant.  and  she  was  made  to  understand,  after  some  half- 
courteous  manner,  that  Bragton  House  and  Park  would  do  better 
without  her.  There  would  be  no  longer  any  cows  kept,  and  painters 
must  come  into  the  house,  and  there  were  difficulties  about  fuel.  She 
was  not  turned  out  exactly ;  but  she  went  and  established  herself  in 
lonely  lodgings  at  Cheltenham.  Then  Mary  Masters,  who  had  lived 
for  more  than  a  dozen  years  at  Bragton,  went  back  to  her  father's 
house  in  Dillsborough. 

Any  reader  with  an  aptitude  for  family  pedigrees  will  now  under- 
stand that  Keginald,  Master  of  Hoppet  Hall,  was  first  cousin  to  the 
father  of  the  Foreign  Office  paragon,  and  that  he  is  therefore  the 
paragon's  first  cousin  once  removed.  The  relationship  is  not  very 
'iistant,  but  the  two  men,  one  of  whom  was  a  dozen  years  older  than 
the  other,  had  not  seen  each  other  for  more  than  twenty  years, — at 
a  time  when  one  of  them  was  a  big  boy,  and  the  other  a  very  little 
one;  and  during  the  greater  part  of  that  time  a  lawsuit  had  been 
carried  on  between  them  in  a  very  rigorous  manner.  It  had  done 
much  to  injure  both,  and  had  created  such  a  feeling  of  hostility  that 
no  intercourse  of  any  kind  now  existed  between  them. 

It  does  not  much  concern  us  to  know  how  far  back  should  be  dated 
the  beginning  of  the  connection  between  the  Morton  family  and  that 
of  Mr.  Masters,  the  attorney;  but  it  is  certain  that  the  first  attorney 
of  that  name  in  Dillsborough  became  learned  in  the  law  through  the 
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patronage  of  some  former  Morton.  The  father  of  the  present  Gregory 
Masters,  and.  the  grandfather,  had  been  thoroughly  trusted  and  em- 
ployed by  old  Eeginald  Morton,  and  the  former  of  the  two  had  made 
his  "vvill.  Very  much  of  the  stewardship  and  management  of  the 
property  had  been  in  their  hands,  and  they  had  throven  as  honest 
men,  but  as  men  with  a  tolerably  sharp  eye  to  their  own  interests. 
The  late  Mr.  Masters  had  died  a  few  years  before  the  squire,  and  the 
present  attorney  had  seemed  to  succeed  to  these  family  blessings. 
But  the  whole  order  of  things  became  changed.  "Within  a  few  weeks 
of  the  squire's  death  Mr.  Masters  found  that  he  was  to  be  entrusted 
no  further  with  the  affairs  of  the  property,  but  that,  in  lieu  of  such 
care,  was  thrown  tipon  him  the  task  of  defending  the  will  which  he 
had  made  against  the  owner  of  the  estate.  His  father  and  grandfather- 
had  contriYed  between  them  to  establish  a  fairly  good  business,  inde- 
pendently of  Bragton,  -which  business,  of  course,  was  now  his.  As 
far  as  instruction  went,  and  knowledge,  he  was  probably  a  better 
lawyer  than  either  of  them ;  but  he  lacked  their  enterprise  and  special 
genius,  and  the  thing  had  dwindled  with  him.  It  seemed  to  him, 
perhaps  not  unnaturally,  that  he  had  been  robbed  of  an  inheritance. 
He  had  no  title  deeds,  as  had  the  owners  of  the  property ;  but  his 
ancestors  before  him,  from  generation  to  generation,  had  liyed  by 
managing  the  Bragton  property.  They  had  drawn  the  leases,  and 
made  the  wills,  and  collected  the  rents,  and  had  taught  themselves  to 
believe  that  a  Morton  could  not  live  on  his  land  vnthout  a  Masters. 
Now  there  was  a  Morton  who  did  not  live  on  his  land,  but  spent  his 
rents  elsewhere  without  the  aid  of  any  Masters,  and  it  seemed  to  the 
old  lawyer  that  all  the  good  things  of  the  world  had  passed  away.  He 
had  married  twice,  his  first  wife  having,  before  her  marriage,  beeu 
well  known  at  Bragton  Park.  When  she  had  died,  and  Mr.  Masters 
had  brought  a  second  wife  home.  Lady  Ushant  took  the  only  child  of 
the  mother,  whom  she  had  known  as  a  girl,  into  her  own  keeping,  till 
she  also  had  been  compelled  to  leave  Bragton.  Then  Mary  Masters 
had  returned  to  her  father  and  stepmother. 

The  Bragton  Park  residence  is  a  large,  old-fashioned,  comfortable 
house,  but  by  no  means  a  magnificent  mansion.  The  greater  part  of 
it  was  built  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  and  the  rooms  are  small 
and  low.  In  the  palmy  days  of  his  reign,  which  is  now  more  than 
half  a  century  since,  the  old  squire  made  alterations,  and  built  new 
stables  and  kennels,  and  put  up  a  conservatory ;  but  what  he  did  then 
has  already  become  almost  old-fashioned  now.  "What  he  added  he 
added  in  stone,  but  the  old  house  was  brick.  He  was  much  abused 
at  the  time  for  his  want  of  taste,  and  heard  a  good  deal  about  putting 
new  cloth  as  patches  on  old  rents ;  but,  as  the  shrubs  and  ivy  have 
grown  up,  a  certain  picturesqueness  has  come  upon  the  place,  which 
is  greatly  due  to  the  difference  of  material.  The  place  is  somewhat 
sombre,  as  there  is  no  garden  close  to  the  house.   There  is  a  lawn,  at 
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tliG  back,  witli  gravol  walks  round  it ;  but  it  is  only  a  small  lawn ;  ancHi 
then  diviilod  from  the  lawn  by  a  ha-ha  fence,  is  the  park.  The  place, 
too,  has  that  sad  look  which  always  comes  to  a  house  from  the  want 
of  a  tenant.  Poor  Lady  Ushant,  when  she  was  there,  could  do  little 
or  nothing.  A  gardener  was  kept,  but  there  should  have  been  three 
or  four  gardeners.  The  man  grew  cabbages  and  onions,  which  he 
sold,  but  cared  nothing  for  the  walks  or  borders.  Whatever  it  may 
have  been  in  the  old  time,  Bragton  Park  was  certainly  not  a  cheerful 
place  when  Lady  Ushant  lived  there.  In  the  squire's  time  the  park 
itself  had  always  been  occupied  by  deer.  Even  when  distress  came 
he  would  not  allow  the  deer  to  be  sold.  But  after  his  death  they  went 
very  soon,  and  from  that  day  to  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing,  the 
park  has  been  leased  to  some  butchers  or  graziers  from  Dillsborough.. 

The  ground  hereabouts  is  nearly  level,  but  it  falls  away  a  littte 
and  becomes  broken  and  pretty  where  the  river  Dill  runs  through  the 
park,  about  half  a  mile  from  the  house.  There  is  a  walk  called  the 
Pleasance,  passing  down  through  shrubs  to  the  river,  and  then  cross- 
ing the  stream  by  a  foot-bridge,  and  leading  across  the  fields  towards 
Dillsborough.  This  bridge  is,  perhaps,  the  prettiest  spot  in  Bragton, 
or,  for  that  matter,  anywhere  in  the  county  round ;  but  even  here 
there  is  not  much  of  beauty  to  be  praised.  It  is  here,  on  the  side  of 
the  river  away  from  the  house,  that  the  home  meet  of  the  hounds  used 
to  be  held ;  and  still  the  meet  at  Bragton  Bridge  is  popular  in  this 
county. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

THE  MASTERS  FAMILY. 

At  six  o'clock  one  November  evening,  Mr.  Masters,  the  attorney,  was 
sitting  at  home  with  his  family  in  the  large  parlour  of  his  house,  his 
office  being  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  which  cut  the  house  in- 
two  and  was  formally  called  the  hall.  Upstairs,  over  the  parlour,  was 
a  drawing-room;  but  this  chamber,  which  was  supposed  to  bo 
elegantly  furnished,  was  very  rarely  used.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Masters  did 
not  see  much  company,  and  for  family  purposes  the  elegance  of  the 
drawing-room  made  it  unfit.  It  added,  however,  not  a  little  to  the 
glory  of  Mrs.  Masters'  life.  The  house  itself  was  a  low  brick  building 
in  the  High  Street,  at  the  corner  where  the  High  Street  runs  into  the 
market-place,  and  therefore,  nearly  opposite  to  the  Bush.  It  had  none 
of  the  elaborate  grandeur  of  the  inn  nor  of  the  simple  stateliness  of 
Hoppct  Hall,  but,  nevertheless,  it  maintained  the  character  of  the 
town  and  was  old,  substantial,  respectable,  and  dark. 
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"  I  think  it  a  very  spirited  thing  of  him  to  do,  then,"  said  Mrs. 
Masters. 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear.    Perhaps  it  is  only  revenge." 

"  What  hare  you  to  do  with  that  ?  Wliat  can  it  matter  to  a  lawyer 
"whether  it's  revenge  or  anything  else?  He's  got  the  means,  I 
suppose  ? " 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear." 

"  What  does  Nickem  say  ?  " 

"1  suppose  he  has  tlie  means;"  said  Mr.  Masters,  who  was  aware 
"that  if  he  told  his  wife  a  fib  on  the  matter,  she  would  learn  the  truth 
from  his  senior  clerk,  Mr.  Samuel  Nickem.  Among  the  professional 
gifts  which  Mr.  Masters  possessed,  had  not  been  that  great  gift  of 
being  able  to  keep  his  office  and  his  family  distinct  from  each  other. 
His  wife  always  knew  what  was  going  on,  and  was  very  free  with  her 
advice;  generally  tendering  it  on  that  side  on  which  money  was  to  be 
made,  and  doing  so  with  much  feminine  darkness  as  to  right  or  wrong. 
His  clerk,  Nickem,  who  was  afflicted  with  nc  such  darkness,  but  who 
ridiculed  the  idea  of  scruple  in  an  attorney,  often  took  part  against 
liim.  It  was  the  wish  of  his  heart  to  get  rid  of  Nickem ;  but  Nickem 
would  have  carried  business  with  him,  and  gone  over  to  some  enemy, 
•or,  perhaps  have  set  up  in  some  irregular  manner  on  his  own  bottom; 
.and  his  wife  would  have  given  him  no  peace  had  he  done  so,  for  she 
regarded  Nickem  as  the  mainstay  of  the  house. 

"  What  is  Lord  Eufford  to  you  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Masters. 

"  He  has  always  been  very  friendly." 

"  I  don't  see  it  at  all.  You  have  never  had  any  of  his  money.  I 
don't  know  that  you  are  a  pound  richer  by  him." 

"  I  have  always  gone  with  the  gentry  of  the  county." 

"  Fiddlesticks !  Gentry !  Gentry  are  very  well  as  long  as  you  can 
make  a  living  out  of  them.  You  could  afford  to  stick  up  for  gentry 
till  you  lost  the  Bragton  property."  This  was  a  subject  that  was 
always  sore  between  Mr.  Masters  and  his  wife.  The  former  Mrs. 
Masters  had  been  a  lady — the  daughter  of  a  neighbouring  clergyman ; 
and  had  been  much  considered  by  the  family  at  Bragton.  The  pre- 
sent Mrs.  Masters  was  the  daughter  of  an  ironmonger  at  Norrington, 
who  had  brought  a  thousand  pounds  with  her,  which  had  been  very 
useful.  No  doirbt  Mr.  Masters'  practice  had  been  considerably  affected 
by  the  lowliness  of  his  second  marriage.  People  who  used  to  know 
the  first  Mrs.  Masters,  such  as  Mrs.  Mainwaring,  and  the  doctor's 
wife,  and  old  Mrs.  Cooper,  the  wife  of  the  vicar  of  Mallingham,  would 
not  call  on  the  second  Mrs.  Masters.  As  Mrs.  Masters  was  too  high- 
spirited  to  run  after  people  who  did  not  want  her,  she  took  to  hatin^- 
;  gentry  instead. 

"  We  have  always  been  on  the  other  side,"  said  the  old  attorney,  

' "  I  and  my  father  and  grandfather  before  me." 

"They  lived  on  it  and  you  can't.    If  you  are  going  to  say  that 
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you  won't  have  any  client  that  isn't  a  gentleman,  you  might  as  well 
put  up  your  shutters  at  once." 

"  I  haven't  said  so.    Isn't  Eunciman  my  client  ? 

"  He  always  goes  with  the  gentry.  He  a'most  thinks  he's  one  of 
them  himself." 

"And  old  Nobbs,  the  greengrocer.  But  it's  all  nonsense.  Any 
man  is  my  client,  or  any  woman,  who  can  come  and  pay  me  for. 
business  that  is  fit  for  me  to  do." 

"  Why  isn't  this  fit  to  be  done  ?  If  the  man's  been  damaged,  whj 
shouldn't  he  be  paid  ?  " 

"  He's  had  money  offered  him." 

"  If  he  thinks  it  ain't  -etiough,  who's  to  say  that  it  is, — unless  a 
jury  ?  said  Mrs.  Masters,  becoming  quite  eloquent.  "  And  how's  a 
poor  man  to  get  a  jury  to  say  that,  unless  he  comes  to  a  lawyer  P  Of 
course,  if  you  won't  have  it,  '■'«'ll  go  to  Bearside.  Bearside  won't 
turn  him  away."  Bearside  was  another  attorney,  an  interloper  of 
about  ten  years'  standing,  whose  name  was  odious  to  Mr.  Masters. 

"  You  don't  know  anything  about  it,  my  dear,"  said  he,  aroused  at 
last  to  anger. 

"  I  know  you  are  letting  anybody  who  likes  take  the  bread  out  of 
the  children's  mouths."  The  children,  so  called,  were  sitting  round 
the  table  and  could  not  but  take  an  interest  in  tlie  matter.  The 
eldest  was  that  Mary  Masters,  the  daughter  of  the  former  wife^ 
whom  Lady  TJshant  had  befriended,  a  tall  girl,  with  dark  brown 
hair,  so  dark  as  almost  to  be  black,  and  large,  soft,  thoughtful  grey 
eyes.  We  shall  have  much  to  say  of  Mary  Masters,  and  can  hardly 
stop  to  give  an  adequate  description  of  her  here.  The  others  were 
Dolly  and  Kate,  two  girls  aged  sixteen  and  fifteen.  The  two  younger 
"  children  "  were  eating  bread  and  butter  and  jam  in  a  very  healthy 
manner,  but  still  had  their  ears  wide  open  to  the  conversation  that 
was  being  held.  The  two  younger  girls  sympathized  strongly  with 
their  mother.  Mary,  who  had  known  much  about  the  Mortons, 
and  was  old  enough  to  understand  the  position  which  her  grandfather 
had  held  in  reference  to  the  family,  of  course  leaned  in  her  heart  to 
her  father's  side.  But  she  was  wiser  than  her  father,  and  knew  that 
in  such  discussions  her  mother  often  showed  a  worldly  wisdom  which, 
in  their  present  circumstances,  they  could  hardly  afford  to  disregard, 
Tinpalatable  though  it  might  be. 

Mr.  Masters  disliked  these  discussions  altogether,  but  he  disliked 
them  most  of  all  in  presence  of  his  children.  He  looked  round  upon 
them  in  a  deprecatory  manner,  making  a  slight  motion  with  his  hand 
and  bringing  his  head  down  on  one  side,  and  then  he  gave  a  long  sigh 
If  it  was  his  intention  to  convey  some  subtle  warning  to  his  wife,  some 
caution  that  she  alone  should  understand,  he  was  deceived.  The 
"  children  "  all  knew  what  he  meant  quite  as  well  as  did  their  mother 

"  Shall  we  go  out,  mamma  ?  "  asked  Dolly. 
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"Finisli  your  teas,  my  dears,"  said  Mr.  Masters,  wlio  wished  to 
stop  the  discussion  rather  than  to  carry  it  on  before  a  more  select 
audience. 

"  You  have  got  to  make  up  your  mind  to-night,"  said  Mrs.  Masters, 
"  and  you'll  be  going  over  to  the  Bush  at  eight." 

"No,  I  needn't.  :He  is  to  come  on  Monday.  I  told  Nickem  I 
wouldn't  see  him  to-night ;  nor,  of  course,  to-morrow." 

"  Then  he'll  go  to  Bearside." 

*'  He  may  go  to  Bearside  and  be  !    Oh,  Lord !  I  do  wish 

you'd  let  me  drop  the  business  for  a  few  minutes  when  I  am  in  here ; 
you  don't  know  anything  about  it.    How  should  you  ?  " 

"  I  know  that  if  I  didn't  speak  you'd  let  everything  slip  through 
your  fingers.    There's  Mr.  Twentyman.    Kate,  open  the  door." 

Kate,  who  was  fond  of  Mr.  Twentyman,  rushed  up  and  opened  the 
front  door  at  once.  In  saying  so  much  of  Kate,  I  do  not  mean  it  to  be 
understood  that  any  precocious  ideas  of  love  were  troubling  that  young 
lady's  bosom.  Kate  Masters  was  a  jolly  bouncing  schoolgirl  of  fifteen, 
who  was  not  too  proud  to  eat  toffy,  and  thought  herself  still  a  child. 
But  she  was  very  fond  of  Lawrence  Twentyman,  who  had  a  pony  that 
she  coiild  ride,  and  who  was  always  good-natured  to  her.  All  the 
family  liked  Mr.  Twentyman, — unless  it  might  be  Mary,  who  was  the 
one  that  he  specially  liked  himself.  And  Mary  was  not  altogether 
averse  to  him,  knowing  him  to  be  good-natured,  manly,  and  straight- 
forward. But  Mr.  Twentyman  had  proposed  to  her,  and  she  had — 
certainly  not  accepted  him.  This,  however,  bad  broken  none  of  the 
family  friendship.  Every  one  in  the  house,  unless  it  might  be  Mary 
herself,  hoped  that  Mr.  Twentyman  might  prevail  at  last.  The  man 
was  worth  six  or  seven  hundred  a  year,  and  had  a  good  house,  and 
■owed  no  one  a  shilling.  He  was  handsome,  and  about  the  best-tempered 
fellow  known.  Of  course  they  all  desired  that  he  should  prevail  with 
Mary.  "  I  wish  that  I  were  old  enough,  Larry,  that's  all ! "  Kate  had 
■said  to  him  once,  laughing.  "I  wouldn't  have  you,  if  you  were  ever 
so  old,"  Larry  had  replied  ;  "  you'd  want  to  be  out  hunting  every  day." 
That  will  show  the  sort  of  terms  that  Larry  was  on  with  his  friend 
Kate.  He  called  at  the  house  every  Saturday  with  the  declared  object 
of  going  over  to  the  club  that  was  held  that  evening  in  -the  parlour  at 
the  Bush,  whither  Mr.  Masters  also  always  went.  It  was  understood 
at  home  that  Mr.  Masters  should  attend  this  club  every  Saturday  from 
eight  till  eleven,  but  that  he  was  not  at  any  other  time  to  give  way  to 
the  fascinations  of  the  Bush.  On  this  occasion,  and  we  may  say  on 
almost  every  Saturday  night,  Mr.  Twentyman  arrived  a  full  hour  before 
the  appointed  time.  The  reason  of  his  doing  so  was  of  course  well 
understood,  and  was  quite  approved  by  Mrs.  Masters.  She  was  not  at 
any  rate  as  yet,  a  cruel  stepmother ;  but  still,  if  the  girl  could  'ba 
transferred  to  so  eligible  a  home  as  that  which  Mr.  Twentyman  could 
give  her,  it  would  be  well  for  all  parties. 
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"When  bo  took  his  seat  ho  did  not  address  himself  specially  to  the 
iady  of  his  love.  I  don't  know  how  a  gentleman  is  to  do  so  in  the 
presence  of  her  father,  and  mother,  and  sisters.  Saturday  after  Satur- 
day he  probably  thought  that  some  occasion  would  arise ;  but  if  his 
words  could  have  been  counted,  it  would  probably  have  been  found 
that  he  addressed  fewer  to  her  than  to  any  one  in  the  room. 

"  Larry,"  said  his  special  friend  Kate,  "  am  I  to  have  the  pony  at 
the  Bridge  meet  ?  " 

"  How  very  free  you  are,  miss !  "  said  her  mother. 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Larry.  "  When  is  there  to  be  a 
meet  at  the  Bridge  ?  I  haven't  heard." 

"  But  I  have.  Tony  Tuppett  told  mo  that  they  would  be  there  this 
■day  fortnight."    Tony  Tuppett  was  the  huntsman  of  the  U.  R.  U. 

"  That's  more  than  Tony  can  know.    He  may  have  guessed  it." 

"  Shall  I  have  the  pony  if  he  has  guessed  right  ?  " 

Then  the  pony  was  promised ;  and  Kate,  trusting  in  Tony  Tuppett's 
sagacity,  was  happy. 

"  Have  you  heard  of  all  this  about  Dillsborough  Wood  ?  "  asked 
Mrs.  Masters.  The  attorney  shrank  at  the  question,  and  shook  him- 
self uneasily  in  his  chair. 

"  Yes  ;  I've  heard  about  it."  said  Larry. 

"  And  what  do  you  think  about  it  ?  I  don't  see  why  Lord  Eufford 
is  to  ride  over  everybody  because  he's  a  lord."  Mr.  Twentyman 
scratched  his  head.  Though  a  keen  sportsman  himself,  he  did  not 
.specially  like  Lord  Eufford, — a  fact  which  had  been  very  well  known 
to  Mrs.  Masters.  But,  nevertheless,  this  threatened  action  against  the 
nobleman  was  distasteful  to  him.  It  was  not  a  hunting  affair,  or 
Mr.  Twentyman  could  not  have  doubted  for  a  moment.  It  was  a 
shooting  diflSculty,  and  as  Mr.  Twentyman  had  never  been  asked  to 
fire  a  gun  on  the  Eufford  preserves,  it  was  no  great  sorrow  to  him  that 
there  should  be  such  a  difficulty.  But  the  thing  threatened  was  an 
attack  upon  the  country  gentry  and  their  amusements,  and  Mr. 
Twentyman  was  a  country  gentleman  who  followed  sport.  Upon  the 
whole  his  sympathies  were  with  Lord  Eufford. 

"  The  man  is  an  utter  blackguard,  you  know,"  said  Larry.  "  Last 
year  he  threatened  to  shoot  the  foxes  in  Dillsborough  Wood." 

"  No  !  "  said  Kate,  quite  horrified. 

"  I'm  afraid  he's  a  bad  sort  of  fellow  all  round,"  said  the  attorney, 

"  I  don't  see  why  he  shouldn't  claim  what  he  thinks  due  to  him," 
said  j\Irs.  Masters. 

"  I'm  told  that  his  lordship  offered  him  seven  and  six  an  acre  for 
the  whole  of  the  two  fields,"  said  the  gentleman-farmer. 

"  Goarly  declares,"  said'  Mrs.  Masters,  "  that  the  pheasants  didn't 
leave  him  four  bushels  of  wheat  to  the  acre." 

Goarly  was  the  man  who  had  proposed  himself  as  a  client  to  Mr. 
Masters,  and  who  was  desirous  of  claiming  damages  to  the  amount  of 
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forty  shillings  an  acre  for  injury  done  to  the  crops  on  two  fields 
belonging  to  himself  which  lay  adjacent  to  Dillsboroiigh  Wood,  a 
covert  belonging  to  Lord  Eufford,  abont  four  miles  from  the  town,  in 
which  both  pheasants  and  foxes  were  preserved  with  great  care. 

"  Has  Goarly  been  to  you  ?  "  asked  Twentyman. 

Mr.  Masters  nodded  his  head.  "  That's  just  it,"  said  Mrs.  Masters, 
"  I  don't  see  why  a  man  isn't  to  go  to  law  if  he  pleases, — that  is,  if  he 
can  afford  to  pay  for  it.  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  gentlemen's 
sport ;  but  I  do  say  that  they  should  run  the  same  chance  as  others. 
And  I  say  it's  a  shame  if  they're  to  band  themselves  together  and  make 
the  county  too  hot  to  hold  any  one  as  doesn't  like  to  have  his  things 
ridden  over,  and  his  crops  devoured,  and  his  fences  knocked  to  Jericho. 
I  think  there's  a  deal  of  selfishness  in  sport  and  a  deal  of  tyranny." 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Masters ! "  exclaimed  Larry. 

"  Well,  I  do.  And  if  a  poor  man, — or  a  man  whether  he's  poor  or 
no,"  added  Mrs.  Masters,  correcting  herself,  as  she  thought  of  the 
money  which  this  man  ought  to  have  in  order  that  he  might  pay  for 
his  lawsuit, — "thinks  hisself  injured,  it's  nonsense  to  tell  me  that 
nobody  should  take  up  his  case.  It's  just  as  though  the  butcher 
wouldn't  sell  a  man  a  leg  of  mtitton  because  Lord  Eufford  had  a  spite 
against  him.    Who's  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 

"  Everybody  knows  that  I  care  very  little  for  his  lordship,"  said  Mr. 
Twentyman. 

"  Nor  I ;  and  I  don't  see  why  Gregory  should.  If  Goarly  isn't 
entitled  to  what  he  wants  he  won't  get  it ;  that's  all.  But  let  it  be 
tried  fairly." 

Hereupon  Mr.  Masters  took  up  his  hat  and  left  the  room,  and  Mr. 
Twentyman  followed  him,  not  having  yet  expressed  any  positive 
opinion  on  the  delicate  matter  submitted  to  his  judgment.  Of  course, 
Goarly  was  a  brute.  Had  he  not  threatened  to  shoot  foxes?  But, 
then,  an  attorney  must  live  by  lawsuits,  and  it  seemed  to  Mr.  Twenty- 
man  that  an  attorney  should  not  stop  to  inquire  whether  a  new  chent 
is  a  brute  or  not. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

THE  DILLSBOEOUGH  CLUB. 

The  club,  so  called  at  Dillsborough,  was  held  every  Saturday  evening 
in  a  back  parlour  at  the  Bush,  and  was  attended  generally  by  seven  or 
eight  members.  It  was  a  very  easy  club.  There  was  no  balloting, 
and  no  other  expense  attending  it  other  than  that  of  paying  for  the 
liquor  which  each  man  chose  to  drink,    Sometimes,  about  ten  o'clock. 
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there  was  a  little  supper,  the  cost  of  which  was  defrayed  by  subscrip- 
tion among  those  who  partook  of  it.  It  was  one  rule  of  the  club,  or  a 
habit,  rather,  which  had  grown  to  be  a  rule,  that  Mr.  Eunciman  might 
introduce  into  it  any  one  he  pleased.  I  do  not  know  that  a  similar 
position  was  denied  to  any  one  else ;  but  as  Mr.  Eunciman  had  a  direct 
pecuniary  advantage  in  promoting  the  club,  the  new-comers  were 
generally  ushered  in  by  him.  When  the  attorney  and  Twontyman 
entered  the  room  Mr.  Eunciman  was  seated  as  usual  in  an  arm-chair 
at  the  corner  of  the  fire  nearest  to  the  door,  with  the  bell  at  his  right 
hand.  He  was  a  hale,  good-looking  man,  about  fifty,  with  black  hair, 
now  turning  grey  at  the  edges,  and  a  clean-shorn  chin.  He  had  a 
pronounced  strong  face  of  his  own,  one  capable  of  evincing  anger  and 
determination  when  necessary,  but  equally  apt  for  smiles  or,  on 
occasion,  for  genuine  laughter.  He  was  a  masterful  but  a  pleasant 
man,  very  civil  to  customers  and  to  his  friends  generally  while  they 
took  him  the  right  way ;  but  one  who  could  be  a  Tartar  if  he  were 
offended,  holding  an  opinion  that  his  position  as  landlord  of  an  inn  was 
one  requiring  masterdom.  And  his  wife  was  like  him  in  everything, — 
except  in  this,  that  she  always  submitted  to  him.  He  was  a  temperate 
man  in  the  main ;  but  on  Saturday  nights  he  would  become  jovial,  and 
sometimes  a  little  quarrelsome.  When  this  occurred  the  club  would 
generally  break  itself  up  and  go  home  to  bed,  not  in  the  least  offended. 
Indeed  ih\  Eunciman  was  the  tyrant  of  the  club,  though  it  was  held 
at  his  house  expressly  with  the  view  of  putting  money  into  his  pocket. 
Opposite  to  his  seat  was  another  arm-chair, — not  so  big  as  Mr.  Eunci- 
man's,  but  still  a  soft  and  easy  chair, — which  was  always  left  for  the 
attorney.  For  Mr.  Masters  was  a  man  much  respected  through  all 
Dillsborough,  partly  on  his  own  account,  but  more  perhaps  for  the 
sake  of  his  father  and  grandfather.  He  was  a  round-faced,  clean-shorn 
man,  with  straggling  grey  hair,  who  always  wore  black  clothes  and  a 
white  cravat.  There  was  something  in  his  appearance  which  re- 
commended him  among  his  neighbours,  who  were  disposed  to  say  he 
"looked  the  gentleman;"  but  a  stranger  might  have  thought  his 
cheeks  to  be  flabby  and  his  mouth  to  be  weak. 

Making  a  circle,  or  the  beginning  of  a  circle,  round  the  fire,  were 
Kupper,  the  doctor, — a  sporting  old  bachelor  doctor  who  had  the 
reputation  of  riding  after  the  hounds  in  order  that  he  might  be  ready 
for  broken  bones  and  minor  accidents ;  next  to  him,  in  another  arm- 
chair, facing  the  fire,  was  Ned  Botsey,  the  younger  of  the  two  brewers 
from  Norrington,  who  was  in  the  habit  during  the  hunting  season  of 
stopping  from  Saturday  to  Monday  at  the  Bush,  partly  because  the 
Euiford  hounds  hunted  on  Saturday  and  Monday  and  on  those  days 
seldom  met  in  the  Norrington  direction,  and  partly  because  he  liked 
the  sporting  conversation  of  the  Dillsborough  Club.  He  was  a  little 
man,  very  neat  in  his  attire,  who  liked  to  be  above  his  company,  and 
fancied  that  he  was  so  in  Mr.  Eunciman's  parlour.   Between  him  and 
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the  attorcoy's  cliair  was  Harry  Stubbings,  from  Stanton  Corner,  the 
man  who  let  out  hunters,  and  whom  Twentyman  had  threatened  to 
thrash.  His  introduction  to  the  club  had  taken  place  lately,  not 
without  some  opposition ;  but  Eunciman  had  set  his  foot  upon  that, 

saying  that  it  was  "all  d  nonsense."    He  had  prevailed,  and 

Twentyman  had  consented  to  meet  the  man;  but  there  was  no  great 
friendship  between  them.  Seated  back  on  the  sofa  was  Mr.  Eibbs,  the 
butcher,  who  was  allowed  into  the  society  as  being  a  specially  modest 
man.  His  modesty,  perhaps,  did  not  hinder  him  in  an  affair  of  sheep 
or  bullocks,  nor  yet  in  the  collection  of  his  debts ;  but  at  the  club  he 
understood  his  position,  and  rarely  opened  his  mouth  to  speak.  "When 
Twentyman  followed  the  attorney  into  the  room  there  was  a  vacant 
chair  between  Mr.  Botsey  and  Harry  Stubbings ;  but  he  would  not  get 
into  it,  preferring  to  seat  himself  on  the  table  at  Betsey's  right  hand. 

"  So  Goarly  was  with  you.  Mi:  Masters  ?  "  Mr.  Eunciman  began  as 
soon  as  the  attorney  was  seated.  It  was  clear  that  they  had  all  been 
talking  about  Goarly  and  his  law-suit,  and  that  Goarly  and  the  law- 
suit would  be  talked  about  very  generally  in  Dillsborough. 

"  He  was  over  at  my  place  this  evening,"  said  the  attorney. 

"  You  are  not  going  to  take  his  case  up  for  him,  Mr.  Masters  ? " 
said  young  Botsey.    "  We  expect  something  better  from  you  than  that." 

Now  Ned  Botsey  was  rather  an  impudent  young  man,  and  Mr. 
Masters,  though  he  was  mild  enough  at  home,  did  not  like  impudence 
from  the  world  at  large.  "I  suppose,  Mr.  Botsey,"  said  he,  "that  if 
Goarly  were  to  go  to  you  for  a  barrel  of  beer  you'd  sell  it  to  him  ?  " 

"I  don't  know  whether  I  should  or  not.  I  dare  say  my  people 
would.    But  that's  a  different  thing." 

"  I  don"t  see  any  difference  at  all.  You're  not  very  particular  as  to 
your  customers,  and  I  don't  ask  you  any  questions  about  them.  Eing 
the  bell,  Eunciman,  please."  The  bell  was  rung,  and  the  two  new- 
comers ordered  their  liquor. 

It  was  quite  right  that  Ned  Botsey  should  be  put  down.  Every 
one  in  the  room  felt  that.  But  there  was  something  in  the  attorney's 
tone  which  made  the  assembled  company  feel  that  he  had  undertaken 
Goarly's  case ;  whereas,  in  the  opinion  of  the  company,  Goarly  was  a 
scoundrel  with  whom  Mr.  Masters  shoiild  have  had  nothing  to  do.  The 
attorney  had  never  been  a  sporting  man  himself,  but  he  had  always 
'been,  as  it  were,  on  that  side. 

"  Goarly  is  a  great  fool  for  Ms  pains,"  said  the  doctor.  "  He  has 
had  a  very  fair  offer  made  him,  and,  first  or  last,  it'll  cost  him  forty 
pounds." 

"  He  has  got  it  into  his  head,"  said  the  landlord,"  that  he  can  sue 
Lord  Eufford  for  his  fences.  Lord  Eufford  is  not  answerable  for  his 
fences." 

"It's  the  loss  of  crop  he's  going  for,"  said  Twentyman. 

"How  can  there  be  pheasants  to  that  amount  in  Dillsborough 
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Wood,"  continued  the  landlord,  "when  everybody  kno-ws  that  foxes 
breed  there  every  year?  There  isn't  a  surer  find  for  a  fox  in  the 
whole  county.  Everybody  knows  that  Lord  Eufford  never  lets  his 
game  stand  in  the  way  of  foxes." 

Lord  Rufford  was  Mr.  Eunciman's  ^reat  friend  and  patron  and 
best  customer,  and  not  a  word  against  Lord  Eufford  was  allowed  in 
that  room,  though  elsewhere  in  Dillsborough  ill-natured  things  wcro 
sometimes  said  of  his  lordship.  Then  there  came  on  that  well-worn 
dispute  among  sportsmen,  whether  foxes  and  pheasants  are  or  are  not 
pleasant  companions  to  each  other.  Every  one  was  agreed  that,  if 
not,  then  the  pheasants  should  suffer,  and  that  any  country  gentleman 
who  allowed  his  gamekeeper  to  entrench  on  the  privileges  of  foxes  in 
order  that  lAeasants  might  be  more  abundant  was  a  "  brute  "  and  a 
"beast,"  and  altogether  unworthy  to  live  in  England.  Larry  Twenty- 
man  and  Ned  Botsey  expressed  an  opinion  that  iDheasants  were  pre- 
dominant in  Dillsborough  Wood,  while  Mr.  Eunciman,  the  doctor, 
and  Harry  Stubbings  declared  loudly  that  everything  that  foxes  could 
desire  was  done  for  them  in  that  Elysium  of  sport. 

"  We  drew  the  wood  blank  last  time  we  were  there,"  said  Larry. 
"  Don't  you  remember,  Mr.  Eunciman,  about  the  end  of  last  March  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  remember,"  said  the  landlord.  "  Just  the  end  of  the 
season,  when  two  vixens  had  litters  in  the  wood !  You  don't  suppose 
Bean  was  going  to  let  that  old  butcher,  Tony,  find  a  fox  in  Dills- 
borough at  that  time."  Bean  was  his  lordship's  head  gamekeeper  in 
that  part  of  the  country.  "How  many  foxes  had  we  found  there 
during  the  season  ?  " 

"  Two  or  three,"  suggested  Botsey. 

"  Seven ! "  said  the  energetic  landlord  ;  "  seven,  including  cub- 
liunting, — and  killed  four !  If  you  kill  four  foxes  out  of  an  eighty-acre 
wood,  and  have  two  litters  at  the  end  of  the  season,  I  don't  think  you 
have  much  to  complain  of." 

"  If  they  all  did  as  well  as  Lord  Eufford,  you'd  have  more  foxes 
than  you'd  know  what  to  do  with,"  said  the  doctor. 

Then  this  branch  of  the  conversation  was  ended  by  a  bet  of  a 
new  hat  between  Botsey  and  the  landlord  as  to  the  iinding  of  a  fox  in 
Dillsborough  W^ood  when  it  should  next  be  drawn ;  as  to  which,  when 
the  speculation  was  completed,  Harry  Stubbings  offered  Mr.  Eunciman 
ten  shillings  down  for  his  side  of  the  bargain. 

But  all  this  did  not  divert  the  general  attention  from  the  important 
matter  of  Goarly's  attack.  "  Let  it  be  how  it  will,"  said  Mr.  Eunci- 
man, "  a  fellow  like  that  should  be  put  down."  He  did  not  address 
bimself  specially  to  Mr.  Masters,  but  that  gentleman  felt  that  he  was 
being  talked  at. 

"  Certainly  he  ought,"  said  Dr.  Nupper.  "  If  he  didn't  feel  satis- 
fied with  what  his  lordship  offered  him,  why  couldn't  he  ask  his  lord- 
ship to  refer  the  matter  to  a  couple  of  farmers  who  understood  it  ?  " 
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"It's  the  spirit  of  the  thing,"  said  Mr.  Eibbs,  from  his  place  on  th© 
sofa.    "  It's  a  hodious  spirit." 

"  That's  just  it,  Mr.  Eibbs,"  said  Harry  Stubbings.  "  It's  all  meant 
for  opposition.  Whether  it's  shooting  or  whether  it's  hunting,  it's  all 
one.  Such  a  chap  oughtn't  to  be  allowed  to  have  land.  I'd  take 
it  away  from  him  by  Act  of  Parliament.  It's  such  as  him  as  i? 
destroying  the  country." 

"There  ain't  many  of  them  hereabouts,  thank  God!"  said  tlia 
landlord. 

"Now,  Mr.  Twentyman,"  said  Stubbings,  who  was  anxious  to  make 
friends  with  the  gentleman-farmer,  "  you  know  what  land  can  do,  and 
what  land  has  done,  as  well  as  any  man.  What  would  yoii  say  was 
the  real  damage  done  to  them  two  wheat-fields  by  his  lordship's  game 
last  autumn  ?  You  saw  the  crops  as  they  were  growing,  and  you  know 
•what  came  off  the  land." 

"  I  wouldn't  like  to  say." 

"  But  if  you  were  on  your  oath,  Mr.  Twentyman  ?    Was  there 
more  than  seven-and-sixpence  an  acre  lost  ?  " 
"Xo,  nor  five  shillings,"  said  Eunciman. 

"  I  think  Goarly  ought  to  take  his  lordship's  offer — if  you  mean 
that,"  said  Twentyman. 

Then  there  was  a  pause,  during  which  more  drinlc  was  brought  in, 
find  pipes  were  re-lighted.  Everybody  wished  that  Mr.  Masters  might 
be  got  to  say  that  he  would  not  take  the  case,  but  there  was  a  delicacy 
about  asking  him.  "If  I  remember  right  he  was  in  Euiford  Gaol 
once,"  said  Eunciman. 

"  He  was  let  out  on  bail  and  then  the  matter  was  hushed  up  some- 
how," said  the  attorney. 

"It  was  something  about  a  woman,"  continued  Eunciman.  "I 
know  that  on  that  occasion  he  came  out  an  awful  scoundrel." 

"  Don't  you  remember,  asked  Botsey,  "  how  he  used  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  covert-side  with  a  gun,  two  years  ago,  swearing  he  woulil 
shoot  the  fox  if  he  broke  over  his  land  ?  " 

"  I  heard  him  say  it,  Botsey,"  said  Twentyman. 

"It  wouldn't  have  been  the  first  fox  he's  murdered/'  said  the 
doctor. 

"  Not  by  many,"  said  the  landlord. 

"You  remember  that  old  woman  near  my  place?"  said  Stubbings. 
"  It  was  he  that  put  her  up  to  tell  all  them  lies  about  her  turkeys.  I 
ran  it  home  to  him !  A  blackguard  like  that !  Nobody  ought  to  take 
him  up." 

"  I  hope  you  won't, Mr.  Masters?"  said  the  doctor.  The  doctor  was 
as  old  as  the  attorney,  and  had  known  him  for  many  years.  No  one 
else  could  dare  to  ask  the  question. 

"  I  don't  suppose  I  shall,  Nupper,"  said  the  attorney  from  his 
cliair.    It  was  the  first  word  he  had  spoken  since  he  had  put  dowD 


THE  DILLSBOEOUGH  CLUB. 


21 


young  Botsey.  "It  wonltln't  just  suit  me;  but  a  man  has  to  judge  of 
those  things  for  himself." 

Then  there  was  a  general  rejoicing,  and  Mr.  Eunciman  stood 
broiled  bones,  and  ham  and  eggs,  and  bottled  stout  for  the  entire 
clul) ;  one  unfortunate  effect  of  which  unwonted  conviviality  was  that 
3Ir.  Masters  did  not  get  home  till  near  twelve  o'clock.  That  was 
sure  to  cause  discomfort ;  and  then  he  had  pledged  himself  to  decline 
Goarly's  business. 


CHAPTEE  V. 

REGINALD  MOETON. 

We  will  now  go  back  to  Hoppet  Hall  and  its  inhabitants.  When 
the  old  squire  died  he  left  by  his  will  Hoppet  Hall  and  certain  other 
houses  in  Dillsborough,  which  was  all  that  he  could  leave,  to  his 
grandson  Eeginald  Morton.  Then  there  arose  a  question  whether 
this  property  also  was  not  entailed.  The  former  Mr.  Masters,  and 
our  friend  of  the  present  day,  had  been  quite  certain  of  the  squire's 
power  to  do  what  he  liked  with  it;  but  others  had  been  equally 
certain  on  the  other  side,  and  there  had  been  a  lawsuit.  During 
that  time  Reginald  Morton  had  been  forced  to  live  on  a  very  small 
allowance.  His  aunt.  Lady  TJshant,  had  done  what  little  she  could 
for  him,  but  it  had  been  felt  to  be  impossible  that  he  should  remain 
at  Bragton,  which  was  the  property  of  the  cousin  who  was  at  law 
with  him.  From  the  moment  of  his  birth  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
llorton,  who  was  also  his  aunt  by  marriage,  had  been  his  bitter 
enemy.  He  was  the  son  of  an  innkeeper's  daughter,  and,  according 
to  her  theory  of  life,  should  never  even  have  been  noticed  by  the 
real  Mortons.  And  this  Honourable  old  lady  was  almost  adverse  to 
Lady  Ushant,  whose  husband  had  simply  been  a  knight,  and  who 
had  left  nothing  behind  him.  Thus  Eeginald  Morton  had  been 
almost  absolutely  friendless  since  his  grandfather  died,  and  had 
lived  in  Germany,  nobody  quite  knew  how.  During  the  entire 
period  of  this  lawsuit  Hoppet  Hall  had  remained  untenanted. 

"When  the  property  was  finally  declared  to  belong  to  Eeginald 
Morton,  the  Hall,  before  it  could  be  used,  required  considerable  repair. 
But  there  was  other  property.  The  Bush  Inn  belonged  to  Mr.  Morton, 
as  did  the  house  in  which  llr.  Masters  lived,  and  sundry  other  snmller 
tenements  in  the  vicinity.  There  was  an  income  from  these  of  about 
five  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Eeginald,  who  was  then  nearly  thirty 
years  of  age,  came  over  to  England,  and  stayed  for  a  month  or  two  at 
Bragton  with  his  aunt,  to  the  infinite  chagrin  of  the  old  dowager.  The 
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management  of  the  town  property  T^as  entrusted  to  Mr.  Masters,  and 
Hoppet  Hall  was  repaired.  At  this  period  Sir.  Mainwaring  had  just 
come  to  Dillsborough,  and  having  a  wife  with  some  money  and  perhaps 
quite  as  much  pretension,  had  found  the  rectory  too  small,  and  had  taken 
the  Hall  on  a  lease  for  seven  years.  When  this  was  arranged  Eeginald 
Morton  again  went  to  Germany,  and  did  not  return  till  the  lease  had 
run  out.  By  that  time  Mr.  Mainwaring,  having  spent  a  little  money, 
found  that  the  rectory  would  be  large  enough  for  his  small  family. 
Then  the  Hall  was  again  untenanted  for  awhile,  till,  quite  suddenly, 
Eeginald  Morton  returned  to  Dillsborough,  and  took  up  his  permanent 
residence  in  his  own  house. 

It  soon  became  known  that  the  new-comer  would  not  add  much  to 
the  gaiety  of  the  place.  The  only  people  whom  he  know  in  Dills- 
borough were  his  own  tenants,  Mr.  Eunciman  and  Mr.  Masters,  and  the 
attorney's  eldest  daughter.  During  those  months  which  he  had  spent 
with  Lady  TJshant  at  Bragton,  Mary  had  been  living  there,  then  a 
child  of  twelve  years  old ;  and,  as  a  child,  had  become  his  fast  friend. 
AVith  his  aunt  he  had  continually  corresponded,  and  partly  at  her  in- 
stignation  and  partly  from  feelings  of  his  own,  he  had  at  once  gone  to 
the  attorney's  house.  This  was  now  two  years  since,  and  he  had  found 
in  his  old  playmate  a  beautiful  young  woman,  in  his  opinion  very  unhke 
the  people  with  whom  she  lived.  For  the  first  twelve  months  he  saw 
her  occasionally, — though  not  indeed  very  often.  Once  or  twice  he  had 
drunk  tea  at  the  attorney's  house,  on  which  occasions  the  drawing-room 
upstairs  had  been  almost  as  grand  as  it  was  uncomfortable.  Then  the 
attentions  of  Larry  Twentyman  began  to  make  themselves  visible, 
infinitely  to  Eeginald  Morton's  disgust.  Up  to  that  time  he  had  no  idea 
of  falling  in  love  with  the  girl  himself.  Since  he  had  begun  to  think 
on  such  subjects  at  all  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  not 
marry.  Ho  was  almost  the  more  proud  of  his  birth  by  his  father's  side, 
because  he  had  been  made  to  hear  so  much  of  his  mother's  low  position. 
Ho  had  told  himself  a  hundred  times  that  under  no  circumstances  could 
he  marry  any  other  than  a  lady  of  good  birth.  But  his  own  fortune 
was  small,  and  he  knew  himself  well  enough  to  be  sure  that  he  would 
not  marry  for  money.  He  was  now  nearly  forty  years  of  age  and  had 
never  yet  been  thrown  into  the  society  of  any  one  that  had  attracted 
him.  He  was  sure  that  he  would  not  marry.  And  yet  when  he  saw 
that  Mr.  Twentyman  was  made  much  of  and  flattered  by  the  whole 
Masters  family,  apparently  because  he  was  regarded  as  an  eligible  hus- 
band for  Mary,  Eeginald  Morton  was  not  only  disgusted,  but  personally 
offended.  Being  a  most  unreasonable  man,  he  conceived  a  bitter  dislike 
to  poor  Larry,  who,  at  any  rate,  was  truly  in  love,  and  was  not  looking 
too  high  in  desiring  to  marry  the  portionless  daughter  of  the  attorney. 
But  Morton  thought  that  the  man  ought  to  be  kicked  and  horsewhipped, 
or,  at  any  rate,  banished  into  some  speechless  exile  for  his  presumption. 

With  Mr.  Eunciman  he  had  dealings^  and  in  some  sort  friendship. 
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There  were  two  meadows  attaclied  to  Hoppet  Hall, — fields  lying  close 
to  the  town,  which  were  very  suitable  for  the  landlord's  purposes. 
Mr.  ]\I;iiuwaring  had  held  them  in  his  own  hands,  taking  them  up 
from  3Ir.  Euuciman,  who  had  occupied  them  while  the  house  was 
untenanted,  in  a  manner  which  induced  Mr.  Eunciman  to  feel  that  it 
was  useless  to  go  to  church  to  hear  such  sermons  as  those  preached  by 
the  rector.  But  Morton  had  restored  the  fields,  giving  them  rent  free, 
on  condition  that  he  should  be  supplied  with  milk  and  butter.  Mr. 
Eunciman,  no  doubt,  had  the  best  of  the  bargain,  as  he  generally  had 
in  all  bargains ;  but  he  was  a  man  who  liked  to  be  generous  when 
generously  treated.  Consequently  he  almost  overdid  his  neighbour  with 
butter  and  cream,  and  occasionally  sent  in  quarters  of  lamb  and  sweet- 
broads  to  make  up  the  weight.  I  don't  know  that  the  offerings  were 
particularly  valued  ;  but  friendship  was  engendered.  Eunciman,  too, 
had  his  grounds  for  quarrelling  with  those  who  had  taken  up  the 
management  of  the  Bragton  property  after  the  squire's  death,  and  had 
his  own  antii^athy  to  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Morton  and  her  grandson, 
the  Secretary  of  Legation.  When  the  law-suit  was  going  on  he  had 
been  altogether  on  Eeginald  Morton's  side.  It  was  an  affair  of  sides, 
and  quite  natural  that  Eunciman  and  the  attorney  should  be  friendly 
with  the  new-comer  at  Hoppet  Hall,  though  there  were  very  few  points 
of  personal  sympathy  between  them. 

Eeginald  Morton  was  no  sportsman,  nor  was  he  at  all  likely  to 
become  a  member  of  the  Dillsborough  Club.  It  was  currently  reported 
of  him  in  the  town  that  he  had  never  sat  on  a  horse  or  fired  off  a  gun. 
As  he  had  been  brought  up  as  a  boy  by  the  old  squire  this  was  pro- 
bably an  exaggeration,  but  it  is  certain  that  at  this  period  of  his  life 
he  had  given  up  any  aptitudes  in  that  direction  for  which  his  early 
training  might  have  suited  him.  He  had  brought  back  with  him  to 
Hoppet  Hall  many  cases  of  books  which  the  ignorance  of  Dillsborough 
had  magnified  into  an  enormous  library,  and  was  certainly  a  sedentary, 
reading  man.  There  was  already  a  report  in  the  town  that  he  was 
engaged  in  some  stupendous  literary  work,  and  the  men  and  women 
generally  looked  upon  him  as  a  disagreeable  marvel  of  learning. 
Dillsborough  of  itself  was  not  bookish,  and  would  have  regarded  any 
one  known  to  have  written  an  article  in  a  magazine  almost  as  a 
phenomenon. 

He  seldom  went  to  church,  much  to  the  sorrow  of  Mr.  Surtees,  who 
ventured  to  call  at  the  house  and  remonstrate  with  him.  He  never 
called  again.  And  though  it  was  the  habit  of  Mr.  Surtees'  life  to 
speak  as  little  ill  as  possible  of  any  one,  he  was  not  able  to  say  any 
good  of  Mr.  Morton.  Mr.  Mainwaring,  who  would  never  have  troubled 
himself  though  his  parishioner  had  not  entered  a  place  of  worship  once 
in  a  twelvemonth,  did  say  many  severe  things  against  his  former  land- 
lord. He  hated  people  who  were  unsocial  and  averse  to  dining  out, 
and  who  departed  from  the  ways  of  living  common  among  English 
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country  gentlemen.  Mr.  Mainvaring  was,  upon  the  whole,  prepared 
to  take  the  other  side. 

Eeginald  Morton,  though  he  was  now  nearly  forty,  was  a  young- 
looking,  handsome  man,  with  fair  hair,  cut  short,  and  a  light  beard, 
which  was  always  clipped.  Though  his  mother  had  been  an  inn- 
keeper's daughter  in  Montreal,  he  had  the  Morton  blue  eyes,  and  the 
handsome  well-cut  Morton  nose.  He  was  nearly  six  feet  high,  and 
strongly  made,  and  was  known  to  be  a  much  finer  man  than  the 
Secretary  of  Legation,  who  was  rather  small,  and  supposed  to  be  not 
very  robust. 

Our  lonely  man  was  a  great  walker,  and  had  investigated  every 
lane  and  pathway,  and  almost  every  hedge  within  ten  miles  of  Dills- 
borough  before  he  had  resided  there  two  years;  but  his  favourite 
rambles  were  all  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Bragton.  As  there  was 
no  one  living  in  the  house — no  one  but  the  old  housekeeper  who  had 
lived  there  always — ^he  was  able  to  wander  about  the  place  as  he  pleased. 
On  the  Tuesday  afternoon,  after  the  meeting  of  the  Dillsborough  Club 
which  has  been  recorded,  he  was  seated,  about  three  o'clock,  on  the 
rail  of  the  foot-bridge  over  the  Dill,  with  a  long  German  pipe  hanging 
from  his  mouth.  He  was  noted  throughout  the  whole  country  for 
this  pipe,  or  for  others  like  it,  such  a  one  usually  being  in  his  mouth 
as  he  wandered  about.  The  amount  of  tobacco  which  he  had  smoked 
since  his  return  to  these  parts,  exactly  in  that  spot,  was  considerable, 
for  there  he  might  have  been  found  at  some  period  of  the  afternoon  at 
least  three  times  a  week.  He  would  sit  on  this  rail  for  half  an  hour 
looking  down  at  the  sluggish  waters  of  the  little  river,  rolling  the 
smoke  out  of  his  mouth  at  long  intervals,  and  thinking  perhaps  of  the 
great  book  which  he  was  supposed  to  be  writing.  As  he  sat  there 
now,  he  suddenly  heard  voices  and  laughter,  and  presently  three  girls 
came  round  the  corner  of  the  hedge,  which,  at  this  spot,  hid  the  Dills- 
borough  path— and  he  saw  the  attorney's  three  daughters. 

"  It's  Mr.  Morton,"  said  Dolly  in  a  whisper. 

"He's  always  walking  about  Bragton,"  said  Kate  in  another 
whisper.    Tony  Tuppett  says  that  he's  the  Bragton  ghost." 

"Kate,"  said  Mary,  also  in  a  low  voice,  "you  shouldn't  talk  so 
much  about  what  you  hear  from  Tony  Tuppett." 

"  Bosh ! "  said  Kate,  who  knew  that  she  could  not  be  scolded  in  the 
presence  of  Mr.  Morton. 

He  came  forward  and  shook  hands  with  them  all,  and  took  olf  his 
hat  to  Mary.    "  You've  walked  a  long  way.  Miss  Masters,"  he  said. 

"  We  don't  think  it  far.  I  like  sometimes  to  come  and  look  at  the 
old  place." 

"  And  so  do  I.  I  wonder  whether  you  remember  how  often  I've 
sat  you  on  this  rail  and  threatened  to  throw  you  into  the  river  ?  " 

"  I  remember  very  well  that  you  did  threaten  me  once,  and  that 
I  almost  believed  that  you  would  throw  me  in." 
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What  had  she  done  that  was  naughty,  Mr.  Morton  ?  "  asked  Kate. 

"  I  don't  think  she  ever  did  anything  naughty  in  those  days.  I 
don't  know  whether  she  has  changed  for  the  worse  since." 

"  Mary  is  never  naughty  now,"  said  Dolly.  "  Kate  and  I  are 
naughty,  and  it's  very  much  better  fun  than  being  good." 

"  The  world  has  found  out  that  long  ago.  Miss  Dolly;  only  the 
world  is  not  quite  so  candid  in  owning  it  as  you  are.  Will  you  come 
and  walk  round  the  house.  Miss  Masters  ?  I  never  go  in,  but  I  havo 
no  scruples  about  the  paths  and  park." 

At  the  end  of  the  bridge  leading  into  the  shrubbery  there  was  a 
stile,  high  indeed,  but  made  commodiously  with  steps,  almost  like  a 
double  staircase,  so  that  ladies  could  pass  it  without  trouble.  Mary 
had  given  her  assent  to  the  proposed  walk,  and  was  in  the  act  of 
putting  out  her  hand  to  be  helped  over  the  stile,  when  Mr.  Twenty- 
man  appeared  at  the  other  side  of  it." 

"  If  here  isn't  Larry !  "  said  Kate. 

Morton's  face  turned  as  black  as  thunder,  but  he  immediately  went 
back  across  the  bridge,  leading  Mary  with  him.  The  other  girls,  who 
had  followed  him  on  to  the  bridge,  had  of  course  to  go  back  also. 
Mary  was  made  very  unhappy  by  the  meeting.  Mr.  Morton  would 
of  course  think  that  it  had  been  planned,  whereas  by  Mary  herself  it 
had  been  altogether  unexpected.  Kate,  when  the  bridge  was  free, 
rushed  over  it  and  whispered  something  to  Larry.  The  meeting  had 
indeed  been  planned  between  her  and  Dolly  and  the  lover,  and  this 
special  walk  had  been  taken  at  the  request  of  the  two  younger  girls. 

Morton  stood  stock  still,  as  though  he  expected  that  Twentyman 
would  pass  by.  Larry  hurried  over  the  bridge,  feeling  sure  that 
the  meeting  with  Morton  had  been  accidental  and  thinking  that  he 
would  pass  on  towards  the  house. 

Larry  was  not  at  all  ashamed  of  his  purpose,  nor  was  he  inclined 
to  give  way  and  pass  on.  He  came  up  boldly  to  his  love,  and  shook 
hands  with  her  with  a  pleasant  smile.  "  If  you  are  walking  back  to 
Dillsborough,"  he  said,  "maybe  you'll  let  me  go  a  little  way  with 
you?" 

"  I  was  going  round  the  house  with  Mr.  Morton,"  she  said 
timidly. 

"  Perhaps  I  can  join  you  ?  "  said  he,  bobbing  his  head  at  the  other 
man. 

"  If  you  intended  to  walk  back  with  Mr.  Twentyman  "  began 

Morton. 

"  But  I  didn't,"  said  the  poor  girl,  who  in  truth  understood  more 
of  it  all  than  did  either  of  the  two  men.  "  I  didn't  expect  him,  and  I 
didn't  expect  you.  It's  a  pity  I  can't  go  both  ways,  isn't  it  ?  "  she 
added,  attempting  to  appear  cheerful. 

"  Come  back,  Mary,"  said  Kate ;  "  we've  had  walking  enough,  and 
shall  be  awfully  tired  before  we  get  home." 
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Mary  had  thought  that  she  would  like  extremely  to  go  round  th& 
house  with  her  old  friend  and  have  a  hundred  incidents  of  her  early 
life  called  to  her  memory.  The  meeting  with  Keginald  Morton  had 
been  altogether  pleasant  to  her.  She  had  often  felt  how  much  she 
would  have  liked  it  had  the  chance  of  her  life  enabled  her  to  see  more 
frequently  one  whom  as  a  girl  she  had  so  intimately  known.  But  at 
the  moment  she  lacked  the  courage  to  walk  boldly  across  the  bridge, 
and  thus  to  rid  herself  of  Lawrence  Twentyman.  She  had  already 
perceived  that  Morton's  manner  had  rendered  it  impossible  that  her 
lover  should  follow  them.  "  I  am  afraid  I  must  go  home,"  she  said. 
It  was  the  very  thing  she  did  not  want  to  do, — this  going  home  with 
Lawrence  Twentyman ;  and  yet  she  herself  said  that  she  must  do  it— ^ 
driven  to  say  so  by  a  nervous  dread  of  showing  herself  to  be  fond  of 
the  other  man's  company. 

"  Good  afternoon  to  you,"  said  Morton  very  gloomily,  waving  his 
hat  and  stalking  across  the  bridge. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

HOT  IN  LOVE. 

Eeginald  Moeton,  as  he  walked  across  the  bridge  towards  the  house, 
was  thoroughly  disgusted  with  all  the  world.  He  was  very  angry 
with  himself,  feeling  that  he  had  altogether  made  a  fool  of  himself  by 
his  manner.  He  had  shown  himself  to  be  offended,  not  only  by  Mr. 
Twentyman,  but  by  Miss  Masters  also,  and  he  was  well  aware,  as  he 
thought  of  it  all,  that  neither  of  them  had  given  him  any  cause  of 
offence.  If  she  chose  to  make  an  appointment  for  a  walk  with  Mr. 
Lawrence  Twentyman  and  to  keep  it,  what  was  that  to  him  ?  His 
anger  was  altogether  irrational,  and  he  knew  that  it  was  so.  What 
right  had  he  to  have  an  opinion  about  it  if  Mary  Masters  should 
choose  to  Hke  the  society  of  Mr.  Twentyman?  It  was  an  affair 
between  him  and  her  father  and  mother  in  which  he  could  have  no 
interest ;  and  yet  he  had  not  only  taken  offence,  but  was  well  aware 
that  he  had  shown  his  feeling. 

Nevertheless,  as  to  the  girl  herself,  he  could  not  argue  himself  out 
of  his  anger.  It  was  grievous  to  him  that  he  should  have  gone  out  of 
his  way  to  ask  her  to  walk  with  him  just  at  the  moment  when  she  was 
expecting  this  vulgar  lover — for  that  she  had  expected  him  he  felt 
no  doubt.  Yet  he  had  heard  her  disclaim  any  intention  of  walkino' 
with  the  man!    But  gii'Is  are  sly,  especially  when  their  lovers  are 
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coucerned.  It  made  him  sore  at  heart  to  feel  that  this  girl  sliould  be 
&ly,  and  doubly  sore  to  think  that  she  should  have  been  able  to  love 
such  a  one  as  Lawrence  Twentyman. 

As  he  roamed  about  among  the  grounds  this  idea  troubled  him 
much.  Ho  assured  himself  that  he  was  not  in  love  with  her  himself, 
and  that  he  had  no  idea  of  falling  in  love  with  her ;  but  it  sickened 
him  to  think  that  a  girl  who  had  been  brought  up  by  his  aunt,  who 
had  been  loved  at  Bragton,  whom  he  had  liked,  who  looked  so  like  a 
lady,  should  put  herself  on  a  par  with  such  a  wretch  as  that.  In  all 
this  he  was  most  tinjust  to  both  of  them.  He  was  specially  unjust  to 
poor  Larry,  who  was  by  no  means  a  wretch.  His  costume  was  not 
that  to  which  Morton  had  been  accustomed  "\n  Germany,  nor  would 
it  have  passed  without  notice  in  Bond  Street.  But  it  was  rational  and 
clean.  When  he  came  to  the  bridge  to  meet  his  sweetheart  he  had  on 
a  dark-green  shooting  coat,  a  billicock  hat,  brown  breeches,  and  gaiters 
nearly  up  to  his  knees.  I  don't  know  that  a  young  man  in  the  country 
could  wear  more  suitable  attire.  And  he  was  a  well-made  man, — just 
such  a  one  as,  in  this  dress,  would  take  the  eye  of  a  country  girl. 
There  was  a  little  bit  of  dash  about  him — just  a  touch  of  swagger — • 
which  better  breeding  might  have  prevented.  But  it  was  not  enough 
to  make  him  odious  to  an  unprejudiced  observer.  I  could  fancy  that 
an  old  lady  from  London,  with  an  eye  in  her  head  for  manly  symmetry, 
would  have  liked  to  look  at  Larry,  and  would  have  thought  that  a 
girl  in  Mary's  position  would  be  happy  in  having  such  a  lover, 
providing  that  his  character  was  good  and  his  means  adequate.  But 
Keginald  Morton  was  not  an  old  woman,  and  to  his  eyes  the  smart 
young  farmer  with  his  billicock  hat,  not  quite  straight  on  his  head, 
was  an  odious  thing  to  behold.  He  exaggerated  the  swagger,  and  took 
no  notice  whatever  of  the  well-made  limbs.  And  then  this  man  had 
proposed  to  accompany  him,  had  wanted  to  join  his  party,  had  thought 
it  possible  that  a  flirtation  might  be  carried  on  in  his  presence !  He 
sincerley  hated  the  man ;  but  what  was  he  to  think  of  such  a  girl  as 
Mary  Masters  when  she  could  bring  herself  to  like  the  attentions  of 
such  a  lover  ? 

He  was  very  cross  with  himself  because  he  knew  how  unreasonable 
was  his  anger.  Of  one  thing  only  could  he  assure  himself — that  he 
would  never  again  willingly  put  himself  in  Mary's  company.  What 
was  Dillsborough  and  the  ways  of  its  inhabitants  to  him?  Why 
should  he  so  far  leave  the  old  fashions  of  his  life  as  to  fret  himself 
about  an  attorney's  daughter  in  a  little  English  town  ?  And  yet  he 
did  fret  himself,  walking  rapidly,  and  smoking  his  pipe  a  great  deal 
quicker  than  was  his  custom. 

When  he  was  about  to  return  home  he  passed  the  front  of  the 
house,  and  there,  standing  at  the  open  door,  he  saw  Mrs.  Hopkins,  the 
housekeeper,  who  had  in  truth  been  waiting  for  him.  He  said  a  good- 
natured  word  to  her,  intending  to  make  his  way  on  without  stopping. 
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but  she  called  him  back.  "  Have  you  heard  the  news,  Mr.  Keginald  ?  " 
she  said. 

"  I  haven't  heard  any  news  this  twelvemonth,"  he  replied. 

"  Laws !  that  is  so  like  you,  Mr.  Eeginald.  The  young  squire  is  to 
be  here  next  week." 

"  Who  is  the  young  squire  ?  I  didn't  know  there  was  any  squire 
now." 

"Mr.  Eeginald!" 

"  A  squire  as  I  take  it,  Mrs.  Hopkins,  is  a  country  gentleman  who 
lives  on  his  own  property.  Since  my  grandfather's  time  no  such 
gentleman  has  lived  at  Bragton." 

"  That's  true,  too,  Mr.  Eeginald.  Any  way  Mr.  Morton  is  coming 
down  next  week." 

"  I  thought  he  was  in  America." 

"  He  has  come  home,  for  a  turn  like — and  is  staying  up  in  town 
with  the  old  lady."  The  old  lady  always  meant  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Morton. 

"  And  is  the  old  lady  coming  down  with  him  ?  " 

"  I  fancy  she  is,  Mr.  Eeginald.  He  didn't  say  as  much,  but  only 
that  there  would  be  three  or  four — a  couple  of  ladies  he  said,  and 
perhaps  more.  So  I  am  getting  the  east  bedroom,  with  the  dressing- 
room,  and  the  blue  room  for  her  ladyship."  People  about  Bragton 
had  been  accustomed  to  call  Mrs.  Morton  her  ladyship.  "That's 
where  she  always  used  to  be.  Would  you  come  in  and  see,  Mr. 
Eeginald?" 

"Certainly  not,  Mrs.  Hopkins.  If  you  were  asking  me  into  a 
house  of  your  own,  I  would  go  in  and  see  all  the  rooms  and  chat  with 
you  for  an  hour ;  but  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  ever  go  into  this  house 
again  unless  things  change  very  much  indeed." 

"Then  I'm  sure  I  hope  they  will  change,  Mr.  Eeginald."  Mrs. 
Hopkins  had  known  Eeginald  Morton  as  a  boy  growing  up  into  man- 
hood— had  almost  been  present  at  his  birth,  and  had  renewed  her 
friendship  while  he  was  staying  with  Lady  Ushant ;  but  of  the  present 
squire,  as  she  called  him,  she  had  seen  almost  nothing,  and  what  she 
had  once  remembered  of  him  had  now  been  obliterated  by  an  absence 
of  twenty  years.  Of  course  she  was  on  Eeginald's  side  in  the  family 
quarrel,  although  she  was  the  paid  servant  of  the  Foreign  Oface 
paragon. 

"  And  they  are  to  be  here  next  week  ?  What  day  next  week,  Mrs. 
Hopkins  ?  "  Mrs.  Hopkins  didn't  know  on  what  day  she  was  to  expect 
the  visitors,  nor  how  long  they  intended  to  stay.  Mr.  John  Morton 
had  said  in  his  letter  that  he  would  send  his  own  man  down  two  days 
before  his  arrival,  and  that  was  nearly  all  that  he  had  said. 

Then  Morton  started  on  his  return  walk  to  Dillsborough,  again 
taking  the  path  across  the  bridge.  "  Ah ! "  he  said  to  himself  with  a 
shudder  as  he  crossed  the  stile,  thinking  of  his  own  softened  feelings 
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as  he  had  held  out  his  hand  to  help  Mary  Masters,  and  then  of  his 
revulsion  of  fooling  when  she  declared  her  purpose  of  -walking  home 
with  Jlr.  Twentyman.  And  he  struck  the  rail  of  the  bridge  with  his 
stick  as  though  he  were  angry  with  the  place  altogether.  And  he 
thought  to  himself  that  ho  would  never  come  there  any  more,  that  ho 
hated  the  place,  and  that  he  would  never  cross  that  bridge  again. 

Then  his  mind  reverted  to  the  tidings  he  had  heard  from  Mrs. 
Hopkins.  What  ought  he  to  do  when  his  cousin  arrived  ?  Though 
there  had  been  a  long  lawsuit,  there  had  been  no  actual  declared 
quarrel  between  him  and  the  heir.  He  had,  indeed,  never  seen  the 
heir  for  the  last  twenty  years,  nor  had  they  ever  interchanged  letters. 
There  had  been  no  communication  whatever  between  them,  and  there- 
fore there  could  hardly  be  a  quarrel.  He  disliked  his  cousin;  nay, 
almost  hated  him ;  he  was  quite  aware  of  that.  And  he  was  sure  also 
that  he  hated  that  Honourable  old  woman  worse  than  any  one  else  in 
the  world,  and  that  he  always  would  do  so.  He  knew  that  the  Honour- 
able old  woman  had  attempted  to  drive  his  own  mother  from  Bragton, 
and  of  course  he  hated  her.  But  that  was  no  reason  v/hy  he  should 
not  call  on  his  cousin.  He  was  anxious  to  do  what  was  right.  He 
was  specially  anxious  that  blame  should  not  be  attributed  to  him. 
What  he  would  like  best  would  be  that  he  might  call,  might  find 
nobody  at  home — and  that  then  John  Morton  should  not  return  the 
courtesy.  He  did  not  want  to  go  to  Bragton  as  a  guest ;  he  did  not 
wish  to  be  in  the  wrong  himself ;  but  he  was  by  no  means  equally 
anxious  that  his  cousin  should  keep  himself  free  from  reproach. 

The  bridge  path  came  out  on  the  Dillsborough  road  just  two  miles 
from  the  town,  and  Morton,  as  he  got  over  the  last  stile,  saw  Lawrence 
Twentyman  coming  towards  him  on  the  road.  The  man,  no  doubt„ 
had  gone  all  the  way  into  Dillsborough  with  the  girls,  and  was  now 
returning  home.  The  parish  of  Bragton  lies  to  the  left  of  the  higls 
road  as  you  go  into  the  town  from  Eufford  and  the  direction  of  London, 
whereas  Chowton  Farm,  the  property  of  Mr.  Twentyman,  is  on  the 
right  of  the  road,  but  in  the  large  parish  of  St.  John's,  Dillsborough. 
Dillsborough  Wood  lies  at  the  back  of  Larry  Twentyman's  land,  and 
joining  on  to  Larry's  land  and  also  to  the  wood  is  the  patch  of  ground 
owned  by  "  that  scoundrel  Goarly."  Chowton  Farm  gate  opens  on  to 
the  high  road,  so  that  Larry  was  now  on  his  direct  way  home.  As 
soon  as  he  saw  Morton  he  made  up  his  mind  to  speak  to  him.  He  was 
quite  sure  from  what  had  passed  between  him  and  the  girls,  on  the 
road  home,  that  he  had  done  something  wrong.  He  was  convinced 
that  he  had  interfered  in  some  ill-bred  way,  though  he  did  not  at  all 
know  how.  Of  Eeginald  Morton  he  was  not  in  the  least  jealous.  He, 
too,  was  of  a  jealous  temperament,  but  it  had  never  occurred  to  him  to 
join  Eeginald  Morton  and  Mary  Masters  together.  He  was  very  much 
in  love  with  Mary,  but  had  no  idea  that  she  was  in  any  way  above  the 
position  which  she  might  naturally  hold  as  daughter  of  the  Dillsborough 
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attorney.  But  of  Eeginald  Morton's  attributes  and  scholarship  and 
general  standing  he  had  a  mystified  appreciation  which  saved  him 
from  the  pain  of  thinking  that  such  a  man  could  be  in  love  with  his 
sweetheart.  As  he  certainly  did  not  wish  to  quarrel  with  Morton, 
having  always  taken  Eeginald's  side  in  the  family  disputes,  he  thought 
that  he  would  say  a  civil  word  in  passing,  and,  if  possible,  apologise. 
When  Morton  came  up  he  raised  his  hand  to  his  head  and  did  open 
his  mouth,  though  not  pronouncing  any  word  very  clearly.  Morton 
looked  at  him  as  grim  as  death,  just  raised  his  hand,  and  then  passed 
on  with  a  quick  step.  Larry  was  displeased ;  but  the  other  was  so 
thoroughly  a  gentleman — one  of  the  Mortons,  and  a  man  of  property 
in  the  county — that  he  didn't  even  yet  wish  to  quarrel  with  him. 
"  What  the  deuce  have  I  done  ?  "  said  he  to  himself  as  he  walked  on — 
"  I  didn't  tell  her  not  to  go  up  to  the  house.  If  I  offered  to  walk  with 
her,  what  was  that  to  him  ?  "  It  must  be  remembered  that  Lawrence 
Twentyman  was  twelve  years  younger  than  Eeginald  Morton,  and  that 
a  man  of  twenty-eight  is  apt  to  regard  a  man  of  forty  as  very  much  too 
©Id  for  falling  in  love.  It  is  a  mistake  which  it  will  take  him  fully 
ten  years  to  rectify,  and  then  he  will  make  a  similar  mistake  as  to  men 
of  fifty.  With  his  awe  for  Morton's  combined  learning  and  age,  it 
never  occurred  to  him  to  be  jealous. 

Morton  passed  on  rapidly,  almost  feeling  that  he  had  been  a  brute. 
But  what  business  had  the  objectionable  man  to  address  him?  He 
tried  to  excuse  himself,  but  yet  he  felt  that  he  had  been  a  brute — and 
had  so  demeaned  himself  in  reference  to  the  daughter  of  the  Dillsborough 
attorney !  He  would  teach  himself  to  do  all  he  could  to  promote  the 
marriage.  He  would  give  sage  advice  to  Mary  Masters  as  to  the  wis- 
dom of  establishing  herself — having  not  an  hour  since  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  never  see  her  again !  He  would  congratulate  the 
attorney  and  Mrs.  Masters.  He  would  conquer  the  absurd  feeling 
which  at  present  was  making  him  wretched.  He  would  cultivate  some 
sort  of  acquaintance  with  the  man,  and  make  the  happy  pair  a  wedding 
present.  But,  yet,  what  "  a  beast,"  the  man  was,  with  that  billicock 
hat  on  one  side  of  his  head,  and  those  tight  leather  gaiters ! 

As  he  passed  through  the  town  towards  his  own  house,  he  saw  Mr. 
Eunciman  standing  in  front  of  the  hotel.  His  road  took  him  up  Hobbs 
gate,  by  the  corner  of  the  Bush  ;  but  Eunciman  came  a  little  out  of  the 
way  to  meet  him.    "  You  have  heard  the  news  ?  "  said  the  innkeeper. 

"  I  have  heard  one  piece  of  news." 

"  What's  that,  sir  ?  " 

"  Come, — you  tell  me  yours  first." 

"  The  young  squire  is  coming  down  to  Bragton  next  week." 

"  That's  my  news  too.  It  is  not  likely  that  there  should  be  two 
matters  of  interest  in  Dillsborough  on  the  same  day." 

"  I  don't  know  why  Dillsborough  should  be  worse  off  than  any 
other  place^  Mr.  Morton ;  but,  at  any  rate,  the  squire's  coming," 
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"  So  Mrs.  Hopkins  told  mc.    Has  ho  written  to  you  ?  " 

"  His  coacliman  or  his  groom  Ims ;  or  perhaps  ho  keeps  what  they 
call  an  ekkery.  He's  much  too  big  a  swell  to  write  to  the  likes  of  me. 
Lord  bless  me ! — when  I  think  of  it,  I  wonder  how  many  dozen  of 
orders  I've  had  from  Lord  Eufford  under  his  own  hand.  '  Dear  Eunci- 
mau,  dinner  at  eight ;  ten  of  us ;  won't  wait  a  moment.  Yours  E.'  I 
suppose  Mr.  Morton  would  think  that  his  lordship  had  let  himself 
down  by  anything  of  tliat  sort  ?  " 

"  ^Yhat  does  my  cousin  want  ?  " 

"  Two  pair  of  horses, — for  a  week  certain,  and  perhaps  longer,  ana 
two  carriages.  How  am  I  to  let  any  one  have  two  pair  of  horses  for  a 
M^eek  certain — and  perhaps  longer  ?  AVhat  are  other  customers  to  do  ? 
I  can  supply  a  gentleman  by  the  month  and  buy  horses  to  suit ;  or  I 
can  supply  him  by  the  job.  But  I  guess  Mr.  Morton  don't  well  know 
how  things  are  managed  in  this  country.   He'll  have  to  learn." 

"  What  day  does  he  come  ?  " 

"  They  haven't  told  me  that  yet,  Mr.  Morton." 


CHAPTEE  VIL 

THE  WALK  H0M3. 

^Iaey  Masters,  when  Eeginald  Morton  had  turned  his  back  upon  her 
at  the  bridge,  was  angry  with  herself  and  with  him,  which  was  reason- 
able; and  very  angry  also  with  Larry  Twentyman,  which  was  un- 
reasonable. As  she  had  at  once  acceded  to  Morton's  proposal  that 
they  should  walk  round  the  house  together,  surely  he  should  not  have 
deserted  her  so  soon.  It  had  not  been  her  fault  that  the  other  man 
had  come  up.  She  had  not  wanted  him.  But  she  was  aware  that 
when  the  option  had  in  some  sort  been  left  to  herself,  she  had  elected 
to  walk  back  with  Larry.  She  knew  her  own  motives  and  her  own 
feelings,  but  neither  of  the  men  would  understand  them.  Because  she 
preferred  the  company  of  Mr.  Morton,  and  had  at  the  moment  feared 
that  her  sisters  would  have  deserted  her  had  she  followed  him,  there- 
fore she  had  declared  her  purpose  of  going  back  to  Dillsborough,  in 
doing  which  she  knew  that  Larry  and  the  girls  would  accompany  her. 
But  of  course  Mr.  Morton  would  think  that  she  had  preferred  the 
company  of  her  recognized  admirer.  It  was  pretty  well  known  in 
Dillsborough  that  Larry  was  her  lover.  Her  stepmother  had  spoken 
of  it  very  freely  ;  and  Larry  himself  was  a  man  who  did  not  keep  his 
lights  hidden  under  a  bushel.  "I  hope  I've  not  been  in  the  way, 
Mary,"  said  ]\Ir.  Twentyman,  as  soon  as  Morton  was  out  of  hearing. 
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"  In  the  way  of  what  ? " 

"I  didn't  think  there  was  any  harm  in  offering  to  go  up  to  the 
house  with  you  if  you  were  going."  I 

"  Who  has  said  there  was  any  harm  ?  "  The  path  was  only  broad 
enough  for  one,  and  she  was  walking  first.  Larry  was  following  her, 
and  the  girls  were  behind  him. 

"  I  think  that  Mr.  Morton  is  a  very  stuck-np  fellow,"  said  Kate, 
who  was  the  last. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Kate,"  said  Mary.  "  You  don't  know  what  you 
are  talking  about." 

"  I  know  as  well  as  any  one  when  a  person  is  good-natured.  What 
made  him  go  off  in  that  hoity-toity  fashion  ?  Nobody  had  said  any- 
thing to  him." 

"  He  always  looks  as  though  he  were  going  to  eat  somebody,"  said 
Dolly. 

"  He  shan't  eat  me,"  said  Kate. 

Then  there  was  a  pause,  during  which  they  all  went  along  quickly, 
Mary  leading  the  way.  Larry,  of  course,  felt  that  he  was  wasting  his 
opportunity,  and  yet  hardly  knew  how  to  use  it,  feeling  that  the  girl 
was  angry  with  him. 

"  I  wish  you'd  say,  Mary,  whether  you  think  that  I  did  anything 
wrong  ?  " 

"  Nothing  wrong  to  me,  Mr.  Twentyman." 
"  Did  I  do  anything  wrong  to  him  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  how  far  you  may  be  acquainted  with  him.  He  was 
proposing  to  go  somewhere,  and  you  offered  to  go  with  him." 

"  I  offered  to  go  with  you,"  said  Larry  sturdily.  "  I  suppose  I'm 
sufficiently  acquainted  with  you." 

"  Quite  so,"  said  Mary. 

"  Why  should  he  be  so  proud  ?  I  never  said  an  uncivil  word  tO' 
him.  He's  nothing  to  me.  If  he  can  do  without  me,  I'm  sure  that  I 
can  do  without  him." 

"  Very  well  indeed,  I  should  think." 

"  The  truth  is,  Mary  " 

"  There  has  been  quite  enough  said  about  it,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  The  truth  is,  Mary,  I  came  on  purpose  to  have  a  word  with  you."' 
Hearing  this,  Kate  rushed  on  and  pulled  Larry  by  the  tail  of  his 
coat. 

"How  did  you  know  I  was  to  be  there?"  demanded  Mary 
sharply. 

"I  didn't  know.  I  had  reason  to  think  you  perhaps  might  be 
there.  The  girls,  I  knew,  had  been  asking  you  to  come  as  far  as  the 
bridge.  At  any  rate,  I  took  my  chance.  I'd  seen  him  some  time 
before,  and  then  I  saw  you." 

"  If  I'm  to  be  watched  about  in  that  way,"  said  Mary  angrily,  "  I 
"won't  go  out  at  all." 
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"  Of  course  I  want  to  see  yon.  "Why  shouldn't  I  ?  I'm  all  fair  and 
ahove  board ; — ain't  I  ?  Your  father  and  mother  know  all  about  it. 
It  isn't  as  though  I  were  doing  anything  clandestine."  He  paused  for 
a  reply,  but  Mary  walked  on  in  silence.  She  knew  quite  well  that  he 
was  warranted  in  seeking  her,  and  that  nothing  but  a  very  positive 
decision  on  her  part  could  put  an  end  to  his  courtship.  At  the 
present  moment  she  was  inclined  to  be  very  positive,  but  he  had 
hardly  as  yet  given  her  an  opportunity  of  speaking  out.  "I  think 
you  know,  Mary,  what  it  is  that  I  want."  They  were  now  at  a  rough 
stile,  which  enabled  him  to  come  close  up  to  her  and  help  her.  She 
tripped  over  the  stile  with  a  light  step,  and  again  walked  on  rapidly. 
The  field  they  were  in  enabled  him  to  get  up  to  her  side,  and  now,  if 
ever,  was  his  opportunity.  It  was  a  long  straggling  meadow,  which  he 
knew  well,  with  the  Dill  running  by  it  all  the  way, — or  rather  two 
meadows,  with  an  open  space  where  there  had  once  been  a  gate.  He 
had  ridden  through  the  gap  a  score  of  times,  and  knew  that  at  the 
further  side  of  the  second  meadow  they  would  come  upon  the  higli 
road.  The  fields  were  certainly  much  better  for  his  purpose  than  the 
road.    "  Don't  you  think,  Mary,  you  could  say  a  kind  word  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  never  said  anything  unkind." 

"  You  can't  think  ill  of  me  for  loving  you  better  than  all  the  world." 
"  I  don't  think  ill  of  you  at  all.    I  think  very  well  of  you." 
"That's  kind." 

"  So  I  do.  How  can  I  help  thinking  well  of  you,  when  I've  never 
heaa^d  anything  but  good  of  you  ?  " 

"Then  why  shouldn't  you  say  at  once  that  you'll  have  me,  and 
make  me  the  happiest  man  in  all  the  county  ?  " 

"  Because  " 

"Well!" 

"  I  told  you  before,  Mr.  Twentyman,  and  that  ought  to  have  been 
enough.  A  young  woman  doesn't  fall  in  love  with  every  man  that 
she  thinks  well  of.  I  should  like  you  as  well  as  all  the  rest  of  the 
family  if  you  would  only  marry  some  other  girl." 

"I  shall  never  do  that." 

"  Yes  you  will,  some  day." 

"  Never.  I've  set  my  heart  upon  it,  and  I  mean  to  stick  to  it.  I'm 
not  the  fellow  to  turn  about  from  one  girl  to  another.  What  I  want 
is  the  girl  I  love.  I've  money  enough  and  all  that  kind  of  thing  of 
ray  own." 

"  I'm  sure  you're  disinterested,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"Yes,  I  am.  Ever  since  you've  been  home  from  Bragton  it  has 
been  the  same  thing,  and  when  I  felt  that  it  was  so,  I  spoke  up  to  your 
father  honestly.  I  haven't  been  beating  about  the  bush,  and  I  haven't 
done  anything  that  wasn't  honourable."  They  were  very  near  the  last 
stile  now.  "  Come,  Mary,  if  you  won't  make  me  a  promise,  say  that 
you'll  think  of  it." 
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"  I  have  thonglit  of  it,  Mr.  Twentyman,  and  I  can't  make  yott  any 
other  answer.    I  dare  say  I'm  very  foolish." 

"  I  wish  you  were  more  foohsh.  Perhaps  then  you  wouldn't  be  so 
hard  to  please." 

"Whether  I'm  wise  or  foolish,  indeed,  indeed,  it's  no  good  yonr 
going  on.  Now  we're  on  the  road.  Pray  go  back  home,  llr.  Twenty- 
man." 

"It'll  be  getting  dark  in  a  Httle  time." 

"Not  before  we're  in  Dillsborough.  If  it  were  ever  so  dark  we 
could  find  our  way  home  by  ourselves.    Come  along,  Dolly." 

Over  the  last  stile  he  had  stayed  a  moment  to  help  the  younger 
girl,  and  as  he  did  so  Kate  whispered  a  word  in  his  ear.  "  She's  angry 
because  she  couldn't  go  up  to  the  house  with  that  stuck-up  fellow." 
It  was  a  foolish  word ;  but  then  Kate  Masters  had  not  had  much 
experience  in  the  world. 

Whether  overcome  by  Mary's  resolute  mode  of  speaking,  or  aware 
that  the  high  road  would  not  suit  his  purpose,  he  did  turn  back  as 
soon  as  he  had  seen  them  a  little  way  on  their  return  towards  the 
town.  He  had  not  gone  half  a  mile  before  he  met  Morton,  and  had 
been  half-minded  to  make  some  apology  to  him.  But  Morton  had 
denied  him  the  opportunity,  and  he  had  walked  on  to  his  own  house, 
— low  in  spirits  indeed,  but  still  with  none  of  that  sorest  of  agony 
which  comes  to  a  lover  from  the  feeling  that  his  love  loves  some  one 
else.  Mary  had  been  very  decided  with  him, — more  so  he  feared  than 
before ;  but  still  he  saw  no  reason  why  he  should  not  succeed  at  last. 
Mrs.  Masters  had  told  him  that  Mary  would  certainly  give  a  little 
trouble  in  winning,  but  would  be  the  more  worth  the  winner's  trouble 
when  won.  And  she  had  certainly  shown  no  preference  for  any  other 
young  man  about  the  town.  There  had  been  a  moment  when  he  had 
much  dreaded  Mr.  Surtees.  Young  clergymen  are  apt  to  be  formid- 
able rivals,  and  Mr.  Surtees  had  certainly  made  some  overtures  of 
friendship  to  Mary  Masters.  But  Larry  had  thought  that  he  had 
seen  that  these  overtures  had  not  led  to  much,  and  then  that  fear 
had  gone  from  him.  He  did  believe  that  Mary  was  now  angry  be- 
cause she  had  not  been  allowed  to  walk  about  Bragton  with  her  old 
friend  Mr.  Morton.  It  had  been  natural  that  she  should  like  to  do 
so.  It  was  the  pride  of  Mary's  life  that  she  had  been  befriended  by 
the  Mortons  and  Lady  Ushant.  But  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  he 
ought  to  be  jealous  of  Mr.  Morton, — though  it  had  occurred  to  Kate 
Masters. 

There  was  very  little  said  between  the  sisters  on  their  way  back  to- 
the  town.  Mary  was  pretty  sure  now  that  the  two  girls  had  made  the- 
appointment  with  Larry,  but  she  was  unwilling  to  question  them  on 
the  subject.  Immediately  on  their  arrival  at  home  they  heard  the 
great  news.  John  Morton  was  coming  to  Bragton  with  a  party  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen.     Mrs.  Hopkins  had  spoken  of  four  persons. 
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Mrs.  Masters  told  Mary  that  there  were  to  be  a  dozen  at  least,  and 
that  four  or  five  pairs  of  horses  and  half  a  dozen  carriages  had  been 
ordered  from  Mr.  Eunciman.  "  Ho  means  to  cut  a  dash  when  he  does 
begin,"  said  Mrs.  Masters. 

"  Is  he  going  to  stay,  mother  ?  " 

"He  wouldn't  come  down  in  that  way  if  it  was  only  for  a 
few  days,  I  suppose.  But  what  they  will  do  for  furniture  I  don't 
know." 

"  There's  plenty  of  furniture,  mother." 

"  A  thousand  years  old.    Or  for  wine,  or  fruit,  or  plate." 

"  The  old  plate  was  there  when  Lady  Ushant  left." 

"  People  do  things  now  in  a  very  different  way  from  what  tbey 
used.  A  couple  of  dozen  silver  forks  made  quite  a  show  on  the  old 
squire's  table.  Now  they  change  the  things  so  often  that  ten  dozen  is 
nothing.    I  don't  suppose  there's  a  bottle  of  wine  in  the  cellar." 

"  They  can  get  wine  from  Cobbold,  mother." 

"Cobbold's  wine  won't  go  down  with  them,  I  fancy.  I  wonder 
what  servants  they're  bringing." 

When  Mr.  Masters  came  in  from  his  office  the  news  was  corrobo- 
rated. Mr.  John  Morton  was  certainly  coming  to  Bragton.  The 
attorney  had  still  a  small  unsettled  and  disputed  claim  against  the 
owner  of  the  property,  and  he  had  now  received  by  the  day  mail  an 
answer  to  a  letter  which  he  had  written  to  Mr.  Morton,  saying  that 
that  gentleman  would  see  him  in  the  course  of  the  next  fortnight. 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 

THE  PAEAGON'S  PAETY  AT  BEAGTON. 

Theee  was  certainly  a  great  deal  of  fuss  made  about  John  Morton's 
return  to  the  home  of  his  ancestors, — made  altogether  by  himself  and 
those  about  him,  and  not  by  those  who  were  to  receive  him.  On  the 
Thursday  in  the  week  following  that  of  which  we  have  been  speaking, 
two  carriages  from  the  Bush  met  the  party  at  the  railway  station  and 
took  them  to  Bragton.  Mr.  Eunciman,  after  due  consideration,  put  up 
with  the  inconsiderate  nature  of  the  order  given,  and  supplied  the 
coaches  and  horses  as  required, — consoling  himself,  no  doubt,  with  the 
reflection  that  he  could  charge  for  the  unreasonableness  of  the  demand 
in  the  bill.  The  coachman  and  butler  had  come  down  two  days 
before  their  master,  so  that  things  might  be  in  order.  Mrs.  Hopkins 
learned  from  the  butler  that  though  the  party  would  at  first  consist 
only  of  three,  two  other  very  august  persons  were  to  follow  on  the 
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Saturday —no  less  than  Lady  Augustus  Trefoil  and  lier  daughter 
Arabella.  And  Mrs.  Hopkins  was  soon  led  to  imagine,  though  no 
positive  information  was  given  to  her  on  the  subject,  that  Miss  Trefoil 
was  engaged  to  be  married  to  their  master.  "Will  he  live  here 
altogether,  Mr.  Tankard?"  Mrs.  Hopkins  asked.  To  this  question 
Mr.  Tankard  was  able  to  give  a  very  definite  answer.  He  was  quite 
sure  that  Mr.  Morton  would  not  live  anywhere  altogether.  According 
to  Mr.  Tankard's  ideas,  the  whole  foreign  policy  of  England  depended 
on  Mr.  John  Morton's  presence  in  some  capital,  either  in  Europe,  Asia, 
or  America,— upon  Mr.  Morton's  presence,  and  of  course  upon  his  own 
also.  Mr.  Tankard  thought  it  not  improbable  that  they  might  soon  be 
wanted  at  Hong  Eong,  or  some  very  distant  place, — but  in  the  mean- 
time they  were  bound  to  be  back  at  Washington  very  shortly.  Tankard 
had  himself  been  at  Washington,  and  also  before  that  at  Lisbon,  and 
could  tell  Mrs.  Hopkins  how  utterly  unimportant  had  been  the  actual 
ministers  at  those  places,  and  how  the  welfare  of  England  ''ad 
depended  altogether  on  the  discretion  and  general  omniscience  of  his 
young  master — and  of  himself.  He,  Tankard,  had  been  the  only 
person  in  Washington  who  had  really  known  in  what  order  Americans 
should  go  out  to  dinner  one  after  another.  Mr.  Elias  Gotobed,  who 
was  coming,  was  perhaps  the  most  distinguished  American  of  the  day, 
and  was  Senator  for  Mikewa. 

"Mickey  war ! "  said  poor  Mrs.  Hopkins, — "  that's  been  one  of  them 
terrible  American  wars  we  used  to  hear  of."  Then  Tankard  explained 
to  her  that  Mikewa  was  one  of  the  Western  States  and  Mr.  Elias 
Gotobed  was  a  great  Eepublican,  who  had  very  advanced  opinions  of 
his  own  respecting  government,  liberty,  and  public  institutions  in 
general.  With  Mr.  Morton  and  the  Senator  was  coming  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Morton.  The  lady  had  her  lady's  maid, — and  Mr.  Morton  had 
his  own  man ;  so  that  there  would  be  a  great  influx  of  2Dersons. 

Of  course  there  was  very  much  perturbation  of  spirit.  Mrs. 
Hopkins,  after  that  first  letter,  the  contents  of  which  she  had  com- 
municated to  Eeginald  Morton,  had  received  various  dispatches  and 
been  asked  various  questions.  Could  she  find  a  cook  ?  Could  she  find 
two  housemaids  ?  And  all  these  were  only  wanted  for  a  time.  In  her 
distress  she  went  to  Mrs.  Eunciman,  and  did  get  assistance.  "I 
suppose  he  thinks  he's  to  have  the  cook  out  of  my  kitchen  ?  "  Eunciman 
had  said.  Somebody,  however,  was  found  who  said  she  could  cook, 
and  two  girls  who  professed  that  they  knew  how  to  make  beds.  And 
in  this  way  an  establishment  was  ready  before  the  arrival  of  the 
Secretary  of  Legation  and  the  great  American  Senator.  Those  other 
questions  of  wine  and  plate  and  vegetables  had,  no  doubt,  settled 
themselves  after  some  fashion. 

John  Morton  had  come  over  to  England  on  leave  of  absence  for 
four  months,  and  had  brought  with  him  the  Senator  from  Mikewa. 
The  Senator  had  never  been  in  England  before  and  was  especially 


THE  TAliAGOIS-'S  TAETY  AT  BEAGTON. 


87 


anxious  to  study  tlio  British  Constitution  and  to  see  tlie  ways  of 
Britons  with  his  own  eyes.  Ho  had  only  been  a  fortnight  in  London 
before  this  journey  down  to  the  county  had  been  planned.  Mr.  Gotobed 
wished  to  see  English  country  life,  and  thought  that  he  could  not  on 
his  first  arrival  have  a  better  opportunity.  It  must  be  explained  also 
that  there  was  another  motive  for  this  English  rural  sojourn.  Lady 
Augustus  Trefoil,  who  was  an  adventiirous  lady,  had  been  travelling 
in  the  United  States  with  her  daughter,  and  had  there  fallen  in  with 
^h.  John  Morton.  Arabella  Trefoil  was  a  beauty,  and  a  woman  of 
fashion,  and  had  captivated  the  Paragon.  An  engagement  had  been 
made,  subject  to  various  stipulations ;  the  consent  of  Lord  Augustus 
in  the  first  place, — as  to  which  John  Morton  who  only  understood 
foreign  affairs,  was  not  aware,  as  he  would  have  been  had  he  lived  in 
England,  that  Lord  Augustus  was  nobody.  [  Lady  Augustus  had  spoken 
freely  as  to  settlements,  value  of  property,  life  insurance  and  such 
matters ;  and  had  spoken  firmly,  as  well  as  freely,  expressing  doubt  as 
to  the  expediency  of  such  an  engagement ; — all  of  which  had  surprised 
Mr.  Morton  considerably,  for  the  young  lady  had  at  first  been  left  in 
his  hands  with  almost  American  freedom.  And  now  Lady  Augustus 
and  her  daughter  were  coming  down  on  a  visit  of  inspection.  They 
had  been  told,  as  had  the  Senator,  that  things  would  be  in  the  rough. 
The  house  had  not  been  properly  inhabited  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a 
century.  The  Senator  had  expressed  himself  quite  contented.  Lady 
Augustus  had  only  hoped  that  everything  would  be  made  as  comfortable 
as  possible  for  her  daughter.  I  don't  know  what  more  could  have 
been  done  at  so  short  a  notice  than  to  order  two  carriages,  two  house- 
maids, and  a  cook. 

A  word  or  two  must  also  be  said  of  the  old  lady  who  made  one  of 
the  party.  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Morton  was  now  seventy,  but  no  old 
lady  ever  showed  less  signs  of  advanced  age.  It  is  not  to  be  under- 
stood from  this  that  she  was  beautiful ; — but  that  she  was  very  strong. 
What  might  be  the  colour  of  her  hair,  or  whether  she  had  any,  no  man 
had  known  for  many  years.  But  she  wore  so  perfect  a  front  that  some 
people  were  absolutely  deluded.  She  was  very  much  wrinkled  ; — but 
as  there  are  wrinkles  which  seem  to  come  from  the  decay  of  those 
muscles  which  should  uphold  the  skin,  so  are  there  others  which  seem 
to  denote  that  the  owner  has  simply  got  rid  of  the  watery  weaknesses 
of  juvenility.  Sirs.  Morton's  wrinkles  were  strong  wrinkles.  She  was 
thin,  but  always  carried  herself  bolt  upright,  and  would  never  even 
lean  back  in  her  chair.  She  had  a  great  idea  of  her  duty,  and  hated 
everybody  who  difi'ered  from  her  with  her  whole  heart.  She  was  the 
dau  ghter  of  a  Yiscount,  a  fact  which  she  never  forgot  for  a  single  moment, 
and  which  she  thought  gave  her  positive  superiority  to  all  women  who 
were  not  the  daughters  of  Dukes  or  Marquises,  or  of  Earls.  Therefore, 
as  she  did  not  live  much  in  the  fashionable  world,  she  rarely  met 
any  one  above  herself    Her  own  fortune  on  her  marriage  had  been 
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small,  but  now  she  was  a  rich  woman.  Her  husband  had  been  dead 
nearly  half  a  century  and  during  the  whole  of  that  time  she  had  been 
saving  money.  To  two  charities  she  gave  annually  £5  per  annum 
each.  Duty  demanded  it,  and  the  money  was  given.  Beyond  that 
she  had  never  been  known  to  spend  a  penny  in  charity.  Duty,  she 
had  said  more  than  once,  required  of  her  that  she  do  something  to 
repair  the  ravages  made  on  the  Morton  property  by  the  preposterous 
extravagance  of  the  old  squire  in  regard  to  the  younger  son,  and  that 
son's — child.  In  her  anger  she  had  not  hesitated  on  different  occa- 
sions to  call  the  present  Eeginald  a  bastard,  though  the  expression  was 
a  wicked  calumny  for  which  there  was  no  excuse.  Without  any  aid  of 
hers  the  Morton  property  had  repaired  itself.  There  had  been  a 
minority  of  thirteen  or  fourteen  years,  and  since  that  time  the  present 
owner  had  not  spent  his  income.  But  John  Morton  was  not  himself 
averse  to  money,  and  had  always  been  careful  to  maintain  good  rela- 
tions with  his  grandmother.  She'had  now  been  asked  down  to  Bragtou 
in  order  that  she  might  approve,  if  possible,  of  the  proposed  wife.  It 
was  not  likely  that  she  should  approve  absolutely  of  anything; 
but  to  have  married  without  an  appeal  to  her  would  have  been 
to  have  sent  the  money  flying  into  the  hands  of  some  of  her  poor 
paternal  cousins.  Arabella  Trefoil  was  the  granddaughter  of  a  duke, 
and  a  step  had  so  far  been  made  in  the  right  direction.  But  Mrs. 
Morton  knew  that  Lord  Augustus  was  nobody,  that  there  would  be  no 
money,  and  that  Lady  Augustus  had  been  the  daughter  of  a  banker, 
and  that  her  fortune  had  been  nearly  squandered. 

The  Paragon  was  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  his  American  visitor, 
nor,  as  far  as  the  comforts  of  his  house  were  concerned,  of  his  grand- 
mother. Of  the  beauty  and  her  mother  he  did  stand  in  awe;— 
but  he  had  two  days  in  which  to  look  to  things  before  they  would 
come.  The  train  reached  the'  Dillsborough  Station  at  half-past  three, 
and  the  two  carriages  were  there  to  meet  them.  "  You  will  understand, 
Mr.  Gotobed,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  that  my  grandson  has  nothing  of  his 
own  established  here  as  yet."  This  little  excuse  was  produced  by  certain 
patches  and  tears  in  the  cushions  and  linings  of  the  carriages.  Mr. 
Gotobed  smiled  and  bowed  and  declared  that  everything  was  "  fixed 
convenient."  Then  the  Senator  followed  the  old  lady  into  one 
carriage ;  Mr.  Morton  followed  alone  into  the  other ;  and  they  were 
driven  away  to  Bragton. 

When  Mrs.  Hopkins  had  taken  the  two  ladies  up  to  their  rooms 
Mr.  Morton  asked  the  Senator  to  walk  round  the  grounds.  Mr.  Goto- 
bed, lighting  an  enormous  cigar,  of  which  he  put  half  down  his  throat 
for  more  commodious  and  quick  consumption,  walked  on  to  the  middle 
of  the  drive,  and  turning  back  looked  up  at  the  house,  "  Quite  a  pile," 
he  said,  observing  that  the  ofBces  and  outhouses  extended  a  long  way 
to  the  left  till  they  almost  joined  other  buildings  in  which  were  the 
stables  and  coach-house. 
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"  It's  a  good-sized  liouse,"  said  the  owner ;  "  nothing  vciy  particular, 
as  houses  are  built  nowadays." 
"  Damp,  I  should  say  ?  " 

"I  think  not.  I  have  never  lived  here  much  myself;  but  I  have 
not  heard  that  it  was  considered  so." 

"  I  guess  it's  damp.    Very  lonely ; — isn't  it  ?  " 

""We  like  to  have  our  society  inside,  among  ourselves,  in  the 
country." 

"  Keep  a  sort  of  hotel— like  ?  "  suggested  Mr.  Gotobed.  "  Well, 
I  don't  dislike  hotel  life,  especially  when  there  are  no  charges.  How 
many  servants  do  you  want  to  keep  up  such  a  house  as  that  ?  " 

Mr.  Morton  explained  that  at  present  he  knew  very  little  about  it 
himself,  then  led  him  away  by  the  path  over  the  bridge,  and  turning 
to  the  left  showed  him  the  building  which  had  once  been  the  kennels 
of  the  Euiford  hounds.    "  All  that  for  dogs ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Gotobed. 

"  All  for  dogs,"  said  Morton.    "  Hounds,  we  generally  call  them." 

"  Hounds  are  they  ?  Well,  I'll  remember ;  though  '  dogs '  seems  to 
me  more  civil.    How  many  used  there  to  be  ?  " 

"  About  fifty  couple,  I  think." 

"  A  hundred  dogs !  No  wonder  your  country  gentlemen  burst  up 
so  often.  Wouldn't  half  a  dozen  do  as  well, — excej)t  for  the  show  of 
the  thing  ?  " 

"  Half  a  dozen  hounds  couldn't  hunt  a  fox,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  I  guess  half  a  dozen  would  do  just  as  well,  only  for  the  show. 
What  strikes  me,  Mr.  Morton,  on  visiting  this  old  country  is  that  so 
much  is  done  for  show." 

"  What  do  you  say  to  New  York,  Mr.  Gotobed  ?  " 

"  There  certainly  are  a  couple  of  hundred  fools  in  New  York,  who, 
having  more  money  than  brains,  amuse  themselves  by  imitating 
European  follies.  But  you  won't  find  that  through  the  country,  Mr. 
Morton.  You  won't  find  a  hundred  dogs  at  an  American  planter's 
house  when  ten  or  twelve  would  do  as  well." 

"  Hunting  is  not  one  of  your  amusements." 

"  Yes,  it  is.  I've  been  a  hunter  myself.  I've  had  nothing  to  eat 
ljut  what  I  killed  for  a  month  together.  That's  more  than  any  of 
your  hunters  can  say.    A  hundred  dogs  to  kill  one  fox ! " 

"  Not  all  at  the  same  time,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  And  you  have  got  none  now  ?  " 

"  I  don't  hunt  myself." 

"  And  does  nobody  hunt  the  foxes  about  here  at  present  ?  "  Then 
Morton  explained  that  on  the  Saturday  following  the  TJ.  E.  U.  hounds, 
under  the  mastership  of  that  celebrated  sportsman  Captain  Glomax, 
•would  meet  at  eleven  o'clock  exactly  at  the  spot  on  which  they  were 
then  standing,  and  that  if  Mr.  Gotobed  would  walk  out  after  breakfast 
he  would  see  the  whole  paraphernalia,  including  about  half  a  hundred 
"  dogs,"  and  perhaps  a  couple  of  hundred  men  on  horseback.  "  I  shall 
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be  delighted  to  see  any  institution  of  this  great  country,"  said  Mr. 
Gotobed,  "however  much  opposed  it  may  be  to  my  opinion  either 
of  utihty  or  rational  recreation."  Then,  having  nearly  eaten  up  one 
cigar,  he  lit  another  preparatory  to  eating  it,  and  sauntered  back  to 
the  house. 

Before  dinner  that  evening  there  were  a  few  words  between  the 
Paragon  and  his  grandmother.  "  I'm  afraid  you  won't  like  my  Ameri- 
can friend,"  ho  said. 

"  He  is  all  very  well,  John.  Of  course,  an  American  member  of 
Congress  can't  be  an  English  gentleman.  You,  in  your  position,  have 
to  be  civil  to  such  people.  I  dare  say  I  shall  get  on  very  well  with 
m.  Gotobed." 

"  I  must  get  somebody  to  meet  him." 

"  Lady  Augustus  and  her  daughter  are  coming." 

"They  knew  each  other  in  Washington.  And  there  will  be  so 
many  ladies." 

"You  could  ask  the  Coopers  from  Mallingham,"  suggested' the 
lady. 

"  I  don't  think  they  would  dine  out.    He's  getting  very  old." 

"  And  I'm  told  the  Mainwarings  at  Dillsborough  are  very  nice 
people,"  said  Mrs.  Morton,  who  knew  that  Mr.  Mainwaring  at  any 
rate  came  from  a  good  family. 

"I  suppose  they  ought  to  call  first.  I  never  saw  them  in  my 
life.  Eeginald  Morton,  you  know,  is  living  at  Hoppet  Hall  in  Dills- 
borough." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  wrote  to  ask  him  to  this  house  ?  " 

"I  think  I  ought.  Why  should  I  take  upon  myself  to  quarrel 
with  a  man  I  have  not  seen  since  I  was  a  child,  and  who  certainly  is 
my  cousin  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  that  he  is  your  cousin  ; — nor  do  you." 

John  Morton  passed  by  the  calumny  which  he  had  heard  before, 
and  which  he  knew  that  it  was  no  good  for  him  to  attempt  to  subvert. 
"  He  was  received  here  as  one  of  the  family,  ma'am." 

"  I  know  he  was ;  and  with  what  result  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  that  I  ought  to  turn  my  back  upon  him  because 
my  great  grandfather  left  property  away  from  me  to  him.  It  would 
give  me  a  bad  name  in  the  county.  It  would  be  against  me  when 
I  settle  down  to  live  here.  I  think  quarrelling  is  the  most  foolish 
thing  a  man  can  do, — especially  with  his  own  relations." 

"  I  can  only  say  this,  John  :  let  me  know  if  he  is  coming,  so  that 
I  may  not  be  called  tipon  to  meet  him.  I  will  not  eat  at  table  with 
Eeginald  Morton."  So  saying  the  old  lady,  in  a  stately  fashion,  stalked 
out  of  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  OLD  KENXELS. 

C)x  the  next  morning  Mrs.  Morton  asked  her  grandson  what  he  meant 
to  do  with  reference  to  his  suggested  invitation  to  Eeginald.  "As 
yon  will  not  meet  him,  of  course  I  have  given  up  the  idea,"  he  said. 
Tlie  "  of  course  "  had  been  far  from  true.  He  had  debated  the  matter 
very  much  with  himself.  He  was  an  obstinate  man,  with  something 
of  indei^endence  in  his  spirit.  He  liked  money,  but  he  liked  having 
his  own  way  too.  The  old  lady  looked  as  though  she  might  live  to 
be  a  hundred, — and  though  she  might  last  only  for  ten  years  longer, 
was  it  worth  his  while  to  be  a  slave  for  that  time  ?  And  he  was  by 
no  means  sure  of  her  money,  though  he  should  be  a  slave.  He  almost 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  ask  Eeginald  Morton.  But  then 
the  old  lady  would  be  in  her  tantrums,  and  there  would  be  the  dis- 
agreeable necessity  of  making  an  explanation  to  that  inquisitive 
gentleman  Mr.  Elias  Gotobed. 

"  I  couldn't  have  met  him,  John  ;  I  couldn't  indeed.  I  remember 
so  well  all  that  occurred  when  your  poor,  infatuated,  old  great-grand- 
father would  have  that  woman  into  the  house !  I  was  forced  to  have 
my  meals  in  my  bedroom,  and  to  get  myself  taken  away  as  soon  as- 
I  could  get  a  carriage  and  horses.  After  all  that,  I  ought  not  to  be 
asked  to  meet  the  child." 

"■  I  was  thinking  of  asking  old  Mr.  Cooper  on  Monday.  I  know  she 
doesn't  go  out.  And  perhaps  Mr.  Main  waring  wouldn't  take  it  amiss. 
Mr.  Puttock,  I  know,  isn't  at  home  ;  but  if  he  were  he  couldn't  come."" 
Mr.  Puttock  was  the  rector  of  Bragton,  a  very  rich  living,  but  was 
unfortunately  afiSicted  with  asthma. 

"  Poor  man !  I  heard  of  that ;  and  he's  only  been  here  about  six 
years.  I  don't  see  why  Mr.  Mainwaring  should  take  it  amiss  at  all.- 
You  can  explain  that  you  are  only  here  a  few  days.  I  like  to  meet 
clergymen.  I  think  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  country  gentleman  to  ask 
them  to  his  house.  It  shows  a  proper  regard  for  religion.  By  the  by, 
John,  I  hope  that  you'll  see  that  they  have  a  fire  in  the  church  on 
Sunday."  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Morton  always  went  to  church,  and 
had  no  doubt  of  her  own  sincerity  when  she  reiterated  her  prayer  that 
as  she  forgave  others  their  trespasses,  so  might  she  be  forgiven  hers. 
As  Pieginald  Mt>rton  had  certainly  never  trespassed  against  her  perhaps 
there  was  no  reason  why  her  thoughts  should  be  carried  to  the  neces- 
sity of  forgiving  him. 

The  Paragon  wrote  two  very  diplomatic  notes,  explaining  his  tem- 
porary residence  and  expressing  his  great  desire  to  become  acquainted 
with  his  neighbours.    Neither  of  the  two  clergymen  was  offended'. 
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and  both  of  tliem  promised  to  eat  his  dinner  on  Monday.  Mr.  Main- 
waring  was  very  fond  of  dining  out,  and  would  have  gone  ahnost  to 
•any  gentleman's  house.  Mr.  Cooper  was  old  enough  in  the  neighbour, 
hood  to  have  knovm  the  old  squire,  and  wrote  an  affectionate  note 
€xpressing  his  gratification  at  the  prospect  of  renewing  his  acquaint- 
ance with  the  little  boy  whom  he  remembered.  So  the  party  was  made 
up  for  Monday.  John  Morton  was  very  nervous  on  the  matter,  feehng 
that  Lady  Augustus  would  think  the  land  to  be  barren. 

The  Friday  passed  by  without  much  difQculty.  The  Senator  was 
■driven  about,  and  everything  was  inquired  into.  One  or  two  farm- 
houses were  visited,  and  the  farmers'  wives  were  much  disturbed  by 
the  questions  asked  them.  "  I  don't  think  they'd  get  a  living  in  the 
States,"  was  the  Senator's  remark  after  leaving  one  of  the  homesteads 
in  which  neither  the  farmer  nor  his  wife  had  shown  much  power  of 
•conversation.  "  Then  they're  right  to  stay  where  they  are,"  replied 
Mr.  Morton,  who  in  spite  of  his  diplomacy  could  not  save  himself  from 
being  nettled.  "  They  seem  to  get  a  very  good  living  here,  and  they 
pay  their  rent  punctually." 

On  the  Saturday  morning  the  hounds  met  at  the  "  Old  Kennels,"  as 
the  meet  was  always  called,  and  here  was  an  excellent  opportunity  of 
showing  to  Mr.  Gotobed  one  of  the  great  institutions  of  the  country. 
It  was  close  to  the  house  and  therefore  could  be  reached  without  any 
trouble,  and  as  it  was  held  on  Morton's  own  ground,  he  could  do  more 
towards  making  his  visitor  understand  the  thing  than  might  have  been 
possible  elsewhere.  When  the  hounds  moved,  the  carriage  would  be 
ready  to  take  them  about  the  roads,  and  show  them  as  much  as  could 
be  seen  on  wheels. 

Punctually  at  eleven  John  Morton  and  his  American  guest  were 
on  the  bridge,  and  Tony  Tuppett  was  already  occupying  his  wonted 
place,  seated  on  a  strong  grey  mare  that  had  done  a  great  deal  of  work, 
'but  would  live, — as  Tony  used  to  say, — to  do  a  great  deal  more. 
Eound  him  the  hounds  were  clustered, — twenty-three  couple  in  all,— 
some  seated  on  their  haunches,  some  standing  obediently  still,  while  a 
few  moved  about  restlessly,  subject  to  the  voices  and  on  one  or  two 
occasions  to  a  gentle  administration  of  thong  from  the  attendant  whips. 
Four  or  five  horsemen  were  clustering  round,  most  of  them  farmers, 
a,nd  were  talking  to  Tony.  Our  friend  Mr.  Twentyman  was  the  only 
man  in  a  red  coat  who  had  yet  arrived,  and  with  him,  on  her  brown 
pony,  was  Kate  Masters,  who  was  listening  with  all  her  ears  to  every 
word  that  Tony  said. 

"  That,  1  guess,  is  the  Captain  you  spoke  of,"  said  the  Senator 
pointing  to  Tony  Tuppett. 

"  Oh  no, — that's  the  huntsman.  Those  three  men  in  caps  are  the 
servants  who  do  the  work." 

"  The  dogs  can't  be  brought  out  without  servants  to  mind  thom ! 
They're  what  you  call  gamekeepers."   Morton  was  explaining  that  the 
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men  were  not  gamekeepers  when  Captain  Glomax  himself  arrived, 
driving  a  tandem.  There  was  no  road  up  to  the  spot,  but  on  hunt 
mornings, — or  at  any  rate  wLen  the  meet  M'as  at  the  old  kennels, — the 
park-gates  were  open  so  that  vehicles  could  come  up  on  the  green 
sward. 

"  That's  Captain  Glomax,  I  suppose,"  said  Morton ;  "  I  don't  know 
him,  but  from  the  way  he's  talking  to  the  huntsmen  you  may  be  sure 
of  it." 

"  He  is  the  great  man,  is  he  ?  All  these  dogs  belong  to  him  ? " 

"  Either  to  him  or  the  hunt." 

"  And  he  pays  for  those  servants  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  He  is  a  very  rich  man,  I  suppose."  Then  Mr.  Morton  endea- 
voured to  explain  the  position  of  Captain  Glomax.  He  was  not  rich. 
He  was  no  one  in  particular  except  Captain  Glomax ;  and  his  one 
■attribute  was  a  knowledge  of  hunting.  He  didn't  keep  the  "  dogs " 
out  of  his  own  pocket.  He  received  £2000  a  year  from  the  gentlemen 
of  the  county,  and  he  himself  only  paid  anything  which  the  hounds 
and  horses  might  cost  over  that.  "  He's  a  sort  of  upper  servant  then?" 
asked  the  Senator. 

"Not  at  all.  He's  the  greatest  man  in  the  county  on  hunting 
days." 

"  Does  he  live  out  of  it  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  not." 

"  It's  a  deal  of  trouble,  isn't  it  ? " 

"  Full  work  for  an  active  man's  time,  I  should  say."  A  great  many 
more  questions  were  asked  and  answered,  at  the  end  of  which  the 
Senator  declared  that  he  did  not  quite  understand  it,  but  that  as  far 
as  he  saw  he  did  not  think  very  much  of  Captain  Glomax. 

"  If  he  could  make  a  living  out  of  it  I  should  respect  him,"  said  the 
Senator ; — "  though  it's  like  knife-grinding  or  handling  arsenic, — an 
unwholesome  sort  of  profession." 

"  I  think  they  look  very  nice,"  said  Morton,  as  one  or  two  well- 
iurned-out  young  men  rode  up  to  the  place. 

"  They  seem  to  me  to  have  thought  more  about  their  breeches  than 
anything  else,"  said  the  Senator.  "  But  if  they're  going  to  hunt  why 
don't  they  hunt  Have  they  got  a  fox  with  them  ?  "  Then  there  was 
a  further  explanation. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  murmur  as  of  a  great  coming  arrival, 
and  then  an  open  carriage  with  four  post-horses  was  brought  at  a 
quick  trot  into  the  open  space.  There  were  four  men  dressed  for 
hunting  inside,  and  two  others  on  the  box.  They  were  all  smoking, 
and  all  talking.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  they  did  not  consider  them- 
selves the  least  among  those  who  were  gathered  together  on  this 
occasion.  The  carriage  was  immediately  surrounded  by  grooms  and 
horses,  and  the  ceremony  of  disencumbering  themselves  of  great  coats 
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and  aprons,  of  putting  on  spurs  and  fastening  ]iat-strings,  was  com- 
menced. Then  there  were  whispered  communications  from  the 
grooms,  and  long  faces  under  some  of  the  hats.  This  horse  hadn't 
been  fit  since  last  Monday's  run,  and  that  man's  hack  wasn't  as  it 
should  be.  A  muttered  curse  might  have  been  heard  from  one  gentle- 
man as  he  was  told,  on  jumping  from  the  box,  that  Harry  Stubbings 
hadn't  sent  him  any  second  horse  to  ride.  "1  didn't  hear  nothing 
about  it  till  yesterday.  Captain,"  said  Harry  Stubbings,  "and  every 
foot  I  had  fit  to  come  out  was  bespoke."  The  groom,  however,  who 
heard  this  was  quite  aware  that  Mr.  Stubbings  did  not  wish  to  give 
unhmited  credit  to  the  Captain,  and  he  knew  also  that  the  second 
horse  was  to  have  carried  his  master  the  whole  day,  as  the  animal 
which  was  brought  to  the  meet  had  been  ridden  hard  on  the  previous 
Wednesday.  At  all  this  the  Senator  looked  with  curious  eyes,  think- 
ing that  he  had  never  in  his  life  seen  brought  together  a  set  of  more 
useless  human  beings. 

"  That  is  Lord  Eufford,"  said  Morton,  pointing  to  a  stout,  ruddy- 
faced,  handsome  man  of  about  thirty,  who  was  the  owner  of  the 
carriage. 

"  Oh,  a  lord.    Do  the  lords  hunt  generally  ?  " 
"  That's  as  they  Hke  it." 

"Senators  with  us  wouldn't  have  time  for  that,"  said  the  Senator. 
"  But  you  are  paid  to  do  your  work." 

"  Everybody  from  whom  work  is  expected  should  be  paid.  Then 
the  work  will  be  done,  or  those  who  pay  will  know  the  reason  why." 

"  I  must  speak  to  Lord  Eufford,"  said  Morton.  "  If  you'll  come 
with  me,  I'll  introduce  you."  The  Senator  followed  willingly  enough, 
and  the  introduction  was  made  while  his  lordship  was  still  standing 
by  his  horse.  The  two  men  had  known  each  other  in  London,  and  it 
was  natural  that  Morton,  as  owner  of  the  ground,  should  come  out 
and  speak  to  the  only  man  who  knew  him.  It  soon  was  spread  about 
that  the  gentleman  talking  to  Lord  Eufford  was  John  Morton,  and 
many  who  lived  in  the  county  came  up  to  shake  hands  with  him.'  To 
some  of  these  the  Senator  was  introduced,  and  the  conversation  for  a 
few  minutes  seemed  to  interrupt  the  business  on  hand.  "  I  am  sorry 
you  should  be  on  foot,  Mr.  Gotobed,"  said  the  lord. 

"  And  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot  mount  him,"  said  Mr.  Morton 

"We  can  soon  get  over  that  difficulty  if  he  will  allow  me  to  offer 
him  a  horse." 

The  Senator  looked  as  though  he  would  almost  like  it,  but  he 
didn't  quite  like  it.  "  Perhaps  your  horse  might  kick  me  ofi;  my  lord  ?  " 

"I  can't  answer  for  that;  but  he  isn't  given  to  kicking  and  there 
he  is,  if  you'll  get  on  him."  But  the  Senator  felt  that  the' exhibition 
would  suit  neither  his  age  nor  position,  and  refused. 

"We'd  better  be  moving,"  said  Captain  Glomax.  "J  suppose 
Lord  Eufford,  we  might  as  well  trot  over  to  Dillsborough  Wood  at 
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once.  I  saw  Bean  as  I  came  along,  and  lie  seemed  to  wish  we  should 
draw  the  wood  first."  Then  there  was  a  little  whispering  between  his 
lordship  and  the  Master  and  Tony  Tuppett.  His  lordship  thought 
that  as  Mr.  Morton  was  there  the  hounds  might  as  well  be  run  through 
the  Bragton  spinnies.  Tony  made  a  wry  face  and  shook  his  head. 
He  knew  that,  though  the  old  kennels  might  be  a  very  good  place  for 
meeting,  there  was  no  chance  of  finding  a  fox  at  Bragton.  And  Captain 
Olomax,  who,  being  an  itinerary  master,  had  no  respect  whatever  for 
a  country  gentleman  who  didn't  preserve,  also  made  a  long  face  and 
also  shook  his  head.  But  Lord  Eufford,  who  knew  the  wisdom  of 
reconciling  a  newcomer  in  the  county  to  foxhunting,  prevailed  and  the 
hounds  and  men  were  taken  round  a  part  of  Bragton  Park.  "  What'd 
t'  old  squire 've  said  if  he'd 've  known  there  hadn't  been  a  fox  at 
Bragton  for  more  nor  ten  year  ?  "  This  remark  was  made  by  Tuppett 
to  Mr.  Eunciman,  who  was  riding  by  him.  Mr.  Eunciman  replied  that 
there  was  a  great  difference  in  people.  "You  may  say  that,  Mr. 
Eunciman.  It's  all  changes.  His  lordship's  father  couldn't  bear  the 
sight  of  a  hound  nor  a  horse  and  saddle.  Well ; — I  suppose  I  needn't 
gammon  any  furder.   We'll  just  trot  across  to  the  wood  at  once." 

"  They  haven't  begun  yet  as  far  as  I  can  see,"  said  Mr.  Gotobed 
standing  up  in  the  carriage. 

"  They  haven't  found  as  yet,"  replied  Morton. 

"  They  must  go  on  till  they  find  a  fox  ?  They  never  bring  him 
with  them?/'  Then  there  was  an  explanation  as  to  bagged  foxes, 
Morton  not  being  very  conversant  with  the  subject  he  had  to  explain. 
"  And  if  they  shouldn't  find  one  all  day  ?  " 

"  Then  it'll  be  a  blank." 

"  And  these  hundred  gentlemen  will  go  home  quite  satisfied  with 
themselves  ?  " 

"  No ; — they'll  go  home  quite  dissatisfied." 

"And  have  paid  their  money  and  given  their  time  for  nothing? 
Do  you  know  it  doesn't  seem  to  me  the  most  heart-stirring  thing  in 
the  world.  Don't  they  ride  faster  than  that  ?  "  At  this  moment  Tony 
with  the  hounds  at  his  heels  was  trotting  across  the  park  at  a  hunts- 
man's usual  pace  from  covert  to  covert.  The  Senator  was  certainly 
ungracious.  Noticing  that  he  saw  produced  from  him  a  single  word 
expressive  of  satisfaction. 

Less  than  a  mile  brought  them  to  the  gate  and  road  leading  up  to 
Chowton  Farm.  They  passed  direct  by  Larry  Twentyman's  door,  and 
not  a  few,  though  it  was  not  yet  more  than  half-past  eleven,  stopped  to 
have  a  glass  of  Larry's  beer.  When  the  hounds  were  in  the  neighbour- 
hood Larry's  beer  was  always  ready.  But  Tony  and  his  attendants 
trotted  by  with  eyes  averted,  as  though  no  thought  of  beer  was  in 
their  minds.  Nothing  had  been  done,  and  a  huntsman  is  not 
entitled  to  beer  till  he  has  found  a  fox.  Captain  Glomax  followed 
with  Lord  Eufford  and  a  host  of  others.    There  was  plenty  of  way 
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here  for  carriages,  and  half  a  dozen  vehicles  passed  through  Larry's 
farmyard.  Immediately  behind  the  house  was  a  meadow,  and  at  the 
bottom  of  the  meadow  a  stnbble  field,  next  to  which  was  a  ditch 
and  bank  which  formed  the  bounds  of  Dillsborough  Wood.  Just  at 
this  side  of  the  gate  leading  into  the  stubble-field  there  was  already  a 
concourse  of  people  when  Tony  arrived  near  it  with  the  hounds,  and 
immediately  there  was  a  halloaing  and  loud  screeching  of  directions, 
which  was  soon  understood  to  mean  that  the  hounds  were  at  once  to 
be  taken  away.  The  Captain  rode  on  rapidly,  and  then  sharply  gave 
his  orders.  Tony  was  to  take  the  hounds  back  to  Mr.  Twentyman's 
farmyard  as  fast  as  he  could,  and  shut  them  up  in  a  barn.  The  whips 
were  put  into  violent  commotion.  Tony  was  eagerly  at  work.  Not  a 
hound  was  to  be  allowed  near  the  gate.  And  then,  as  the  crowd  of 
horsemen  and  carriages  came  on,  the  word  "poison"  was  passed 
among  them  from  mouth  to  motith. 

"What  does  all  this  mean? "  said  the  Senator. 

"  I  don't  at  all  know.  I'm  afraid  there's  something  wrong,"  replied 
Morton. 

"  I  heard  that  man  say  '  poison.'  They  have  taken  the  dogs  back 
again."  Then  the  Senator  and  Morton  got  out  of  the  carriage  and 
made  their  way  into  the  crowd.  The  riders  who  had  grooms  on 
second  horses  were  soon  on  foot  and  a  circle  was  made,  inside  which 
there  was  some  object  of  intense  interest.  In  the  meantime  the 
hounds  had  been  secured  in  one  of  Mr.  Twentyman's  barns. 

What  was  that  object  of  interest  shall  be  told  in  the  nest  chapter. 


CHAPTER  X. 

GOAELV's  EEVENGB. 

The  Senator  and  Morton  followed  close  on  the  steps  of  Lord  Eufford 
and  Captain  Glomax,  and  were  thus  able  to  make  their  way  into  the 
centre  of  the  crowd.  There,  on  a  clean  sward  of  grass,  laid  out  as 
carefully  as  though  he  were  a  royal  child  prepared  for  burial,  was— a 
dead  fox.  "  It's  pi'son,  my  lord ;  it's  pi'son  to  a  moral,"  said  Bean,  who 
as  keeper  of  the  wood  was  bound  to  vindicate  himself,  and  his  master, 
and  the  wood.  "  Feel  of  him,  how  stiff  he  is."  A  good  many  did 
feel,  but  Lord  Eufford  stood  still  and  looked  at  the  poor  victim  in 
silence.    "  It's  easy  knowing  how  he  came  by  it,"  said  Bean. 

The  men  around  gazed  into  each  other's  faces  with  a  sad  tragic 
air,  as  though  the  occasion  were  one  which  at  the  first  blush  was  too 
melancholy  for  many  words.    There  was  whispering  here  and  there. 
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and  one  young  farmer's  son  gave  a  deep  sigh,  like  a  steam-engino 
beginning  to  work,  and  rubbed  his  eyes  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 
"There  ain't  nothin'  too  bad, — nothin',"  said  another, — leaving  his 
audience  to  imagine  whether  he  were  alluding  to  the  wretchedness  of 
the  world  in  general  or  to  the  punishment  which  was  due  to  the 
perpetrator  of  this  nefarious  act.  The  dreadful  word  "  vulpecide  " 
was  heard  from  various  lips  with  an  oath  or  two  before  it.  "  It  makes 
me  sick  of  my  own  land,  to  think  it  should  be  done  so  near,"  said 
Larry  Twentyman,  who  had  just  come  up.  Mr.  Eunciman  declared 
that  they  must  set  their  wits  to  work  not  only  to  find  the  criminal 
but  to  prove  the  crime  against  him,  and  offered  to  subscribe  a  couple 
of  sovereigns  on  the  spot  to  a  common  fund  to  be  raised  for  the  pur- 
pose. "  I  don't  know  what_  is  to  be  done  with  a  country  like  this,"' 
said  Captain  Glomax,  who,  as  an  itinerant,  was  not  averse  to  cast  a 
slur  upon  the  land  of  his  present  sojourn. 

"  I  don't  remember  anything  like  it  on  my  property  before,"  said 
the  lord,  standing  up  for  his  own  estate  and  the  county  at  large. 

"Nor  in  the  hunt,"  said  young  Hampton.  "Of  course  such  a 
thing  may  happen  anywhere.  They  had  foxes  poisoned  in  the  Pytch- 
ley  last  year." 

"  It  shows  a  d  bad  feeling  somewhere,"  said  the  Master. 

"  We  know  very  well  where  the  feeling  is,"  said  Bean,  who  had  by 
this  time  taken  up  the  fox,  determined  not  to  allow  it  to  pass  into  any 
hands  less  careful  than  his  own. 

"  It's  that  scoundrel  Goarly,"  said  one  of  the  Botseys.  Then  there 
was  an  indignant  murmur  heard,  first  of  all  from  two  or  three,  and 
then  running  among  the  whole  crowd.  Everybody  knew  as  well  as 
though  he  had  seen  it  that  Goarly  had  baited  meat  with  strychnine 
and  put  it  down  in  the  wood.  "  Might  have  p 'isoned  half  the  pack ! " 
said  Tony  Tuppett,  who  had  come  up  on  foot  from  the  barn  where  the 
hounds  were  still  imprisoned,  and  had  caught  hold  in  an  affectionate 
manner  of  a  fore  pad  of  the  fox,  which  Bean  had  clutched  by  the  two 
hind  legs.  Poor  Tony  Tuppett  almost  shed  tears  as  he  looked  at  the 
dead  animal,  and  thought  what  might  have  been  the  fate  of  the  pack. 
"  It's  him,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "  as  we  run  through  Littleton  gorsc 
Monday  after  Christmas  last,  and  up  to  Impington  Park,  where  he  got 
away  from  us  in  a  hollow  tree.  He's  four  year  old,"  added  Tony 
looking  at  the  animal's  mouth,  "  and  there  warn't  a  finer  dog  fox  in 
the  county." 

"  Do  they  know  all  the  foxes  ?  "  asked  the  Senator.  In  answer  to 
this  Morton  only  shook  his  head,  not  feeling  quite  sure  himself  how 
far  a  huntsman's  acquaintance  in  that  line  might  go,  and  being  alsc 
too  much  impressed  by  the  occasion  for  speculative  conversation. 

"  It's  that  scoundrel  Goarly,"  had  been  repeated  again  and  again ; 
and  then  on  a  sudden  Goarly  himself  was  seen  standing  on  the  furthei 
hedge  of  Larry's  field  with  a  gun  in  his  hand.    He  was  not  at  this 
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time  above  two  hundred  yards  from  them,  and  was  declared  by  one  of 
the  young  farmers  to  be  grinning  with  delight.  The  next  field  was 
Goarly's,  but  the  hedge  and  ditch  belonged  to  Twentyman.  Larry 
rushed  forward  as  though  determined  to  thrash  the  man,  and  two  or 
three  followed  him.  But  Lord  Eufford  galloped  on  and  stopped  them. 
"  Don't  get  into  a  row  with  a  fellow  like  that,"  he  said  to  Twentyman. 

"  He's  on  my  land,  my  lord,"  said  Larry  impatiently. 

"  I'm  on  my  own  now,  and  let  me  see  who'll  dare  to  touch  me," 
said  Goarly,  jumping  down. 

"  You've  put  poison  down  in  that  wood,"  said  Larry. 

"  No  I  didn't,  but  I  knows  who  did.  It  ain't  I  as  am  afeard  for 
my  young  turkeys."  Now  it  was  well  known  that  old  Mrs.  Twenty 
man,  Larry's  mother,  was  fond  of  young  turkeys,  and  that  her 
j)oultry-yard  had  suifered.  Larry,  in  his  determination  to  be  a 
gentleman,  had  always  laughed  at  his  mother's  losses.  But  now  to 
be  accused  in  this  way  was  terrible  to  his  feelings.  He  made  a  rush 
as  though  to  jump  over  the  hedge,  but  Lord  Eufford  again  inter- 
cepted him.  "I  didn't  think,  Mr.  Twentyman,  that  you'd  care  for 
what  such  a  fellow  as  that  might  say."  By  this  time  Lord  Eufford 
was  off  his  horse,  and  had  taken  hold  of  Larry. 

"  I'll  tell  you  all  what  it  is,"  screamed  Goarly,  standing  just  at  the 
edge  of  his  own  field ;  if  a  hound  comes  out  of  the  wood  on  to  my 
land,  I'll  shoot  him.  I  don't  know  nothing  about  p'isoning,  though 
I  dare  say  Mr.  Twentyman  does.  But  if  a  hound  comes  on  my  land, 
I'll  shoot  him, — open  before  you  all."  There  was,  however,  no  danger 
of  such  a  threat  being  executed  on  this  day,  as  of  course  no  hound 
would  be  allowed  to  go  into  Dillsborough  Wood. 

Twentyman  was  reluctantly  brought  back  into  the  meadow  where 
the  horses  were  standing,  and  then  a  consultation  was  held  as  to  what 
they  should  do  next.  There  were  some  who  thought  that  the  hounds 
should  be  taken  home  for  the  day.  It  was  as  though  some  special 
friend  of  the  U.E.TJ.  had  died  that  morning,  and  that  the  spirits  of  the 
sportsmen  were  too  dejected  for  their  sport.  Others,  with  prudent 
foresight,  suggested  that  the  hounds  might  run  back  from  some 
distant  covert  to  Dillsborough,  and  that  there  should  be  no  hunting 
till  the  wood  had  been  thoroughly  searched.  But  the  strangers, 
especially  those  who  had  hired  horses,  would  not  hear  of  this;  and, 
after  considerable  delay,  it  was  arranged  that  the  hounds  should  bo 
trotted  off  as  quickly  as  possible  to  Impington  Gorse,  which  was  on 
the  other  side  of  Impington  Park,  and  fully  five  miles  distant.  And 
so  they  started,  leaving  the  dead  fox  in  the  hands  of  Bean,  the  game- 
keeper. 

"Is  this  the  sort  of  thing  that  occurs  every  day?"  asked  the 
Senator  as  he  got  back  into  the  carriage. 

"  I  should  fancy  not,"  answered  Morton.  "  Somebody  has  poisoned 
a  fox,  and  I  don't  think  that  that  i  very  often  done  about  here." 
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"  "Wliy  did  he  poison  him  ?  " 
"  To  save  his  fowls,  I  suppose." 

"  Why  shouldn't  he  poison  him  if  the  fox  tates  his  fowls  ?  Fowls 
are  better  than  foxes." 

'■  Not  in  this  country,"  said  Morton. 

"  Then  I'm  very  glad  I  don't  live  here/'  said  Mr.  Gotobed.  "  These 
friends  of  yours  are  dressed  very  nicely  and  look  very  well ;  but  a  fox 
is  a  nasty  animal.  It  was  that  man  standing  up  on  the  bank,  wasn't 
it  ?  "  continued  the  Senator,  who  was  determined  to  understand  it  all 
to  the  very  bottom,  in  reference  to  certain  lectures  which  he  intended 
to  give  on  his  return  to  the  States,  and  perhaps  also  in  the  old  country 
before  he  left  it. 

"  They  suspect  him." 

" That  man  with  the  gun!  One  man  against  two  hundred!  Now, 
I  respect  that  man ;  I  do  with  all  my  heart." 

"  You  had  better  not  say  so  here,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  I  know  how  full  of  prejudice  you  all  are,  but  I  do  respect  him. 
If  I  comprehend  the  matter  rightly,  he  was  on  his  own  land  when  we 
saw  him." 

"  I'es ;  that  was  his  own  field." 

"  And  they  meant  to  ride  across  it,  whether  he  liked  it  or  no?  " 
"  Everybody  rides  across  everybody's  land  out  hunting." 
"  Would  they  ride  across  your  park,  Mr.  Morton,  if  you  didn't  let 
them  ?  " 

"  Certainly  they  would, — and  break  down  all  my  gates  if  I  had 
them  locked,  and  pull  down  my  park  palings  to  let  the  hounds 
through." 

"  And  you  could  get  no  compensation  ?  " 

"  Practically  none.  And  certainly  I  should  not  try.  The  greatest 
enemy  to  hunting  in  the  whole  county  would  not  be  foolish  enough  tO' 
make  the  attempt." 

"Why  so?" 

"  He  would  get  no  satisfaction,  and  everybody  would  hate  him." 

"  Then  I  respect  that  man  the  more.  What  is  that  man's  name  ?  " 
Morton  hadn't  heard  the  name,  or  had  forgotten  it  "  I  shall  find  that 
man  out,  and  have  some  conversation  with  him,  Mr.  Morton.  I 
respect  that  man,  Mr.  Morton.  He's  one  against  two  hundred,  and  he 
insists  upon  his  rights.  Those  men  standing  round  and  wiping  their 
eyes,  and  stifled  with  grief  because  a  fox  had  been  poisoned,  as  though 
some  great  patriot  had  died  among  them  in  the  service  of  his  country, 
formed  one  of  the  most  remarkable  phenomena,  sir,  that  ever  I  beheld 
in  any  country.  When  I  get  among  my  own  people  in  Mikewa  and 
tell  them  that, — they  won't  believe  me,  sir." 

In  the  meantime  the  cavalcade  was  hurrying  away  to  Impington 
Gorse,  and  John  Morton,  feeling  that  he  had  not  had  an  opportunity  as 
yet  of  showing  his  American  friend  the  best  side  of  hunting,  went  with 
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them.  The  five  miles  were  five  long  miles,  and  as  the  pace  was  not 
above  seven  miles  an  hour,  nearly  an  hour  was  occupied.  There  was 
therefore  plenty  of  opportunity  for  the  Senator  to  inquire  whether  the 
gentlemen  around  him  were  as  yet  enjoying  their  sport.  There  was 
an  air  of  triumph  about  him  as  to  the  misfortunes  of  the  day,  joined  to 
a  battery  of  continued  raillery,  which  made  it  almost  impossible  for 
Morton  to  keep  his  temper.  He  asked  whether  it  was  not  at  any  rate 
better  than  trotting  a  pair  of  horses  backwards  and  forwards  over  the 
same  mile  of  road  for  half  the  day,  as  is  the  custom  in  the  States. 
But  the  Senator,  though  he  did  not  quite  approve  of  trotting  matches, 
argued  that  there  was  infinitely  more  of  skill  and  ingenuity  in  the 
American  pastime.  "  Everybody  is  so  gloomy,"  said  the  Senator, 
lighting  his  third  cigar.  "I've  been  watching  that  young  man  in 
pink  boots  for  the  last  half  hour,  and  he  hasn't  snoVpn  n.  word  to  a"v 
one." 

"  Perhaps  he's  a  stranger,"  said  Morton. 
"  And  that's  the  way  you  treat  him ! " 

It  was  past  two  when  the  hounds  were  put  into  the  Gorse,  and  cer- 
tainly no  one  was  in  a  very  good  humour.  A  trot  of  five  miles  is  dis- 
agreeable, and  two  o'clock  in  November  is  late  for  finding  a  first  fox ;  and 
then  poisoning  is  a  vice  that  may  grow  into  a  habit !  There  was  a 
general  feeling  that  Goarly  ought  to  be  extinguished,  but  an  idea  that 
it  might  be  difficult  to  extinguish  him.  The  whips,  nevertheless, 
cantered  on  to  the  corner  of  the  covert,  and  Tony  put  in  his  hounds 
with  a  cheery  voice.  The  Senator  remarked  that  the  Gorse  was  a  very 
little  place, — for  as  they  were  on  the  side  of  a  hill  they  could  not  see  it 
all.  Lord  Rufford,  who  was  standing  by  the  carriage,  explained  to 
him  that  it  was  a  favourite  resort  of  foxes,  and  difficult  to  draw,  as 
being  very  close.  "  Perhaps  they've  poisoned  him  too,"  said  the 
Senator.  It  was  evident  from  his  voice  that  had  such  been  the  case, 
he  would  not  have  been  among  the  mourners.  "  The  blackguards  are 
not  yet  thick  enough  in  our  country  for  that,"  said  Lord  Eufiford, 
meaning  to  be  sarcastic. 

Then  a  whimper  was  heard  from  a  hound, — at  first  very  low,  and 
then  growing  into  a  fuller  sound.  "  There  he  is,"  said  young  Hamp- 
ton. "For  Heaven's  sake  get  those  fellows  away  from  that  side, 
Glomax !  "  This  was  uttered  with  so  much  vehemence  that  the  Senator 
looked  up  in  surprise.  Then  the  Captain  galloped  round  the  side  of 
the  covert,  and,  making  use  of  some  strong  language,  stopped  the 
ardour  of  certain  gentlemen  who  were  in  a  hurry  to  get  away  on  what 
they  considered  good  terms.  Lord  Euiford,  Hampton,  Larry  Twenty- 
man,  and  others  sat  stock-still  on  their  horses,  watching  the  Gorse. 
Fred  Betsey  urged  himself  a  little  forward  down  the  hill,  and  was 
creeping  on  when  Captain  Glomax  asked  him  whether  he  would  be  so 

 obliging  kind  as  to  remain  where  he  was  for  half  a  minute. 

Fred  took  the  observation  in  good  part  and  stopped  his  horse.   "  Does 
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he  do  all  that  cursing  and  swearing  for  the  £2000  ? "  asked  the 
Senator. 

The  fox  travt  rsed  the  Gorse  back  from  side  to  side  and  from  corner 
to  corner  again  and  again.  There  were  two  sides  certainly  at  which  lio 
might  break,  but  though  he  came  out  more  than  once  he  could  not  ba 
got  to  go  away. 

"  They'll  kill  him  now  before  ho  breaks,"  said  the  elder  Botsey. 
"  Brute ! "  exclaimed  his  brother. 

"  They  're  hot  on  him  now,"  said  Hampton.  At  this  time  the  whole 
side  of  the  hill  was  ringing  with  the  music  of  the  hounds. 

"  He  was  out  then,  but  Dick  turned  him,"  said  Larry.  Dick  was 
one  of  the  whips. 

Will  you  be  so  kind,  Mr.  Morton,"  asked  the  Senator,  "  as  to  tell 
me  whether  they're  hunting  yet  ?  They've  been  at  it  for  three  hours 
and  a  half,  and  I  should  like  to  know  when  they  begin  to  amuse 
themselves." 

Just  as  he  had  spoken  there  came  from  Dick  a  cry  that  he  was 
away.  Tony,  who  had  been  down  at  the  side  of  the  Gorse,  at  once 
jumped  into  it,  knowing  the  passage  through.  Lord  Ruiford,  who  for 
the  last  five  or  six  minutes  had  sat  perfectly  still  on  his  horse,  started 
down  the  hill  as  though  he  had  been  thrown  from  a  catapult.  There 
was  a  little  hand-gate  through  which  it  was  expedient  to  pass,  and  in 
a  minute  a  score  of  men  were  jostling  for  the  way,  among  whom  were 
the  two  Betseys,  our  friend  Eunciman,  and  Larry  Twentyman,  with 
Kate  Masters  on  the  pony  close  behind  him.  Young  Hampton  jumped 
a  very  nasty  fence  by  the  side  of  the  wicket,  and  Lord  Eufford  followed 
him.  A  score  of  elderly  men,  with  some  young  men  among  them  too, 
turned  back  into  a  lane  behind  them,  having  watched  long  enough  to 
see  that  they  were  to  take  the  lane  to  the  left,  and  not  the  lane  to  the 
right.  After  all,  there  was  time  enough,  for  when  the  men  had  got 
through  the  hand-gate  the  hounds  were  hardly  free  of  the  covert,  and 
Tony,  riding  up  the  side  of  the  hill  opposite,  was  still  blowing  his  horn. 
But  they  were  off  at  last,  and  the  bulk  of  the  field  got  away  on  good 
terms  with  the  hounds.  "  Now  they  are  hunting,"  said  Mr.  Morton  to 
the  Senator. 

"  They  all  seemed  to  be  very  angry  with  each  other  at  that  narrow 
gate." 

"  They  were  in  a  hurry,  I  suppose." 

"  Two  of  them  jumped  over  the  hedge.  Why  didn't  they  all  jump  ? 
How  long  will  it  be  now  before  they  catch  him  ?  " 

"  Very  probably  they  may  not  catch  him  at  all." 

"  Not  catch  him  after  all  that !  Then  the  man  was  certainly  right 
to  poison  that  other  fox  in  the  wood.    How  long  will  they  go  on  ?  " 

"  Half  an  hour  perhaps." 

"  And  you  call  that  hunting !  Is  it  worth  the  while  of  all  those 
men  to  expend  all  that  energy  for  such  a  result  ?   Upon  the  whole. 
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111'.  Morton,  I  should  say  that  it  is  one  of  the  most  incomprehensiblo 
tilings  that  I  have  ever  seen  in  the  course  of  a  rather  long  and  varied 
life.  Shooting  I  can  understand,  for  you  have  your  pheasants.  Fish- 
ing I  can  understand,  as  you  have  your  fish.  Here  you  get  a  fox  to 
begin  with,  and  are  all  broken-hearted.  Then  you  come  across 
another,  after  riding  about  all  day,  and  the  chances  are  you  can't 
catch  him ! " 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Morton  angrily,  "  the  habits  of  one  country 
are  incomprehensible  to  another.  When  I  see  Americans  loafing  about 
in  the  bar-room  of  an  hotel,  I  am  lost  in  amazement." 

"  There  is  not  a  man  jou  see  who  couldn't  give  a  reason  for  his 
being  there.  He  has  an  object  in  view, — though  perhajDS  it  may  be  n& 
better  than  to  rob  his  neighbour.  But  here  there  seems  to  be  no 
possible  motive." 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

FE0:.I  IMPINGTOX  GOESE. 

The  fox  ran  straight  from  the  coverts  through  his  well-known  haunts 
to  Impington  Park,  and  as  the  hounds  were  astray  there  for  two  or 
three  minutes  there  was  a  general  idea  that  he  too  had  got  up  into  a 
tree, — which  would  have  amused  the  Senator  very  much  had  the 
Senator  been  there.  But  neither  had  the  country  nor  the  pace  been 
adapted  to  wheels,  and  the  Senator  and  the  Paragon  were  now  return- 
ing along  the  road  towards  Bragton.  The  fox  had  tried  his  old  earths 
at  Impington  High  Wood,  and  had  then  skulked  back  along  the  outside 
of  the  covert.  Had  not  one  of  the  whips  seen  him  he  would  have  been 
troubled  no  further  on  that  day, — a  fact,  which  if  it  could  have  been 
explained  to  the  Senator  in  all  its  bearings,  would  greatly  have  added 
to  his  delight.  But  Dick  viewed  him;  and  with  many  holloas  and 
much  blowing  of  horns,  and  prayers  from  Captain  Glomax  that 
gentlemen  would  only  be  so  good  as  to  hold  their  tongues,  and  a 
full-tongued  volley  of  abuse  from  half  the  field  against  an  unfortunate 
gentleman  who  rode  after  the  escaping  fox  before  a  hound  was  out 
of  the  covert,  they  settled  again  to  their  business.  It  was  pretty  to 
see  the  quiet  ease  and  apparent  nonchalance  and  almost  affected 
absence  of  bustle  of  those  who  knew  their  work, — among  whom  were 
especially  to  be  named  young  Hampton,  and  the  elder  Botsey,  and 
Lord  Eufford,  and,  above  all,  a  dark-visaged,  long- whiskered,  sombre, 
military  man  who  had  been  in  the  carriage  with  Lord  Eufford,  and 
who  had  hardly  spoken  a  word  to  any  one  the  whole  day.  This  was 
the  celebrated  Major  Caneback,  known  to  all  the  world  as  one  of  the 
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dullest  men  and  best  riders  across  country  that  England  had  over 
produced.  But  he  was  not  so  dull  but  that  he  knew  how  to  make  use 
of  his  accomplishment,  so  as  always  to  bo  able  to  get  a  mount  on  a 
friend's  horse.  If  a  man  wanted  to  make  a  horse,  or  to  try  a  horse, 
or  to  sell  a  horse,  or  to  buy  a  horse,  he  delighted  to  put  Major  Caneback 
up.  The  Major  was  sympathetic  and  made  his  friend's  horses,  and 
tried  them,  and  sold  them.  Then  he  would  take  his  two  bottles  of 
wine, — of  course  from  his  friend's  cellar, — and  when  asked  about  the 
clay's  sport  would  be  oracular  in  two  words,  "  Bather  slow,"  "  Quick 
spurt,"  "  Goodish  thing,"  "  Eegularly  mulled,"  and  such  like.  Never- 
thclcps,  it  was  a  great  thing  to  have  Major  Caneback  with  you.  To 
the  list  of  those  who  rode  well  and  quietly  must  in  justice  be  added 
our  friend  Larry  Twenty  man,  who  was  in  truth  a  good  horseman. 
And  he  had  three  things  to  do,  which  it  was  difficult  enough  to 
combine.  He  had  a  young  horse  which  he  would  have  liked  to  sell ; 
he  had  to  coach  Kate  Masters  on  his  pony ;  and  he  desired  to  ride 
like  Major  Caneback. 

From  Impington  Park  they  went  in  a  straight  line  to  Littleton 
Gorse,  skirting  certain  small  woods  which  the  fox  disdained  to  enter. 
Here  the  pace  was  very  good,  and  the  country  was  all  grass.  It  was 
the  very  cream  of  U.  E.  U. ;  and  could  the  Senator  have  read  the 
feelings  of  the  dozen  leading  men  in  the  run,  he  would  have  owned 
that  they  were  for  the  time  satisfied  with  their  amusement.  Could  he 
have  read  Kate  Masters'  feelings  he  would  have  had  to  own  that  she 
was  in  an  earthly  Paradise.  When  the  pony  paused  at  the  big  brook, 
brought  his  four  legs  steadily  down  on  the  brink  as  though  he  were 
going  to  bathe,  then  with  a  bend  of  his  back  leaped  to  the  other  side, 
dropping  his  hind  legs  in  and  instantly  recovering  them,  and  when 
she  saw  that  Larry  had  waited  just  a  moment  for  her,  watching  to  see 
what  might  be  her  fate,  she  was  in  heaven.  "  Wasn't  it  a  big  one, 
Larry  ?  "  she  asked  in  her  triumph.  "  He  did  go  in  behind  1 "  "  Those 
cats  of  things  always  do  it  somehow,"  Larry  replied,  darting  forward 
again  and  keeping  the  Major  well  in  his  eye.  The  brook  had  stopped 
one  or  two,  and  tidings  came  iip  that  Ned  Botsey  had  broken  his 
horse's  back.  The  knowledge  of  the  brook  had  sent  some  rotmd  by 
the  road, — steady  riding  men  such  as  Mr.  Runciman  and  Doctor 
Xapper.  Captain  Glomax  had  got  into  it  and  came  np  afterwards  wet 
through,  with  temper  by  no  means  improved.  But  the  glory  of  the 
day  had  been  the  way  in  which  Lord  Eufford's  young  bay  mare,  who 
had  never  seen  a  brook  before,  had  flown  over  it  with  the  Major  on  her 
back,  taking  it,  as  Larry  afterwards  described,  "just  in  her  stride, 
without  condescending  to  look  at  it.  I  was  just  behind  the  Major,  and 
saw  her  do  it."  Larry  understood  that  a  man  should  never  talk  of 
his  own  place  in  a  run,  but  he  didn't  quite  understand  that  neither 
.should  he  talk  of  having  been  close  to  another  man  who  was  supposed 
to  have  had  the  best  of  it.    Lord  Eufford,  who  didn't  talk  much  of 
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these  things,  quite  understood  that  he  had  received  full  value  for  his 
billet  and  mount  in  the  improved  character  of  his  mare. 

Then  there  was  a  little  difficulty  at  the  boundary  fence  of  Imping- 
ton  Hall  Earm.  The  Major,  who  didn't  know  the  ground,  tried  it  at 
an  impracticable  place,  and  brought  his  mare  down.  But  she  fell 
at  the  right  side,  and  he  was  quick  enough  in  getting  away  from  her, 
not  to  fall  under  her  in  the  ditch.  Tony  Tuppet,  who  knew  every 
foot  of  that  double  ditch  and  bank,  and  every  foot  in  the  hedge  above, 
kept  well  to  the  left  and  crept  through  a  spot  where  one  ditch  ran 
into  the  other,  intersecting  of  the  fence.  Tony,  like  a  knowing  hunts- 
man as  he  was,  rode  always  for  the  finish,  and  not  for  immediate  glory. 
Both  Lord  Eufford  and  Hampton,  who  in  spite  of  their  affected  non- 
chalance were  in  truth  rather  riding  against  one  another,  took  it  all 
in  a  iiy,  choosing  a  lighter  spot  than  that  which  the  Major  had  en- 
countered. Larry  had  longed  to  follow  them,  or  rather  to  take  it 
alongside  of  them,  but  was  mindful  at  last  of  Kate  and  hurried  down 
the  ditch  to  the  spot  which  Tony  had  chosen,  and  wliich  was  now 
crowded  by  horsemen.  "  He  woiild  have  done  it  as  well  as  the  best 
of  them,"  said  Kate,  panting  for  breath. 

"We're  all  right,"  said  Larry.  "Follow  me.  Don't  let  them 
hustle  you  out.  Now,  Mat,  can't  you  make  way  for  a  lady  half  a 
minute?"  Mat  growled,  quite  understanding  the  use  which  was 
being  made  of  Kate  Masters ;  but  he  did  give  way  and  was  rewarded 
with  a  gracious  smile.  "  You  are  going  uncommon  well.  Miss  Kate," 
said  Blat,  "  and  I  won't  stop  you."  "  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you, 
Mr.  Euggles,"  said  Kate,  not  scrupling  for  a  moment  to  take  the 
advantage  offered  her.  The  fox  had  turned  a  little  to  the  left,  whicli 
was  in  Larry's  favour,  and  the  Major  was  now  close  to  him,  covered 
on  one  side  with  mud,  but  still  looking  as  though  the  mud  were  all 
right.  There  are  some  men  who  can  crush  their  hats,  have  their 
boots  and  breeches  full  of  water,  and  be  covered  with  dirt  from  their 
faces  downwards,  and  yet  look  as  though  nothing  were  amiss,  while, 
with  others,  the  marks  of  a  fall  are  always  provocative  either  of  pity 
or  ridicule.  "  I  hope  you're  not  hurt.  Major  Caneback,"  said  Larry, 
glad  of  the  occasion  to  speak  to  so  distinguished  an  individual.  The 
Major  grunted  as  he  rode  on,  finding  no  necessity  here  even  for  his 
customary  two  words.  Little  accidents,  such  as  that,  were  the  price 
he  paid  for  his  day's  entertainment. 

As  they  got  within  view  of  Littleton  Gorse,  Hampton,  Lord  Eufford, 
and  Tony  had  the  best  of  it,  though  two  or  three  farmers  were  very 
close  to  them.  At  this  moment  Tony's  mind  was  much  disturbed, 
and  he  looked  round  more  than  once  for  Captain  Glomax.  Captain 
G-lomax  had  got  into  the  brook,  and  had  then  ridden  down  to  the  high 
road  which  ran  here  near  to  them,  and  which,  as  he  knew,  ra.n  within 
one  field  of  the  Gorse.  He  had  lost  his  place  and  had  got  a  ducking, 
and  was  a  little  out  of  humour  with  things  in  general.   It  had  not 
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been  his  purpose  to  go  to  Impington  on  this  day,  and  he  was  still, 
in  his  mind,  saying  evil  things  of  the  U.E.U.  respecting  that  poisoned 
fox.  Perhaps  he  was  thinking,  as  itinerant  masters  often  must  think, 
that  it  was  very  hard  to  have  to  bear  so  many  unpleasant  things  for 
a  poor  ;i:2000  a  year,  and  meditating,  as  he  had  done  for  the  last  two 
seasons,  a  threat  that  unless  the  money  was  increased,  he  wouldn't 
hunt  the  country  more  than  three  times  a  week.  As  Tony  got  near 
to  the  Gorse  and  also  near  to  the  road,  he  managed  with  infinite  skill 
to  get  the  hounds  oS  the  scent,  and  to  make  a  fictitious  cast  to  the 
left  as  though  he  thought  the  fox  had  traversed  that  way.  Tony 
knew  well  enough  that  the  fox  was  at  that  moment  in  Littleton  Gorse ; 
but  he  knew  also  that  the  Gorse  was  only  six  acres,  that  such  a  fox 
as  he  had  before  him  wouldn't  stay  there  two  minutes  after  the  first 
hound  was  in  it,  and  that  Dillsborough  Wood — which  to  his  imagina- 
tion was  full  of  poison — would  then  be  only  a  mile  and  a  half  before 
him.  Tony,  whose  fault  was  a  tendency  to  mystery, — as  is  the  fault 
of  most  huntsmen, — having  acccmplished  his  object  in  stopping  the 
hounds,  pretended  to  cast  about  with  great  dilligence.  He  crossed 
the  road  and  was  down  one  side  of  a  field  and  along  another,  looking 
anxiously  for  the  Captain.  "  The  fox  has  gone  on  to  the  Gorse,"  said 
the  elder  Botsey ;  "  what  a  stupid  old  pig  he  is ! " — meaning  that  Tony 
Tuppet  was  the  pig. 

"  He  was  seen  going  on,"  said  Larry,  who  had  come  across  a  man 
mending  a  drain. 

"  It  would  be  his  run  of  course,"  said  Hampton,  who  was  generally 
up  to  Tony's  wiles,  but  who  was  now  as  much  in  the  dark  as  others. 
Then  four  or  five  rode  up  to  the  huntsman  and  told  him  that  the  fox 
had  been  seen  heading  for  the  Gorse.  Tony  said  not  a  word,  but  bit 
his  lips  and  scratched  his  head  and  bethought  himself  what  fools  men 
might  be,  even  though  they  did  ride  to  hounds.  One  word  of  explana- 
tion would  have  settled  it  all,  but  he  would  not  speak  that  word  till 
he  whispered  it  to  Captain  Glomax. 

In  the  meantime  there  was  a  crowd  in  the  road  waiting  to  see  the 
result  of  Tony's  manoeuvres.  And  then,  as  is  usual  on  such  occasions, 
a  little  mild  repartee  went  about, — what  the  sportsmen  themselves 
would  have  called  "  chaff."  Fred  Botsey  came  up,  not  having  broken 
his  horse's  back  as  had  been  rumoured,  but  having  had  to  drag  the 
brute  out  of  the  brook  with  the  help  of  two  countrymen ;  and  the 
!\Iajor  was  asked  about  his  fall  till  he  was  forced  to  open  his  mouth. 
"Double  ditch; — mare  fell; — matter  of  course."  And  then  he  got 
himself  out  of  the  crowd,  disgusted  with  the  littleness  of  mankind. 
Lord  Eufford  had  been  riding  a  very  big  chestnut  horse,  and  had 
watched  the  anxious  struggles  of  Kate  Masters  to  hold  her  place. 
Kate,  though  fifteen,  and  quite  up  to  that  age  in  intelligence  and 
impudence,  was  small  and  looked  almost  a  child.  "  That's  a  nice 
pony  of  yours,  my  dear,"  said  the  lord.    Kate,  who  didn't  quite  like 
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being  called  "my  dear,"  but  who  knew  that  a  lord  has  priYiIeges,  said 
that  it  was  a  very  good  pony,  "  Suppose  we  change,"  said  his  lordship. 
"  Could  you  ride  my  horse  ?  "  "  He's  very  big,"  said  Kate.  "  You'd 
look  like  a  tom-tit  on  a  haystack,"  said  his  lordship.  "  And  if  you 
got  on  my  pony,  you'd  look  like  a  haystack  on  a  tom-tit,"  said  Kate. 
Then  it  was  felt  that  Kate  Masters  had  had  the  best  of  that  little 
encounter.  "Yes; — I  got  one  there,"  said  Lord  Rulford,  while  his 
friends  were  laughing  at  him. 

At  length  Captain  Glomax  was  seen  in  the  road  and  Tony  was  with 
him  at  once,  whispering  in  his  ear  that  the  hounds  if  allowed  to  go  on 

would  certainly  run  into  Dillsborough  Wood.    "  D  the  hounds," 

muttered  the  Captain ;  but  he  knew  too  well  what  he  was  about,  to 
face  so  terrible  a  danger.  "  They're  going  home,"  he  said  as  soon  as 
he  had  joined  Lord  Rufford  and  the  crowd. 

"  Going  home ! "  exclaimed  a  pink-coated  young  rider  of  a  hired 
horse  which  had  been  going  well  with  him ;  and  as  he  said  so  he  looked 
at  his  watch. 

"  Unless  you  particularly  wish  me  to  take  the  hounds  to  some 
covert  twenty  miles  off,"  answered  the  sarcastic  master. 

"  The  fox  certainly  went  on  to  Littleton,"  said  the  elder  Botsey. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  the  Captain,  "  I  can  tell  you  where  the  fox 
went  quite  as  well  as  you  can  tell  me.  Do  allow  a  man  to  know  what 
he's  about  sometimes." 

"  It  isn't  generally  the  custom  here  to  take  the  hounds  off  a  running 
fox,"  continued  Botsey,  who  subscribed  £50,  and  did  not  like  being 
snubbed. 

"  And  it  isn't  generally  the  custom  to  have  fox-coverts  poisoned," 
said  the  Captain,  assuming  to  himself  the  credit  due  to  Tony's 
sagacity.  "  If  you  wish  to  be  master  of  these  hounds  I  haven't  the 
slightest  objection,  but  while  I'm  responsible  you  must  allow  me  to  do 
my  work  according  to  my  own  judgment."  Then  the  thing  was  under- 
stood, and  Captain  Glomax  was  allowed  to  carry  olf  the  hounds  and  his 
ill-humour  without  another  word. 

But  just  at  that  moment,  while  the  hounds  and  the  master,  and 
Lord  Eufford  and  his  friends,  were  tiirning  back  in  their  own  direc- 
tion, John  Morton  came  up  with  his  carriage  and  the  Senator.  "  Is  it 
all  over  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 

"  All  over  for  to-day,"  said  Lord  Eufford. 

"  Did  you  catch  the  animal  ?  " 

"  No,  Mr.  Gotobed ;  we  couldn't  catch  him.  To  tell  the  truth,  we 
didn't  try ;  but  we  had  a  nice  little  skurry  for  four  or  five  miles." 

"  Some  of  you  look  very  wet."  Captain  Glomax  and  Fred  Botsey 
were  standing  near  the  carriage ;  but  the  Captain  as  soon  as  he  heard 
this,  broke  into  a  trot  and  followed  the  hounds. 

"  Some  of  us  are  very  wet,"  said  Fred.    "  That's  part  of  the  fun." 

"  Oh, — that's  part  of  the  fun.    You  found  one  fox  dead  and  you 
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didn't  kill  another  because  you  didn't  try.  Well ;  Mr.  iNIoiton,  I  don't 
think  I  shall  take  to  fox-hunting  even  though  they  should  introduce  it 
in  Mikewa.    What's  become  of  the  rest  of  the  men  ?  " 

"  Most  of  them  are  in  the  brook/'  said  Fred  Botsey  as  he  rode  on 
towards  Dillsborough. 

Mr.  Eunciman  was  also  there  and  trotted  on  homewards  with  Bot- 
;>oy,  Larry,  and  Kate  Masters.  "  I  think  I've  won  my  bet,"  said  the 
hotel-keeper. 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all.   We  didn't  find  in  Dillsborough  Wood." 

"  I  say  we  did  find  in  Dillsborough  Wood.  We  found  a  fox,  though 
unfortunately  the  poor  brute  was  dead." 

"  The  bet's  off,  I  should  say.    What  do  you  say,  Larry  ?  " 

Then  Eunciman  argued  his  case  at  great  length  and  with  much 
ability.  It  had  been  intended  that  the  bet  should  be  governed  by  the 
fact  whether  Dillsborough  Wood  did  or  did  not  contain  a  fox  on  that 
morning.  He  himself  had  backed  the  wood,  and  Botsey  had  been 
strong  in  his  opinion  against  the  wood.  Which  of  them  had  been 
practically  right  ?  Had  not  the  presence  of  the  poisoned  fox  shown 
that  he  was  right  ?   "I  think  you  ought  to  pay,"  said  Larry. 

"  All  right,"  said  Botsey  riding  on,  and  telling  himself  that  that 
was  what  came  from  making  a  bet  with  a  man  who  was  not  a  gentle- 
man. 

"  He's  as  unhappy  about  that  hat,"  said  Eunciman,  "  as  though 
beer  had  gone  down  a  penny  a  gallon." 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

ARABELLA  TKEFOIL. 

Ox  the  Sunday  the  party  from  Bragton  went  to  the  parish  church — 
and  found  it  very  cold.  The  duty  was  done  by  a  young  curate  who 
lived  in  Dillsborough,  there  being  no  house  in  Bragton  for  him.  The 
rector  himself  had  not  been  in  the  church  for  the  last  six  months, 
being  an  invalid.  At  present  he  and  his  wife  were  away  in  London, 
but  the  vicarage  was  kept  up  for  his  use.  The  service  was  certainly 
not  alluring.  It  was  a  very  wet  morning  and  the  curate  had  ridden 
over  from  Dillsborough  on  a  little  pony  which  the  rector  kept  for  him 
in  addition  to  the  £100  per  annum  paid  for  his  services.  That  he 
should  have  got  over  his  service  quickly  was  not  a  matter  of  surprise, 
nor  was  it  wonderful  that  there  should  have  been  no  soul-stirring 
matter  in  his  discourse,  as  ho  had  two  sermons  to  preach  every  week 
and  to  perform  single-handed  all  the  other  clerical  duties  of  a  parish 
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lying  four  miles  distant  from  his  lodgings.  Perliaps  had  he  expected 
the  presence  of  so  distinguished  a  critic  as  the  Senator  from  Mikewa 
he  might  have  done  better.  As  it  was,  being  nearly  wet  through  and 
muddy  up  to  his  knees,  he  did  not  do  the  work  very  well.  When 
Morton  and  his  friends  left  the  church  and  got  into  the  carriage  for 
their  half-mile  drive  home  across  the  park,  Mrs.  Morton  was  the  first 
to  speak.  "John,"  she  said,  "that  church  is  enough  to  give  any 
woman  her  death.    I  won't  go  there  any  more." 

"  They  don't  understand  warming  a  church  in  the  country,"  said 
John  apologetically. 

"Is  it  not  a  little  too  large  for  the  congregation?"  asked  the 
Senator. 

The  church  was  large  and  straggling  and  ill-arranged,  and  on  this 
particular  Sunday  had  been  almost  empty.  There  was  in  it  an  har- 
monium, which  Mrs.  Puttock  played  when  she  was  at  home,  but  in 
her  absence  the  attempt  made  by  a  few  rustics  to  sing  the  hymns  had 
not  been  a  musical  success.  The  whole  affair  had  been  very  sad,  and 
so  the  Paragon  had  felt  it,  who  knew, — and  was  remembering  through 
the  whole  service, — how  these  things  are  done  in  transatlantic  cities. 

"  The  weather  kept  the  people  away,  I  suppose,"  said  Morton. 

"  Does  that  gentleman  generally  draw  large  congregations  ?  "  asked 
the  persistent  Senator. 

"  We  don't  go  in  for  drawing  congregations  here."  Under  the  cross- 
examination  of  his  guest,  the  Secretary  of  Legation  almost  lost  his 
diplomatic  good  temper.  "  We  have  a  church  in  every  parish  for 
those  who  choose  to  attend  it." 

"  And  very  few  do  choose,"  said  the  Senator.  "  I  can't  say  that 
they're  wrong."  There  seemed  at  the  moment  to  be  no  necessity  to 
carry  the  disagreeable  conversation  any  further  as  they  had  now 
reached  the  house.  Mrs.  Morton  immediately  went  upstairs,  and  the 
two  gentlemen  took  themselves  to  the  fire  in  the  so-called  library, 
which  room  was  being  used  as  more  commodious  than  the  big 
drawing-room.  Mr.  Gotobed  placed  himself  on  the  rug  with  his  back 
to  the  fire  and  immediately  reverted  to  the  church.  "  That  gentleman 
is  paid  by  tithes,  I  suppose." 

"  He's  not  the  rector.    He's  a  curate." 

"  Ah ;— just  so.  He  looked  like  a  curate.  Doesn't  the  rector  do 
anything?"  Then  Morton,  who  was  by  this  time  heartily  sick  of 
explaining,  explained  the  unfortunate  state  of  Mr.  Puttock's  health, 
and  the  conversation  was  carried  on  till  gradually  the  Senator 
learned  that  Mr.  Puttock  received  £800  a  year  and  a  house  for 
doing  nothing,  and  that  he  paid  his  deputy  £100  a  year  with  the 
use  of  a  pony.  "  And  how  long  will  that  be  allowed  to  go  on,  Mr. 
Morton  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 

To  all  these  inquiries  Morton  found  himself  compelled  not  only 
to  answer,  but  to  answer  the  truth.    Any  prevarication  or  attempt 
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at  mystification  fell  to  the  ground  at  once  nnder  the  Senator's 
tremen(l(3us  powers  of  inquiry.  It  had  been  going  on  for  four  years 
and  would  probably  go  on  now  till  Mr.  Puttock  died.  "  A  man  of 
his  age  with  the  asthma  may  live  for  twenty  years,"  said  the  Senator,, 
who  had  already  learned  that  Mr.  Puttock  was  only  fifty.  Then  he 
ascertained  that  Mr.  Puttock  had  not  been  presented  to,  or  selected 
for,  the  living  on  account  of  any  peculiar  fitness ;— but  that  he  had 
been  a  fellow  of  Eufford  at  Oxford  till  he  was  forty-five,  when  ho 
had  thought  it  well  to  marry  and  take  a  living.  "  But  he  must 
have  been  asthmatic  then  ?  "  said  the  Senator. 

"  He  may  have  had  all  the  ailments  endured  by  the  human  race, 
for  anything  I  know,"  said  the  unhappy  host. 

"  And  for  anything  the  bishop  cared,  as  far  as  I  can  see,"  said  the 
Senator.  "Well  now,  I  guess,  that  couldn't  occur  in  our  country. 
A  minister  may  turn  out  badly  with  us  as  well  as  with  you.  But 
we  don't  appoint  a  man  without  inquiry  as  to  his  fitness, — and  if  a 
man  can't  do  his  duty  he  has  to  give  way  to  some  one  who  can.  If 
the  sick  gentleman  took  the  small  portion  of  the  stipend  and  the 
working  man  the  larger,  would  not  better  justice  be  done,  and  the 
people  better  served  ?  " 

Mr.  Puttock  has  a  freehold  in  the  parish." 

"  A  freehold  possession  of  men's  souls !  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Morton, 
that  the  spirit  of  conservatism  in  this  country  is  so  strong  that  you 
cannot  bear  to  part  with  a  shred  of  the  barbarism  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
And  when  a  rag  is  sent  to  the  winds  you  shriek  with  agony  at  the 
disruption,  and  think  that  the  wound  will  be  mortal."  As  Mr.  Goto- 
bed  said  this  he  extended  his  right  hand  and  laid  his  left  on  his 
breast,  as  though  he  were  addressing  the  Senate  from  his  own  chair. 
Morton,  who  had  offered  to  entertain  the  gentleman  for  ten  days, 
sincerely  wished  that  he  were  doing  so. 

On  the  Monday  afternoon  the  Trefoils  arrived.  Mr.  Morton,  with 
his  mother  and  both  the  carriages,  went  down  to  receive  them,  with 
a  cart  also  for  the  luggage,  which  was  fortunate,  as  Arabella  Trefoil's 
big  box  was  very  big  indeed,  and  Lady  Augustus,  though  she  was 
economical  in  most  things,  had  brought  a  comfortable  amount  of 
clothes.  Each  of  them  had  her  own  lady's  maid,  so  that  the  two 
carriages  were  necessary.  How  it  was  that  these  ladies  lived  sO' 
luxuriously  was  a  mystery  to  their  friends,  as  for  some  time  past 
they  had  enjoyed  no  particular  income  of  their  own.  Lord  Augustxis 
had  spent  everything  that  came  to  his  hand,  and  the  family  owned 
no  house  at  all.  Nevertheless,  Arabella  Trefoil  was  to  be  seen  a.t  all 
parties  magnificently  dressed,  and  never  stirred  anywhere  without 
her  own  maid.  It  would  have  been  as  grievous  to  her  to  be  called 
on  to  live  without  food  as  to  go  without  this  neccessary  apperdage. 
She  was  a  big,  fair  girl,  whose  copious  hair  was  managed  after  such 
a  fashion  that  no  one  could  guess  what  was  her  own  and  what  was 
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purchased.  She  certainly  had  fine  eyes,  though  I  could  never  imagine 
how  any  one  could  look  at  them  and  think  it  possible  that  she  should 
be  in  love.  They  were  very  large,  beautifully  blue,  but  never  bright ; 
and  the  eyebrows  over  them  were  perfect.  Her  cheeks  were  some- 
what too  long  and  the  distance  from  her  well-formed  nose  to  her 
iT13per  lip  too  great.  Her  mouth  was  small  and  her  teeth  excellent. 
"But  the  charm  of  which  men  spoke  the  most  was  the  brilliance  of 
lier  complexion.  If,  as  the  ladies  said,  it  was  all  paint,  she,  or  her 
maid,  must  have  been  a  great  artist.  It  never  betrayed  itself  to  bo 
l^aint.  But  the  beauty  on  which  she  prided  herself  was  the  grace 
of  her  motion.  Though  she  was  tall  and  big  she  never  allowed  an 
awkward  movement  to  escape  from  her.  She  certainly  did  it  very 
well.  No  young  woman  could  walk  across  an  archery  ground  with 
a  finer  step,  or  manage  a  train  with  more  perfect  ease,  or  sit  upon 
her  horse  with  a  more  complete  look  of  being  at  home  there.  No 
doubt  she  was  slow,  but  though  slow  she  never  seemed  to  drag. 
Now  she  was,  after  a  certain  fashion,  engaged  to  marry  John  Slorton,  and 
perhaps  she  was  one  of  the  most  unhappy  young  persons  in  England. 

She  had  long  known  that  it  was  her  duty  to  marry,  and  especially 
her  duty  to  marry  well.  Between  her  and  her  mother  there  had  been 
no  reticence  on  this  subject.  With  worldly  people  in  general,  though 
the  worldliness  is  manifest  enough,  and  is  taught  by  plain  lessons 
from  parents  to  their  children,  yet  there  is  generally  some  thin  veil 
even  among  themselves,  some  transparent  tissue  of  lies,  which,  though 
they  never  quite  hope  to  deceive  each  other,  does  produce  among  them 
something  of  the  comfort  of  deceit.  But  between  Lady  Augustus  and 
her  daughter  there  had  for  many  years  been  nothing  of  the  kind. 
The  daughter  herself  had  been  too  honest  for  it.  "  As  for  caring 
about  him,  mamma,"  she  had  once  said,  speaking  of  a  suitor,  "of 
course  I  don't.  He  is  nasty  and  odious  in  every  way.  But  I  have 
got  to  do  the  best  I  can,  and  what  is  the  use  of  talking  about  such 
trash  as  that  ?  "    Then  there  had  been  no  more  trash  between  them. 

It  was  not  John  Morton  whom  Arabella  Trefoil  had  called  nasty 
and  odious.  She  had  had  many  lovers,  and  had  been  engaged  to  not 
a  few,  and  perhaps  she  liked  John  Morton  as  well  as  any  of  them— 
oxcept  one.  He  was  quiet,  and  looked  like  a  gentleman,  and  was 
reputed  for  no  vices.  Nor  did  she  quarrel  with  her  fate  in  that  he 
himself  was  not  addicted  to  any  pleasures.  She  herself  did  not  care 
much  for  pleasure.  But  she  did  care  to  be  a  great  lady,— one  who 
would  be  allowed  to  swim  out  of  rooms  before  others,  one  who  could 
snub  others,  one  who  could  show  real  diamonds  when  others  wore 
paste,  one  who  might  be  sure  to  be  asked  everywhere,  even  by  the 
people  who  hated  her.  She  rather  liked  being  hated  by  women,  and 
did  not  want  any  man  to  be  in  love  with  her, — except  as  far  as  might 
■be  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of  marriage.  The  real  diamonds  and  the 
'high  rank  would  not  be  hers  with  John  Morton.    She  would  have  to 
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be  content  witli  such  rank  as  is  accorded  to  ministers  at  the  courts 
at  which  they  are  emi^loyed.  The  fall  would  be  great  from  what  she 
liad  once  expected,  and  therefore  she  was  miserable.  There  had  been 
ft  young  man,  of  immense  wealth,  of  great  rank,  whom  at  one  time  she 
really  had  fancied  that  she  had  loved ;  but  just  as  she  was  landing 
her  iDrey,  the  prey  had  been  rescued  from  her  by  powerful  friends,  and 
she  had  been  all  but  broken-hearted.  Mr.  Morton's  fortune  was  in 
her  eyes  small,  and  she  was  beginning  to  learn  that  he  knew  hov, 
to  take  caj'e  of  his  own  money.  Already  there  had  been  difficulties  a& 
to  settlements,  difficulties  as  to  pin-money,  difficulties  as  to  resi- 
dence. Lady  Augustus  having  been  very  urgent.  John  Morton,  who 
had  really  been  captivated  by  the  beauty  of  Arabella,  was  quite  in 
earnest ;  but  there  were  subjects  on  which  he  would  not  give  way.  He 
was  anxious  to  put  his  best  leg  foremost,  so  that  the  beauty  might  be 
satisfied  and  might  become  his  own,  but  there  was  a  limit  beyond 
which  he  would  not  go.  Lady  Augustus  had  more  than  once  said  to 
her  daughter  that  it  would  not  do ; — and  then  there  would  be  all  the- 
weary  work  to  do  again ! 

Nobody  seeing  the  meeting  on  the  platform  would  have  imagined 
that  Mr.  Morton  and  Miss  Trefoil  were  lovers;  and  as  for  Lady 
Augustus,  it  would  have  been  thought  that  she  was  in  some  special 
degree  offended  with  the  gentleman  who  had  come  to  meet  her.  She 
just  gave  him  the  tip  of  her  fingers,  and  then  turned  away  to  her  maid,, 
and  called  for  the  porters,  and  made  herself  particular  and  disagree- 
able. Arabella  vouchsafed  a  cold  smile;  but  then  her  smiles  were 
always  cold.  After  that  she  stood  still  and  shivered.  "Are  you 
cold?"  asked  Morton.  She  shook  her  head  and  shivered  again. 
"Perhaps  you  are  tired?"  Then  she  nodded  her  head.  When  her 
maid  came  to  her  in  some  trouble  about  the  luggage,  she  begged  that 
she  might  not  be  "  bothered,"  saying  that  no  doubt  her  mother  knew 
all  about  it.  "  Can  I  do  anything  ?  "  asked  Morton.  "  Nothing  at 
all,  I  should  think,"  said  Miss  Trefoil.  In  the  meantime  old  Mrs. 
Morton  was  standing  by  as  black  as  thunder,  for  the  Trefoil  ladies  had 
hardly  noticed  her. 

The  luggage  turned  up  all  right  at  last,  as  luggage  always  does, 
and  was  stowed  away  in  the  cart.  Then  came  the  carriage  arrange- 
ment. Morton  had  intended  that  the  two  elder  ladies  should  go 
together  with  one  of  the  maids,  and  that  he  should  put  his  love  into 
the  other,  which,  having  a  seat  behind,  could  accommodate  the  second 
girl  without  disturbing  them  in  the  carriage.  But  Lady  Augustus 
had  made  some  exception  to  this,  and  had  begged  that  her  daughter 
might  be  seated  with  herself.  It  was  a  point  which  Morton  could  not 
contest  out  there  among  the  porters  and  drivers,  so  that  at  last  he  and 
his  grandmother  had  the  phaeton  together,  with  the  two  maids  in  the 
rumble.  "  I  never  saw  such  manners  in  all  my  life,"  said  the  Honour- 
able Mrs.  Morton,  almost  bursting  with  passion. 
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"  They  are  cold  and  tired,  ma'am." 

"  No  lady  should  be  too  cold  or  too  tired  to  conduct  herself  with 
propriety.    No  real  lady  is  ever  so." 

"  The  place  is  strange  to  them,  you  know." 

"  I  hope  with  all  my  heart  that  it  may  never  be  otherwise  than 
strange  to  them." 

When  they  arrived  at  the  house  the  strangers  were  carried  into 
the  library,  and  tea  was  of  course  brought  to  them.  The  American 
Senator  was  there,  but  the  greetings  were  very  cold.  Mrs.  Morton 
took  her  place  and  offered  her  hospitality  in  the  most  frigid  manner. 
There  had  not  been  the  smallest  spark  of  love's  flame  shown  as  yet, 
nor  did  the  girl  as  she  sat  sipping  her  tea  seem  to  think  that  any  such 
spark  was  wanted.  Morton  did  get  a  seat  beside  her  and  managed  to 
take  away  her  muff  and  one  of  her  shawls,  but  she  gave  them  to  him 
almost  as  she  might  have  done  to  a  servant.  She  smiled  indeed, — but 
she  smiled  as  some  women  smile  at  everybody  who  has  any  intercourse 
with  them.  "I  think  perhaps  Mrs.  Morton  will  let  us  go  upstairs," 
said  Lady  Augustus.  Mrs.  Morton  immediately  rang  the  bell,  and 
prepared  to  precede  the  ladies  to  their  chambers.  Let  them  be  as 
insolent  as  they  would  she  would  do  what  she  conceived  to  be  her 
duty.  Then  Lady  Augustus  stalked  out  of  the  room  and  her  daughter 
swum  after  her.  "  They  don't  seem  to  be  quite  the  same  as  they  were 
in  Washington,"  said  the  Senator. 

J ohn  Morton  got  up  and  left  the  room  without  making  any  reply. 
He  was  thoroughly  unhappy.  What  was  he  to  do  for  a  week  with 
■such  a  houseful  of  people  ?  And  then,  what  was  he  to  do  for  all  his 
life  if  the  presiding  spirit  of  the  house  was  to  be  such  a  one  as  this  ? 
She  was  very  beautiful, — certainly.  So  he  told  himself ;  and  yet  as 
he  walked  round  the  park  he  almost  repented  of  what  he  had  done. 
But  after  twenty  minutes'  fast  walking  he  was  able  to  convince 
himself  that  all  the  fault  on  this  occasion  lay  with  the  mother.  Lady 
Augustus  had  been  fatigued  with  her  journey  and  had  therefore  made 
«8verybody  near  her  miserable. 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 

AT  BEAGTON. 

When  the  ladies  went  upstairs  the  afternoon  was  not  half  over  and 
they  did  not  dine  till  half-past  seven.  As  Morton  returned  to  the  house 
in  the  dusk  he  thought  that  perhaps  Arabella  might  make  some 
attempt  to  throw  herself  in  his  way.   She  had  often  done  so  when 
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■tliey  were  not  engaged,  and  surely  she  might  do  so  now.  There  was 
nothing  to  prevent  her  coming  down  to  the  library  when  she  had  got 
rid  of  her  travelling  clothes,  and  in  this  hope  he  looked  into  the  room. 
As  soon  as  the  door  was  open,  the  Senator,  who  in  his  mind  was  pre- 
paring his  lecture,  at  once  asked  whether  no  one  in  England  had  an 
apparatus  for  warming  rooms  such  as  was  to  be  found  in  every  well- 
built  house  in  the  States.  The  Paragon  hardly  vouchsafed  him  a 
word  of  reply,  but  escaped  upstairs,  trusting  that  he  might  meet  Miss 
Trefoil  on  the  way.  He  was  a  bold  man,  and  even  ventured  to  knock 
fit  her  door ; — but  there  was  no  reply,  and,  fearing  the  Senator,  he  had 
to  betake  himself  to  his  own  privacy.  Miss  Trefoil  had  migrated  to 
her  mother's  room,  and  there,  over  the  fire,  was  holding  a  little 
domestic  conversation,  "  I  never  saw  such  a  barrack  in  my  life,"  said 
Lady  Augustus. 

"  Of  course,  mamma,  we  knew  that  we  should  find  the  house  such 
as  it  was  left  a  hundred  years  ago.    He  told  us  that  himself." 

"  He  should  have  put  something  in  it  to  make  it,  at  any  rate,  decent 
before  we  came  in." 

"  What's  the  use  if  he's  to  live  always  at  foreign  courts  ?  " 

"  He  intends  to  come  home  sometimes,  I  suppose,  and,  if  he  didn't, 
you  would."  Lady  Augustus  was  not  going  to  let  her  daughter  marry 
a  man  who  could  not  give  her  a  home  for,  at  any  rate,  a  part  of  the 
year.  "  Of  course  he  must  furnish  the  place  and  have  an  immense 
deal  done  before  he  can  marry.  I  think  it  is  a  piece  of  impudence  to 
bring  one  to  such  a  place  as  this." 

"  That's  nonsense,  mamma,  because  he  told  us  all  about  it." 

"  The  more  I  see  of  it  all,  Arabella,  the  more  sure  I  am  that  it 
won't  do." 

"  It  must  do,  mamma." 

"  Twelve  hundred  a  year  is  all  that  he  offers,  and  his  lawyer  says 
that  he  will  make  no  stipulation  whatever  as  to  an  allowance." 

"  Eeally,  mamma,  you  might  leave  that  to  me." 

"  I  like  to  have  everything  fixed,  my  dear, — and  certain." 

"  Nothing  really  ever  is  certain.  While  there  is  anything  to  get 
you  may  be  sure  that  I  shall  have  my  share.  As  far  as  money  goes 
I'm  not  a  bit  afraid  of  having  the  worst  of  it, — only  there  will  be  so 
Very  little  between  us." 

"  That's  just  it." 

"  There's  no  doubt  about  the  property,  mamma." 
"  A  nasty  beggarly  place ! " 

"  And  from  what  everybody  says  he's  sure  to  be  a  minister  or  am- 
bassador, or  something  of  that  sort." 

"  I've  no  doubt  he  will.  And  where'll  he  have  to  go  to  ?  To  Brazil, 
or  the  West  Indies,  or  some  British  Colony,"  said  her  ladyship,  show- 
ing her  ignorance  of  the  Foreign  Office  service.  "  That  might  be  very 
well.   You  could  stay  at  home.   Only  where  would  you  live?  He 
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wouldn't  keep  a  house  in  town  for  you.  Is  this  the  sort  of  place  you'd 
like?" 

"  I  don't  think  it  makes  any  difference  where  one  is,"  said^ Arabella 
disgusted. 

But  I  do, — a  very  great  difference.  It  seems  to  me  that  he's  alto- 
gether under  the  control  of  that  hideous  old  termagant.  Arabella,  I 
think  you'd  better  make  up  your  mind  that  it  won't  do." 

"  It  must  do,"  said  Arabella. 

"  You're  very  fond  of  him,  it  seems." 

"  Mamma,  how  you  do  delight  to  torture  me ; — as  if  my  life  weren't 
bad  enough  without  your  making  it  worse." 

"  I  tell  you,  my  dear,  what  I'm  bound  to  tell  you — as  your  mother. 
I  have  my  duty  to  do  whether  it's  painful  or  not." 

"  That's  nonsense,  mamma.  You  know  it  is.  That  might  have 
been  all  very  well  ten  years  ago." 

"  You  were  almost  in  your  cradle,  my  dear." 

"  Psha !  cradle !  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  mamma.  "  I've  been  at  it 
till  I'm  nearly  broken  down.  I  must  settle  somewhere  ;-^or  else  die ; 
— or  else  run  away.  I  can't  stand  this  any  longer,  and  I  won't.  Talk 
of  work, — men's  work !  What  man  ever  has  to  work  as  I  do  ?  "  I 
wonder  which  was  the  hardest  part  of  that  work,  the  hairdressing  and 
painting  and  companionship  of  the  lady's  maid,  or  the  continual  smil- 
ing upon  unmarried  men  to  whom  she  had  nothing  to  say  and  for 
whom  she  did  not  in  the  least  care !  "  I  can't  do  it  any  more,  and  I 
won't.  As  for  Mr.  Morton,  I  don't  care  that  for  him.  You  know 
I  don't.  I  never  cared  much  for  anybody,  and  shall  never  again 
care  at  all." 

"  You'll  find  that  will  come  all  right  after  you  are  married." 
"Like  you  and  papa,  I  suppose." 

"  My  dear,  I  had  no  mother  to  take  care  of  me,  or  I  shouldn't  have 
married  your  father." 

"  I  wish  you  hadn't,  because  then  I  shouldn't  be  going  to  marry 
Mr.  Morton.  But,  as  I  have  got  so  far,  for  Heaven's  sake  let  it  go  on ! 
If  you  break  with  him  I'll  tell  him  everything  and  throw  myself  into 
his  hands."  Lady  Augustus  sighed  deeply.  "  I  will,  mamma.  It  waE> 
you  spotted  this  man,  and  when  you  said  that  you  thought  it  would 
do,  I  gave  way.  He  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  I  should  have 
thought  of  myself." 

"  We  had  heard  so  much  about  Bragton !  " 

"And  Bragton  is  here.    The  estate  is  not  out  of  elbows." 

"  My  dear,  my  opinion  is  that  we've  made  a  mistake.  He's  not  the 
sort  of  man  I  took  him  to  be.    He's  as  hard  as  a  file." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  mamma." 

"  You  are  determined  then  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  am.  At  any  rate  let  me  look  aboiit  me.  Don't  give 
him  an  opportunity  of  breaking  off  till  I  have  made  up  my  mind.  I 


AT  BEAGTON. 


G5 


can  al^\'ays  break  off,  if  I  like  it.  No  one  in  London  has  heard  of  the 
engagement  yet.  Just  leave  me  alone  for  this  week  to  see  what  I 
think  about  it."  Then  Lady  Augustus  threw  herself  back  in  her  chair 
and  went  to  sleep,  or  pretended  to  do  so. 

A  little  after  half-past  seven  she  and  her  daughter,  dressed  for 
dinner,  went  down  to  the  library  together.  The  other  guests  were 
assembled  there,  and  Mrs.  Morton  was  already  plainly  expressing  her 
anger  at  the  tardiness  of  her  son's  guests.  The  Senator  had  got  hold 
of  I\Ir.  Mainwaring  and  was  asking  pressing  questions  as  to  church 
patronage, — a  subject  not  very  agreeable  to  the  rector  of  St.  John's,  as 
his  living  had  been  bought  for  him  with  his  wife's  money  during  the 
incumbency  of  an  old  gentleman  of  seventy-eight.  Mr.  Cooper,  who 
was  himself  nearly  that  age  and  who  was  vicar  of  Mallingham,  a  parish 
which  ran  into  Dillsborough  and  comprehended  a  part  of  its  popula- 
tion, was  listening  to  these  queries  with  awe, — and  perhaps  with  some 
little  gratification,  as  he  had  been  presented  to  his  living  by  the  bishop 
after  a  cui-acy  of  many  years.  "  These  kind  of  things,  I  believe,  can  be 
bought  and  sold  in  the  market,"  said  the  Senator,  speaking  every  word 
with  absolute  distinctness.  But  as  he  paused  for  an  answer  the  two 
ladies  came  in  and  the  conversation  was  changed.  Both  the  clergy- 
men were  introduced  to  Lady  Augustus  and  her  daughter,  and. 
Mr.  Mainwaring  at  once  took  refuge  under  the  shadow  of  the  ladies' 
title. 

Arabella  did  not  sit  down,  so  that  Morton  had  an  opportunity  of 
standing  near  to  his  love.    "  I  suppose  you  are  very  tired,"  he  said. 

"  Not  in  the  least."  She  smiled  her  sweetest  as  she  answered  him, 
— but  yet  it  was  not  very  sweet.  "  Of  course  we  were  tired  and  cross 
when  we  got  out  of  the  train.   People  always  are ;  aren't  they  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  ladies  are." 

"  We  were.  But  all  that  about  the  carriages,  Mr.  Morton,  wasn't 
my  doing.  Mamma  had  been  talking  to  me  so  much  that  I  didn't 
know  whether  I  was  on  my  head  or  my  heels.  It  was  very  good  of  yoit 
to  come  and  meet  us,  and  I  ought  to  have  been  more  gracious."  In 
this  way  she  made  her  peace,  and  as  she  was  quite  in  earnest, — doing 
a  portion  of  the  hard  work  of  her  life, — she  continued  to  smile — as 
sweetly  as  she  could.  Perhaps  he  liked  it ; — but  any  man  endowed 
with  that  power  of  appreciation  which  we  call  sympathy,  would  have 
felt  it  to  be  as  cold  as  though  it  had  come  from  a  figure  on  a  glass 
window. 

The  dinner  was  announced.  Mr.  Morton  was  honoured  with  the 
hand  of  Lady  Augustus.  The  Senator  handed  the  old  lady  into  the 
dining-room  and  Mr.  Mainwaring  the  younger  lady, — so  that  Arabella 
was  sitting  next  to  her  lover.  It  had  all  been  planned  by  Morton  and 
acceded  to  by  his  grandmother.  Mr.  Gotobed  throughout  the  dinner 
had  the  best  of  the  conversation,  though  Lady  Augustus  had  power 
enough  to  snub  him  on  more  than  one  occasioB.   "  Suppose  we  were 
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to  allow  at  once/'  she  said,  "  that  everything  is  better  in  the  United 
States  than  anywhere  else,  shouldn't  we  get  along  easier  ?  " 

"I  don't  know  that  getting  along  easy  is  what  we  have  particularly 
got  in  view,"  said  Mr.  Gotobed,  who  v/as  certainly  in  quest  of  in- 
formation. 

"  But  it  is  what  I  have  in  view,  Mr.  Gotobed ; — so  if  you  please 
we'll  take  the  pre-eminence  of  your  country  for  granted."  Then  she 
turned  to  Mr.  Mainwaring  on  the  other  side.  Upon  this  the  Senator 
addressed  himself  for  a  while  to  the  table  at  large  and  had  soon 
forgotten  altogether  the  expression  of  the  lady's  wishes. 

"  I  believe  you  have  a  good  many  churches  about  here,"  said  Lady 
Augustus,  trying  to  make  conversation,  to  her  neighbour. 

"  One  in  every  parish,  I  fancy,"  said  Mr.  Mainwaring,  who  pre- 
ferred all  subjects  to  clerical  subjects.  "  I  suppose  London  is  quite 
empty  now." 

"  We  came  direct  from  the  Duke's,"  said  Lady  Augustus,—"  and 
did  not  even  sleep  in  town ; — but  it  is  empty."  The  Duke  was  the 
brother  of  Lord  Augustus,  and  a  compromise  had  been  made  with 
Lady  Augustus,  by  which  she  and  her  daughter  should  be  allowed 
a  fortnight  every  year  at  the  Duke's  place  in  the  country,  and  a  certain 
amount  of  entertainment  in  town. 

"  I  remember  the  Duke  at  Christchurch,"  said  the  parson.  "  He 
and  I  were  of  the  same  par.  He  was  Lord  Mistletoe  then.  Dear 
me,  that  was  a  long  time  ago.  I  wonder  whether  he  remembers  being 
upset  out  of  a  trap  with  me  one  day  after  dinner.  I  suppose  we  had 
dined  in  earnest.  He  has  gone  his  way,  and  I  have  gone  mine,  and 
I've  never  seen  him  since.  Pray  remember  me  to  him."  Lady 
Augustus  said  she  would,  and  did  entertain  some  little  increased 
respect  for  the  clergyman  who  could  boast  that  he  had  been  tipsy 
in  company  with  her  worthy  brother-in-law. 

Poor  Mr.  Cooper  did  not  get  on  very  well  with  Mrs.  Morton.  All 
his  remembrances  of  the  old  squire  were  eulogistic  and  affectionate. 
Hers  were  just  the  reverse.  He  had  a  good  word  to  say  for  Eeginald 
Morton,  —  to  which  she  would  not  even  listen.  She  was  willing 
enough  to  ask  questions  about  the  Mallingham  tenants ; — but  Mr. 
Cooper  would  revert  back  to  the  old  days,  and  so  conversation  was 
at  an  end. 

Morton  tried  to  make  himself  agreeable  to  his  left-hand  neighbour, 
— trying  also  very  hard  to  make  himself  believe  that  he  was  happy 
in  his  immediate  position.  How  often  in  the  various  amusements  of 
the  world  is  one  tempted  to  pause  a  moment  and  ask  one's  self  whether 
one  really  likes  it!  He  was  conscious  that  he  was  working  hard, 
struggling  to  be  happy,  painfully  anxious  to  be  sure  that  he  was 
enjoying  the  luxury  of  being  in  love.  But  he  was  not  at  all  con- 
tented. There  she  was,  and  very  beautiful  she  looked;  and  he 
thought  that  he  could  be  proud  of  her  if  she  sat  at  the  end  of  his 
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table; — and  he  knew  that  slio  was  engaged  to  be  his  wife.  But  he 
doubted  whether  she  was  in  love  with  him ;  and  he  almost  doixbtcd 
sometimes  whether  he  was  very  much  in  love  with  her.  He  asked 
her  in  so  many  words  what  he  should  do  to  amuse  her.  Would  she 
like  to  ride  with  him?  as  if  so  he  would  endeavour  to  get  saddle- 
horses.  Would  she  like  to  go  out  hunting?  Would  she  be  taken 
round  to  see  the  neighbouring  towns,  Eufford  and  Norrington? 
"Lord  Eufford  lives  somewhere  near  Eufford?"  she  asked.  Yes; — 
he  lived  at  Eufford  Hall,  three  or  four  miles  from  the  town.  Did 
Lord  Eufford  hunt?  Morton  believed  that  he  was  greatly  given  to 
hunting.  Then  he  asked  Arabella  whether  she  knew  the  young  lord. 
She  had  just  met  him,  she  said,  and  had  only  asked  the  question 
because  of  the  name.  "He  is  one  of  my  neighbours  down  here," 
said  Morton ; — "  but  being  always  away,  of  course  I  see  nothing  of 
him."  After  that  Arabella  consented  to  be  taken  out  on  horseback 
to  see  a  meet  of  the  hounds,  although  she  could  not  hunt.  "We 
must  see  what  we  can  do  about  horses,"  he  said.  She  however 
professed  her  readiness  to  go  in  the  carriage  if  a  saddle-horse  could 
not  be  found. 

The  dinner  party,  I  fear,  was  very  dull.  Mr.  Mainwaring  perhaps 
liked  it,  because  he  was  fond  of  dining  anywhere  away  from  home. 
Mr.  Cooper  was  glad  once  more  to  see  his  late  old  friend's  old  dining- 
room.  Mr.  Gotobed  perhaps  obtained  some  information.  But  other- 
wise the  affair  was  dull.  "Are  we  to  have  a  week  of  this?"  said 
Lady  Augustus  when  she  found  herself  upstairs. 

"You  must,  mamma,  if  we  are  to  stay  till  we  go  to  the  Gores. 
Lord  Eufford  is  here  in  the  neighbourhood." 
"  But  they  don't  know  each  other." 

"  Yes  they  do ;— slightly.  I  am  to  go  to  the  meet  some  day,  and 
he'll  be  there." 

"  It  might  be  dangerous." 

"Nonsense,  mamma!  And  after  all  you've  been  saying  about 
dropping  Mr.  Morton ! " 

"  But  there  is  nothing  so  bad  as  a  useless  flirtation." 

"Do  I  ever  flirt?  Oh,  mamma,  that  after  so  many  years  you 
shouldn't  know  me !  Did  you  ever  see  me  yet  making  myself  happy 
in  any  way  ?  What  nonsense  you  talk ! "  Then  without  waiting  for, 
or  making,  any  apology,  she  walked  off  to  her  own  room. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  DILLSBOEOUGH  FEUD. 

"■  It's  that  nasty,  beastly,  drunken  club,"  said  Mrs.  Masters  to  her 
unfortunate  husband  on  the  Wednesday  morning.  It  may  perhaps  be 
remembered  that  the  poisoned  fox  was  found  on  the  Saturday,  and 
it  may  be  imagined  that  Mr.  Goarly  had  risen  in  importance  since  that 
day.  On  the  Saturday,  Bean,  with  a  couple  of  men  employed  by  Lord 
Eufford,  had  searched  the  wood,  and  found  four  or  fiTC  red  herrings 
poisoned  with  strychnine.  There  had  been  no  doubt  about  the  mag- 
nitude of  the  offence.  On  the  Monday  a  detective  policeman,  dressed 
of  course  in  rustic  disguise,  but  not  the  less  known  to  every  one  in  the 
place,  was  wandering  about  between  Dillsborough  and  Dillsborough 
Wood  and  making  futile  inquiries  as  to  the  purchase  of  strychnine, 
and  also  as  to  the  purchase  of  red  herrings.  But  every  one  knew,  and 
such  leading  people  as  Eunciman  and  Dr.  Napper  were  not  slow  to 
declare,  that  Dillsborough  was  the  only  place  m  England  in  which  one 
might  be  sure  that  those  articles  had  not  been  purchased.  And  on 
the  Tuesday  it  began  to  be  understood  that  Goarly  had  applied  to 
Bearside,  the  other  attorney,  in  reference  to  his  claim  against  Lord 
Eufford's  pheasants.  He  had  contemptuously  refused  the  7s.  6d.  an 
acre  offered  him,  and  put  his  demand  at  4.0s.  As  to  the  poisoned  fox, 
and  the  herrings  and  the  strychnine,  Goarly  declared  that  he  didn't 
care  if  there  were  twenty  detectives  in  the  place.  He  stated  it  to  be 
his  opinion  that  Larry  Twentyman  had  put  down  the  poison.  It  was 
all  very  well,  Goarly  said,  for  Larry  to  be  fond  of  gentlemen  and  to 
ride  to  hounds,  and  make  pretences ;  but  Larry  liked  his  turkeys  as 
well  as  anybody  else,  and  Larry  had  put  down  the  poison.  In  this 
matter  Goarly  overreached  himself.  No  one  in  Dillsborough  could  be 
brought  to  believe  that.  Even  Harry  Stubbings  was  ready  to  swear 
that  he  should  suspect  himself  as  soon.  But  nothing  was  clearer  than 
this,  that  Goarly  was  going  to  make  a  stand  against  the  hunt,  and 
especially  against  Lord  Eufford.  He  had  gone  to  Bearside,  and  Bear- 
side  had  taken  up  the  matter  in  a  serious  way.  Then  it  became 
known  very  quickly  that  Bearside  had  already  received  money,  and 
it  was  surmised  that  Goarly  had  some  one  at  his  back.  Lord  Eufford 
had  lately  ejected  from  a  house  of  his  on  the  other  side  of  the  county 
a  discontented,  litigious,  retired  grocer  from  Eufford,  who  had  made 
some  money  and  had  set  himself  up  in  a  pretty  little  residence  with 
a  few  acres  of  land.  The  man  had  made  himself  objectionable,  and 
had  been  dispossessed.  The  man's  name  was  Serobby ;  and  hence  had 
come  these  sorrows.  This  was  the  story  that  had  already  made  itself 
known  in  Dillsborough  on  the  Tuesday  evening.   But  up  to  that  time 
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not  a  tittle  of  evidence  had  come  to  light  as  to  the  purchase  of  the  red 
herrings  or  the  strychnine.  All  that  was  known  was  the  fact  that 
had  not  Tony  Tuppet  stopped  the  hounds  before  they  reached  the 
wood,  there  must  have  been  a  terrible  mortality.  "It's  that  nasty, 
beastly,  drunken  club/'  said  Mrs.  Masters  to  her  husband.  Of  course 
it  was  at  this  time  known  to  the  lady  that  her  husband  had  thrown 
away  Goarly's  business,  and  that  it  had  been  transferred  to  Bearside. 
It  was  also  surmised  by  her,  as  it  was  by  the  town  in  general,  that 
Goarly's  business  would  come  to  considerable  dimensions — ^just  the 
sort  of  case  as  would  have  been  sure  to  bring  popularity  if  carried 
through,  as  Nickem,  the  senior  clerk,  would  have  carried  it.  And  as 
soon  as  Scrobby's  name  was  heard  by  Mrs.  Masters  there  was  no  end 
to  the  money  in  the  lady's  imagination  to  which  this  very  case  might 
not  have  amounted. 

"  The  club  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  my  dear." 

"What  time  did  you  come  home  on  Saturday  night— or  Sunday 
morning,  I  mean?  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  didn't  settle  it 
there  ?  " 

"  There  was  no  nastiness,  and  no  beastliness,  and  no  drunkenness 
about  it.    I  told  you  before  I  went  that  I  wouldn't  take  it." 

"  No,  you  didn't.  How  on  earth  are  you  to  go  on  if  you  chuck  the 
children's  bread  out  of  their  mouths  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  You  won't  beheve  me.  Do  you  ask  Twentyman  what  sort  of  a 
man  Goarly  is."  The  attorney  knew  that  Larry  was  in  great  favour 
with  his  wife,  as  being  the  favoured  suitor  for  Mary's  hand,  and  had 
thought  that  this  argument  would  be  very  strong. 

"  I  don't  want  Mr.  Twentyman  to  teach  me  what  is  proper  for  my 
family,  nor  yet  to  teach  you  your  business.  Mr.  Twentyman  has  his 
own  way  of  living.  He  brought  home  Kate  the  other  day  with  hardly 
a  rag  of  her  sister's  habit  left.    She  don't  go  out  hunting  any  more." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear." 

"  Indeed,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  don't  see  how  any  of  them  are  to 
do  anything.    What'll  Lord  Eufford  do  for  you  ?  " 

"  I  don't  want  Lord  Eufford  to  do  anything  for  me."  The  attorney 
was  beginning  to  have  his  spirit  stirred  within  him. 

"You  don't  want  anybody  to  do  anything,  and  yet  you  will  do 
nothing  yourself,  just  because  a  set  of  drinking  fellows  in  a  tap-room, 
which  you  call  a  club  " 

"  It  isn't  a  tap-room." 

"It's  worse,  because  nobody  can  see  what  you're  doing.  I  know 
how  it  was.  You  hadn't  the  pluck  to  hold  to  your  own  when  Eunci- 
man  told  you  not."  There  was  a  spice  of  truth  in  this  which  made 
it  all  the  more  bitter.  "  Eunciman  knows  on  which  side  his  bread  is 
buttered.  He  can  make  his  money  out  of  these  swearing-tearing 
fellows.  He  can  send  in  his  bills,  and  get  them  paid,  too.  And  it's 
all  very  well  for  Larry  Twentyman  to  be  bobbing  and  nobbing  with 
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the  likes  of  them  Betseys.  But  for  a  father  of  a  family  like  you  to  be 
put  off  his  business  by  what  Mr.  Kunciman  says  is  a  shame." 

"  I  shall  manage  my  business  as  I  think  fit/'  said  the  attorney. 

"  And  when  we're  all  in  the  poor-house  what'll  you  do  then  ?  "  said 
Mrs.  Masters,  with  her  handkerchief  out  at  the  spur  of  the  moment. 
Whenever  she  roused  her  husband  to  a  state  of  bellicose  ire  by  her 
taunts,  she  could  always  reduce  him  again  by  her  tears.  Being  well 
aware  of  this,  he  would  bear  the  taunts  as  long  as  he  could,  knowing 
that  the  tears  would  be  still  worse.  He  was  so  soft-hearted  that,  when 
she  affected  to  be  miserable,  he  could  not  maintain  the  sternness  of  his 
demeanour  and  leave  her  in  her  misery.  "  When  everything  has  gone 
away  from  us,  what  are  we  to  do  ?  My  little  bit  of  money  has  disap- 
peared ever  so  long."  Then  she  sat  herself  down  in  her  chair  and  had 
a  great  cry.  It  was  useless  for  him  to  remind  her  that,  hitherto,  she 
had  never  wanted  anything  for  herself  or  her  children.  She  was 
resolved  that  everything  was  going  to  the  dogs,  because  Goarly's  case 
had  been  refused.  "  And  what  will  all  those  sporting  men  do  for 
you  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  I  hate  the  very  name  of  a  gentleman — so  I  do. 
I  wish  Goarly  had  killed  all  the  foxes  in  the  county.  Nasty  vermin  I 
What  good  are  the  likes  of  them  ?  " 

Nickem,  the  senior  clerk,  was  at  first  made  almost  as  unhappy  as 
Mrs.  Masters  by  the  weak  decision  to  which  his  employer  had  come, 
and  had  in  the  first  flush  of  his  anger  resolved  to  leave  the  ofSce. 
He  was  sure  that  the  case  was  one  which  would  just  have  suited 
him.  He  would  have  got  up  the  evidence  as  to  the  fertility  of  the 
land,  the  enormous  promise  of  crop,  and  the  ultimate  absolute  bar- 
renness, to  a  marvel.  He  would  have  proved  clouds  of  pheasants. 
And  then  Goarly's  humble  position,  futile  industry,  and  general 
poverty,  might  have  been  contrasted  beautifully  with  Lord  Eufford's 
wealth,  idleness,  and  devotion  to  sport.  Anything  above  the  7s.  6d. 
an  acre  obtained  against  the  lord  would  have  been  a  triumph,  and 
he  thought  that  if  the  thing  had  been  well  managed,  they  might 
probably  have  got  15s.  And  then,  in  such  a  case,  Lord  Eufford 
could  hardly  have  taxed  the  costs.  It  was  really  suicide  for  an 
attorney  to  throw  away  business  so  excellent  as  this.  And  now  it 
had  gone  to  Bearside,  whom  Nickem  remembered  as  a  junior  to  him- 
self when  they  were  both  young  hobbledehoys  at  Norrington,— a 
dirty,  blear-eyed,  pimply-faced  boy  who  was  suspected  of  purloining 
halfpence  out  of  coat-pockets.  The  thing  was  very  trying  to 
Nat  Nickem.  But  suddenly,  before  that  Wednesday  was  over, 
another  idea  had  occurred  to  him,  and  he  was  almost  content.  He 
knew  Goarly,  and  he  had  heard  of  Scrobby,  and  Scrobby's  history  in 
regard  to  the  tenement  at  Eufford.  As  he  could  not  get  Goarly's  case, 
why  should  he  not  make  something  out  of  the  case  against  Goarly  ? 
That  detective  was  merely  eking  out  his  time  and  having  an  idle 
week  among  the  public-houses.    If  he  could  set  himself  up  as  an 
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amateur  detective  he  thought  he  might  perhaps  get  to  the  bottom 
of  it  all.  It  is  not  a  bad  thing  to  be  concerned  ou  the  same  side  with 
a  lord  when  the  lord  is  in  earnest.  Lord  Euiford  was  very  angry 
about  the  poison  in  the  covert,  and  would  probably  be  ready  to  pay 
very  handsomely  for  having  the  criminal  found  and  punished.  The 
criminal,  of  course,  was  Goarly.  Nickem  did  not  doubt  that  for  a 
moment,  and  would  not  have  doubted  it  whichever  side  he  might 
have  taken.  Nickem  did  not  suppose  that  any  one  for  a  moment 
really  doubted  Goarly's  guilt.  But  to  his  eyes  such  certainty 
amounted  to  nothing  if  evidence  of  the  crime  were  not  forthcoming. 
He  i)robab]y  felt  within  his  own  bosom  that  the  last  judgment  of 
all  would  depend  in  some  way  on  terrestrial  evidence,  and  was  quite 
sure  that  it  was  by  such  that  a  man's  conscience  should  be  affected. 
If  Goarly  had  so  done  the  deed  as  to  be  beyond  the  possibility  of 
detection,  Nickem  could  not  have  brought  himself  to  regard  Goarly 
as  a  sinner.  As  it  was  he  had  considerable  respect  for  Goarly; — 
but  might  it  not  be  possible  to  drop  down  upon  Scrobby  ?  Bearside 
with  his  case  against  the  lord  would  be  nowhere,  if  Goarly  could  be 
got  to  own  that  he  had  been  suborned  by  Scrobby  to  put  down  the 
poison.  Or,  if  in  default  of  this,  any  close  communication  could  be 
proved  between  Goarly  and  Scrobby, — Scrobby's  injury  and  spirit  of 
revenge  being  patent, — then  too,  Bearside  would  not  have  much  of  a 
case.  A  jury  would  look  at  that  question  of  damages  with  a  very 
different  eye  if  Scrobby's  spirit  of  revenge  could  be  proved  at  the 
trial,  and  also  the  poisoning,  and  also  machinations  between  Scrobby 
and  Goarly. 

Nickem  was  a  little  red-haired  man  about  forty,  who  wrote  a  good 
flourishing  hand,  could  endure  an  immense  amount  of  work,  and  drink 
a  large  amount  of  alcohol  without  being  drunk.  His  nose  and  face 
were  all  over  blotches,  and  he  looked  to  be  dissipated  and  disreputable. 
But,  as  he  often  boasted,  no  one  could  say  that  "  black  was  the  white 
of  his  eye ;  " — by  which  he  meant  to  insinuate  that  he  had  not  been 
detected  in  anything  dishonest,  and  that  he  was  never  too  tipsy  to  do 
his  work.  He  was  a  married  man  and  did  not  keep  his  wife  and 
children  in  absolute  comfort ;  but  they  lived,  and  Mr.  Nickem  in  some 
fashion  paid  his  way. 

There  was  another  clerk  in  the  office,  a  very  much  younger  man, 
named  Sundown,  and  Nickem  could  not  make  his  proposition  to 
Mr.  Masters  till  Sundown  had  left  the  office.  Nickem  himself ,  had 
only  matured  his  plans  at  dinner  time  and  was  obliged  to  be  reticent, 
till  at  six  o'clock  Sundown  took  himself  off.  Mr.  Masters  was,  at  that 
moment,  locking  his  own  desk,  when  Nickem  winked  at  him  to  stay. 
Mr.  Masters  did  stay,  and  Sundown  did  at  last  leave  the  office. 

"  You  couldn't  let  me  leave  home  for  three  days  ?  said  Nickem. 
"  There  ain't  much  a-doing." 

"What  do  you  want  it  for  ? " 
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"  That  Goarly  is  a  great  blackguard,  Mr.  Masters." 
"  Very  likely.    Do  you  know  anything  about  him  ?  " 
Nickem  scratched  his  head  and  rubbed  his  chin.   "  I  think  I  could 
manage  to  know  something." 
"  In  what  way  ?  " 

"I  don't  think  I'm  quite  prepared  to  say,  sir.  I  shouldn't  tise 
your  name,  of  course.  But  they're  down  upon  Lord  Eulford,  and  if 
you  could  lend  me  a  trifle  of  30s.,  sir,  I  think  I  could  get  to  the 
bottom  of  it.  His  lordship  would  be  awful  obliged  to  any  one  who 
could  hit  it  off. 

Mr.  Masters  did  give  his  clerk  leave  for  three  days,  and  did 
advance  the  required  money.  And  when  he  suggested  in  a  whisper 
that  perhaps  the  circumstance  need  not  be  mentioned  to  Mrs.  Masters, 
Nickem  winked  again  and  put  his  forefinger  to  the  side  of  his  big 
carbuncle  nose. 

That  evening  Larry  Twentyman  came  in,  but  was  not  received  with 
any  great  favour  by  Mrs.  Masters.  There  was  growing  up  at  this 
moment  in  Dillsborough  the  bitterness  of  real  warfare  between  the 
friends  and  enemies  of  sport  in  general,  and  Mrs.  Masters  was  ranking 
herself  thereby  among  the  enemies.  Larry  was,  of  course,  one  of  the 
friends.  But  unhappily  there  was  a  slight  difference  of  sentiment  in 
Larry's  own  house,  and  on  this  very  morning  old  Mrs.  Twentyman  had 
expressed  to  Mrs.  Masters  a  feeling  of  wrong  which  had  gradually  risen 
from  the  annual  demolition  of  her  pet  broods  of  turkeys.  She  de- 
clared that  for  the  last  three  years  every  turkey  poult  had  gone, 
and  that  at  last  she  was  beginning  to  feel  it.  "  It's  over  a  hundred 
of  'em  they've  had,  and  it  is  wearing,"  said  the  old  woman.  Larry 
had  twenty  times  begged  her  to  give  up  rearing  turkeys,  but  her 
heart  had  been  too  high  for  that.  "  I  don't  know  why  Lord  Eufford's 
foxes  are  to  be  thought  of  always,  and  nobody  is  to  think  about  your 
poor  mother's  poultry,"  said  Mrs.  Masters,  lugging  the  subject  in  neck 
and  heels. 

"  Has  she  been  talking  to  you,  Mrs.  Masters,  about  her  tiu'keys  ?  " 

"  Your  mother  may  speak  to  me  I  suppose  if  she  likes  it,  without 
offence  to  Lord  Eufford." 

"  Lord  Eufford  has  got  nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"  The  wood  belongs  to  him,"  said  Mrs.  Masters. 

"  Poxes  are  much  better  than  turkeys  anyway,"  said  Kate  Masters. 

"  If  you  don't  hold  your  tongue,  miss,  you'll  be  sent  to  bed.  The 
wood  belongs  to  his  lordship,  and  the  foxes  are  a  nuisance." 

"  He  keeps  the  foxes  for  the  county,  and  where  would  the  county 
be  without  them  ?  "  began  Larry.  "  What  is  it  brings  money  into 
such  a  place  as  this  ?  " 

"  To  Eunciman's  stables  and  Harry  Stubbings  and  the  like  of  them ! 
What  money  does  it  bring  in  to  steady,  honest  people  ?  " 

"  Look  at  all  the  grooms,"  said  Larry. 
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"  The  impudentest  set  of  young  vii^ers  about  the  place/'  said  the 
lady. 

"  Look  at  Grice's  business."    Grice  was  the  saddler. 
"  Grice,  indeed !    What's  Grice  ?  " 
"  And  the  price  of  horses  ?  " 

"  Yes ; — making  everything  dear  that  ought  to  be  cheap.  I  don't 
see,  and  I  never  shall  see,  and  I  never  -will  see  any  good  in  extravagant 
idleness.  As  for  Kate  she  shall  never  go  out  hunting  again.  She  has 
torn  Mary's  habit  to  pieces.  And  shooting  is  worse.  Why  is  a  man 
to  have  a  flock  of  voracious  cormorants  come  down  upon  his  corn 
fields  ?  I'm  all  in  favour  of  Goarly,  and  so  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Twentyman." 
After  this  poor  Larry  went  away,  finding  that  he  had  no  opportunity 
for  saying  a  word  to  Mary  Masters. 


CHAPTEE  XV. 

A  ITT  COHPANION, — FOR  ME  Al^D  MY  SISTEES. 

On  that  same  Wednesday,  Eeginald  Morton  had  called  at  the  attorney's 
house,  had  asked  for  Miss  Masters,  and  had  found  her  alone.  Mrs. 
Masters  at  the  time  had  been  out,  picking  up  intelligence  about  the 
great  case,  and  the  two  younger  girls  had  been  at  school.  Eeginald, 
as  he  walked  home  from  Bragton  all  alone  on  that  occasion  when 
Larry  had  returned  with  Mary,  was  quite  sure  that  he  would  never 
willingly  go  into  Mary's  presence  again.  Why  should  he  disturb  his 
mind  about  such  a  girl, —  one  who  could  rush  into  the  arms  of  such  a 
man  as  Larry  Twentyman  ?  Or,  indeed,  why  disturb  his  mind  about 
any  girl  ?  That  was  not  the  manner  of  life  which  he  planned  for  him- 
self. After  that  he  shut  himself  up  for  a  few  days  and  was  not  much 
seen  by  any  of  the  Dillsborough  folk.  But  on  this  Wednesday  he 
received  a  letter,  and, — as  he  told  himself,  merely  in  consequence  of 
that  letter, — he  called  at  the  attorney's  house  and  asked  for  Miss 
Masters. 

He  was  shown  up  into  the  beautiful  drawing-room,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  Mary  came  to  him.  "  I  have  brought  you  a  letter  from  my 
aunt,"  he  said. 

"  From  Lady  TJshant  ?   I  am  so  glad." 

"She  was  writing  to  me  and  she  put  this  under  cover.  I  know 
what  it  contains.  She  wants  you  to  go  to  her  at  Cheltenham  for  a 
month." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Morton ! " 

"  Would  you  like  to  go?" 
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"How  should  I  not  like  to  go?  Lady  Usliant  is  my  dearest, 
dearest  friend.    It  is  so  very  good  of  her  to  think  of  me." 

"  She  talks  of  the  first  week  in  December  and  wants  you  to  be  there 
for  Christmas." 

"  I  don't  at  all  know  that  I  can  go,  Mr.  Morton." 

"Why  not  go?" 

"  I'm  afraid  mamma  will  not  spare  me."  There  were  many  reasons. 
She  could  hardly  go  on  such  a  visit  without  some  renewal  of  her 
scanty  wardrobe,  which  perhaps  the  family  funds  would  not  permit. 
And,  as  she  knew  very  well,  Mrs.  Masters  was  not  at  all  favourable  to 
Lady  Ushant.  If  the  old  lady  had  altogether  kept  Mary  it  might  have 
been  very  well ;  but  she  had  not  done  so,  and  Mrs.  Masters  had  more 
than  once  said  that  that  kind  of  thing  must  be  all  over; — meaning 
that  Mary  was  to  drop  her  intimacy  with  high-born  people  that  were 
of  no  real  use.  And  then  there  was  Mr.  Twentyman  and  his  suit. 
Mary  had  for  some  time  felt  that  her  step-mother  intended  her  to- 
understand  that  her  only  escape  from  home  would  be  by  becoming 
Mrs.  Twentyman.    "  I  don't  think  it  will  be  possible,  Mr.  Morton." 

"|My  aunt  will  be  very  sorry." 

"  Oh, — how  sorry  shall  I  be !  It  is  like  having  another  little  bit  of 
heaven  before  me." 

Then  he  said  what  he  certainly  should  not  have  said.  "  I  thought. 
Miss  Masters,  that  your  heaven  was  all  here." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Mr.  Morton  ?  "  she  asked,  blushing  up 
to  her  hair.  Of  course  she  knew  what  he  meant,  and  of  course  she 
was  angry  with  him.  Ever  since  that  walk  her  mind  had  been  troubled 
by  ideas  as  to  what  he  would  think  about  her,  and  now  he  was  telUng 
her  what  he  thought. 

"  I  fancied  that  you  were  happy  here  without  going  to  see  an  old 
woman,  who,  after  all,  has  not  much  amusement  to  offer  to  you." 

"  I  don't  want  any  amusement." 

"  At  any  rate,  you  will  answer  Lady  Ushant  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  shall  answer  her." 
Perhaps  you  can  let  me  know.   She  wishes  me  to  take  you  io 
Cheltenham.    I  shejl  go  for  a  couple  of  days,  but  I  shall  not  stay 
longer.   If  you  are  going,  perhaps  you  would  allow  me  to  travel  with 
you." 

"  Of  course  it  would  be  very  kind ;  but  I  don't  suppose  that  I  shall 
go.  I  am  sure  Lady  Ushant  won't  believe  that  I  am  kept  away  from 
her  by  any  pleasure  of  my  own  here.  I  can  explain  it  all  to  her  and 
she  will  understand  me."  She  hardly  meant  to  reproach  him.  She 
did  not  mean  to  assume  an  intimacy  sufficient  for  reproach.  But  he 
felt  that  she  had  reproached  him.  "  I  love  Lady  Ushant  so  dearly 
that  I  would  go  anywhere  to  see  her  if  I  could." 

"  Then  I  think  it  could  be  managed.    Your  father  " 

"Papa  does  not  attend  much  to  us  girls.    It  is  mamma  that 
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manages  all  that.  At  any  rate,  I  will  write  to  Lady  Usliant,  and  will 
ask  papa  to  let  you  know." 

Then  it  seemed  as  though  there  were  nothing  else  for  him  but  to 
go ; — and  yet  he  wanted  to  say  some  other  word.  If  he  had  been  cruel 
in  throwing  Mr.  Twentyman  in  her  teeth,  surely  he  ought  to  apologize. 
"  I  did  not  mean  to  say  anything  to  offend  you." 

"  You  hare  not  offended  me  at  all,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  If  I  did  think  that— that  " 

"  It  does  not  signify  in  the  least.  I  only  want  Lady  Ushant  to 
understand  that  if  I  could  possibly  go  to  her  I  would  rather  do  that 
than  anything  else  in  the  world.  Because  Lady  Ushant  is  kind  to  me  I 
needn't  expect  other  people  to  be  so."  Eeginald  Morton  was,  of  course, 
the  "  other  people." 

Then  he  paused  a  moment.  "I  did  so  long,"  he  said,  "  to  walk 
round  the  old  place  with  you  the  other  day  before  these  people  cam& 
there,  and  I  was  so  disappointed  when  you  would  not  come  with  me." 

"  I  was  coming." 

"  But  you  went  back  with — that  other  man." 

"  Of  course  I  did  when  you  showed  so  plainly  that  you  didn't  want 
him  to  join  you.  What  was  I  to  do  ?  I  couldn't  send  him  away. 
Mr.  Twentyman  is  a  very  intimate  friend  of  ours,  and  very  kind  to 
Dolly  and  Kate." 

"  I  wished  so  much  to  talk  to  you  about  the  old  days." 

"  And  I  wish  to  go  to  your  aunt,  Mr.  Morton ;  but  we  can't  all  of 
us  have  what  we  wish.  Of  course  I  saw  that  you  were  very  angry, 
but  I  couldn't  help  that.  Perhaps  it  was  wrong  in  Mr.  Twentyman  to 
offer  to  walk  with  you." 

"  I  didn't  say  so  at  all." 

'■  You  looked  it  at  any  rate,  Mr.  Morton.   And  as  Mr.  Twentyman 

is  a  friend  of  ours  " 

"  You  were  angry  with  me." 

"  I  don't  say  that.  But  as  you  were  too  grand  for  our  friend,  of 
course  you  were  too  grand  for  us." 

"  That  is  a  very  unkind  way  of  putting  it.  I  don't  think  I  am 
grand.  A  man  may  wish  to  have  a  little  conversation  with  a  very  old 
friend  without  being  interrupted,  and  yet  not  be  grand.  I  dare  say 
Mr.  Twentyman  is  just  as  good  as  I  am." 

"  You  don't  think  that,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  I  believe  him  to  be  a  great  deal  better,  for  he  earns  his  bread, 
and  takes  care  of  his  mother,  and  as  far  as  I  know  does  his  duty 
thoroughly." 

"  I  know  the  difference,  Mr.  Morton,  and  of  course  I  know  how  you 
feel  it.  I  don't  suppose  that  Mr.  Twentyman  is  a  fit  companion  for 
any  of  the  Mortons,  but  for  all  that  he  may  be  a  fit  companion, — for  m© 
and  my  sisters."  Surely  she  must  have  said  this  with  the  express 
object  of  declaring  to  him  that  in  spite  of  the  advantages  of  her  educa- 
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tion  she  chose  to  put  herself  in  the  ranks  of  the  Twentymans,  Eun- 
cimans,  and  such  like.  He  had  come  there  ardently  -wishing  that  she 
might  be  allowed  to  go  to  his  aunt,  and  resolved  that  he  would  take 
her  himself  if  it  were  possible.  But  now  he  almost  thought  that  she 
had  better  not  go.  If  she  had  made  her  election  she  must  be  allowed 
to  abide  by  it.  If  she  meant  to  marry  Mr.  Twentyman,  what  good 
could  she  get  by  associating  with  his  aunt  or  with  him  ?  And  had  she 
not  as  good  as  told  him  that  she  meant  to  marry  jMi'.  Twentyman  ? 
She  had,  at  any  rate,  very  plainly  declared  that  she  regarded  Mr. 
Twentyman  as  her  equal  in  rank.  Then  he  took  his  leave  without 
any  further  explanation.  Even  if  she  did  go  to  Cheltenham  he  would 
not  take  her. 

After  that  he  walked  straight  out  to  Bragton.  He  was,  of  course, 
altogether  unconscious  what  grand  things  his  cousin  John  had  in- 
tended to  do  by  him  had  not  the  Honoui'able  old  lady  interfered ;  but 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  duty  required  him  to  call  at  the  house. 
So  he  walked  by  the  path  across  the  bridge,  and  when  he  came  out  on 
the  gravel  road  near  the  front  door  he  fotind  a  gentleman  smoking  a 
cigar  and  looking  around  him.  It  was  Mr.  Gotobed,  who  had  just 
returned  from  a  visit  which  he  had  made,  the  circumstances  of  which 
must  be  narrated  in  the  next  chapter.  The  Senator  lifted  his  hat  and 
remarked  that  it  was  a  very  fine  afternoon.  Keginald  lifted  his  hat 
and  assented.  "  Mr.  Morton,  sir,  I  think  is  out  with  the  ladies,  taking 
a  drive." 

"  I  will  leave  a  card  then." 

"  The  old  lady  is  at  home,  sir,  if  you  wish  to  see  her,"  continued 
the  Senator,  following  Eeginald  up  to  the  door. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Eeginald,  is  that  you  ?  "  said  old  Mrs.  Hopkins,  taking 
the  card.  "  They  are  all  out, — except  herself."  As  he  certainly 
did  not  wish  to  see  "  herself,"  he  greeted  the  old  woman  and  left  his 
card. 

"  You  live  in  these  parts,  sir  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 
"  In  the  town  yonder." 

"  Because  Mr.  Morton's  housekeeper  seems  to  know  you." 

"She  knows  me  very  well,  as  I  was  brought  up  in  this  house. 
Good  morning  to  you." 

"  Good  afternoon  to  you,  sir.  Perhaps  you  can  tell  me  who  hves  in 
that  country  residence, — what  you  call  a  farm-house, — on  the  other 
side  of  the  road  ?  " 

Eeginald  said  that  he  presumed  the  gentleman  was  alluding  to 
Mr.  Twentyman's  house. 

"  Ah,  yes — I  dare  say.  That  was  the  name  I  heard  up  there.  You 
are  not  Mr.  Twentyman,  sir  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  Morton." 

"Morton,  is  it?— perhaps  my  friends— ah— ah,— yes,"  He  didn't 
like  to  say  uncle,  because  Eeginald  didn't  look  old  enough,  and  he 
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knew  ho  ought  not  io  say  brothur,  because  the  elder  brother  in  Eng- 
land would  certainly  have  had  the  property, 
"  I  am  Mr.  John  Morton's  cousin." 

"  Oh ; — Mr.  Morton's  cousin.  I  asked  whether  you  were  the  owner 
of  that  farm-house,  because  I  intruded  just  now  by  passing  through 
the  yards,  and  I  would  have  apologized.  Good  afternoon  to  you,  sir." 
Then  Reginald,  having  thus  done  his  duty,  returned  home. 

Mary  Masters,  when  she  was  alone,  was  again  very  angry  with  her- 
self. She  knew  thoroughly  how  perverse  she  had  been  when  she 
declared  that  Larry  Twentyman  was  a  fit  companion  for  herself,  and 
that  she  had  said  it  on  purpose  to  punish  the  man  who  was  talking  to 
her.  Not  a  day  passed,  or  hardly  an  hour  of  a  day,  in  which  she  did 
not  tell  herself  that  the  education  she  had  received,  and  the  early 
associations  of  her  life,  had  made  her  unfit  for  the  marriage  which  her 
friends  were  urging  upon  her.  It  was  the  one  great  sorrow  of  her  life. 
She  even  repented  of  the  good  things  of  her  early  days,  because  they 
had  given  her  a  distaste  for  what  might  have  otherwise  been  happiness 
and  good  fortune.  There  had  been  moments  in  which  she  had  told 
herself  that  she  ought  to  marry  Larry  Twentyman,  and  adapt  herself 
to  the  surroundings  of  her  life.  Since  she  had  seen  Reginald  Morton 
frequently  she  had  been  less  prone  to  tell  herself  so  than  before ; — 
and  yet  to  this  very  man  she  had  declared  her  fitness  for  Larry's 
companionship ! 


CHAPTER  XVL 

MR.  GOTOBED'S  PHILANTHEOPY. 

Me.  Gotobed,  when  the  persecutions  of  Goarly  were  described  to  him 
at  the  scene  of  the  dead  fox,  had  expressed  considerable  admiration  for 
the  man's  character  as  portrayed  by  what  he  then  heard.  The  man, — 
a  poor  man  too  and  despised  in  the  land, — was  standing  up  for  his  rights, 
all  alone,  against  the  aristocracy  and  plutocracy  of  the  county.  He 
had  killed  the  demon  whom  the  aristocracy  and  plutocracy  worshipped, 
and  had  appeared  there  in  arms  ready  to  defend  his  own  territory, — 
one  against  so  many,  and  so  poor  a  man  against  men  so  rich !  The 
Senator  had  at  once  said  that  he  would  call  upon  Mr.  Goarly,  and  the 
Senator  was  a  man  who  always  carried  out  his  purposes.  Afterwards, 
from  John  Morton,  and  from  others  who  knew  the  country  better  than 
Morton,  he  learned  further  particulars.  On  the  Monday  and  Tuesday 
he  fathomed, — or  nearly  fathomed, — that  matter  of  the  7s.  6d.  an  acre. 
He  learned  at  any  rate  that  the  owner  of  the  wood  admitted  a  damage 
done  by  him  to  the  corn,  and  then  had,  himself,  assessed  the  damage 
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without  consultation  with  the  injured  party ;  and  he  was  informed 
also  that  Goarly  was  going  to  law  with  the  lord  for  a  fuller  compensa- 
tion. He  liked  Goarly  for  killing  the  fox,  and  he  liked  him  more  for 
going  to  law  with  Lord  Eufford. 

He  declared  openly  at  Bragton  his  sympathy  with  the  man  and  his 
intention  of  expressing  it.  Morton  was  annoyed,  and  endeavoured  to 
persuade  him  to  leave  the  man  alone,  but  in  vain.  No  doubt,  had  he 
expressed  himself  decisively,  and  told  his  friend  that  he  should  be 
annoyed  by  a  guest  from  his  house  taking  part  in  such  a  matter,  the 
Senator  would  have  abstained,  and  would  merely  have  made  one  more 
note  as  to  English  pecuharities  and  English  ideas  of  justice;  but 
Morton  could  not  bring  himself  to  do  this.  "The  feeling  of  the 
country  will  be  altogether  against  you,"  he  had  said,  hoping  to  deter 
the  Senator.  The  Senator  had  replied  that  though  the  feeling  of  that 
little  bit  of  the  country  might  be  against  him,  he  did  not  believe  that 
such  would  be  the  case  with  the  feeling  of  England  generally.  The 
ladies  had  all  become  a  little  afraid  of  Mr.  Gotobed,  and  hardly  dared 
to  express  an  opinion.  Lady  Augustus  did  say  that  she  supposed  that 
Goarly  was  a  low,  vulgar  fellow,  which  of  course  strengthened  the 
Senator  in  his  purpose. 

The  Senator  on  Wednesday  would  not  wait  for  lunch,  but  started 
a  little  before  one,  with  a  crust  of  bread  in  his  pocket,  to  find  his  way  to 
Goarly's  house.  There  was  no  difficulty  in  this,  as  he  could  see  the 
wood  as  soon  as  he  had  got  upon  the  high  road.  He  found  Twenty- 
man's  gate,  and  followed  directly  the  route  which  the  hunting  party 
had  taken,  till  he  came  to  the  spot  on  which  the  crowd  had  been 
assembled.  Close  to  this  there  was  a  hand-gate  leading  into  Dills- 
borough  Wood,  and  standing  in  the  gateway  was  a  man.  The  Senator 
thought  that  this  might  not  improbably  be  Goarly  himself,  and  asked 
the  question,  "  Might  your  name  be  Mr.  Goarly,  sir  ?  " 

"  Me  Goarly !  "  said  the  man  in  infinite  disgust,  "  I  ain't  nothing 
of  the  kind, — and  you  knows  it." 

"That  the  man  should  have  been  annoyed  at  being  taken  for 
Ooarly,  that  man  being  Bean  the  gamekeeper,  who  would  willingly 
have  hung  Goarly  if  he  could,  and  would  have  thought  it  quite  proper 
that  a  law  should  be  now  passed  for  hanging  him  at  once, — was  natural 
enough.  But  why  he  should  have  told  the  Senator  that  the  Senator 
knew  he  was  not  Goarly,  it  might  be  difficult  to  explain.  He  probably 
at  once  regarded  the  Senator  as  an  enemy,  as  a  man  on  the  other  side, 
and  therefore  as  a  cunning  knave  who  would  be  sure  to  come  creeping 
about  on  false  pretences.  Bean,  who  had  already  heard  of  Bearside, 
and  had  heard  of  Scrobby  in  connection  with  this  matter,  looked  at  the 
Senator  very  hard.  He  knew  Bearside.  The  man  certainly  was  not 
the  attorney,  and  from  what  he  had  heard  of  Scrobby,  he  didn't  think 
he  was  Scrobby.  The  man  was  not  like  what  in  his  imagination 
Scrobby  would  be.   He  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  Mr.  Gotobed, 
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■who  'svas  a  person  of  an  imposing  appearance,  tall  and  thin,  with  a 
long  nose  and  look  of  great  acuteness,  dressed  in  black  from  head  to 
foot,  but  yet  not  looking  quite  like  an  English  gentleman.  He  was  a 
man  to  whom  Bean  in  an  ordinary  way  would  have  been  civil, — civil 
in  a  cold,  guarded  way ;  but  how  was  he  to  be  civil  to  anybody  who 
addressed  him  as  Goarly '? 

"  I  did  not  know  it,"  said  the  Senator.  "  As  Goarly  lives  near  here, 
I  thought  you  might  be  Goarly.  When  I  saw  Goarly  he  had  a  gun, 
and  you  have  a  gun.   Can  you  tell  me  where  Goarly  lives  ?  " 

"  T'other  side  of  the  wood,"  said  Bean,  pointing  back  j  with  his 
thumb.  "  He  never  had  a  gun  like  this  in  his  hand  in  all  his  born 
days." 

"  I  dare  say  not,  my  friend.  I  can  go  through  the  wood,  I  guess?" 
for  Bean  had  pointed  exactly  over  the  gateway. 

"I  guess  you  can't,  then,"  said  Bean.  The  man  who,  like  other 
gamekeepers,  lived  much  in  the  company  of  gentleman,  was  ordinarily 
a  civil,  courteous  fellow,  who  knew  how  to  smile  and  make  things 
pleasant.  But  at  this  moment  he  was  very  much  put  out.  His  covert 
had  been  found  full  of  red  herrings  and  strychnine,  and  his  fox  had 
been  poisoned.  He  had  lost  his  guinea  on  the  day  of  the  hunt— the 
guinea  which  would  have  been  his  perquisite  had  they  found  a  live  fox 
in  his  wood.  And  all  this  was  being  done  by  such  a  fellow  as  Goarly ! 
And  now  this  abandoned  wretch  was  bringing  an  action  against  his 
lordship,  and  was  leagued  with  such  men  as  Scrobby  and  Bearside ! 
It  was  a  dreadful  state  of  things !  How  was  it  likely  that  he  should 
give  a  passage  through  the  wood  to  anybody  coming  after  Goarly? 
"  You're  on  Mr.  Twentyman's  land  now,  as  I  dare  say  you  know." 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  it." 

"  Well,  that  wood  is  Lord  Eufford's  wood." 

"  I  did  not  know  as  much  as  that,  certainly." 

**And  you  can't  go  into  it." 

"  How  shall  I  find  Mr.  Goarly's  house  ? 

"  If  you'll  get  over  that  there  ditch  you'll  be  on  Mister  Goarly's  land, 
and  that's  all  about  it."  Bean,  as  he  said  this,  put  a  strongly  ironical 
emi^hasis  on  the  term  of  respect,  and  then  turned  back  into  the  wood. 

The  Senator  made  his  way  down  the  fence  to  the  bank  on  which 
Goarly  had  stood  with  his  gun,  then  over  into  Goarly's  field,  and  so 
round  the  back  of  the  wood  till  he  saw  a  small  red  brick  house  stand- 
ing perhaps  four  hundred  yards  from  the  covert,  just  on  the  elbow  of 
a  lane.  It  was  a  miserable-looking  place,  with  a  pigsty  and  a  dimg- 
heap  and  a  small  horse-pond  or  duck-puddle  all  close  around  it.  The 
stack  of  chimneys  seemed  to  threaten  to  fall,  and  as  he  approached 
from  behind,  he  could  see  that  the  two  windows  opening  that  way 
were  stuffed  with  rags.  There  was  a  little  cabbage  garden,  which 
now  seemed  to  be  all  stalks,  and  a  single  goose  waddling  about  the 
duck-puddle.   The  Senator  went  to  the  door,  and,  having  knocked. 
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was  investigated  by  a  woman  from  behind  it.  Yes,  this  was  Goarly's 
house.  Wliat  did  the  gentleman  want  ?  Goarly  was  at  work  in  the 
field.  Then  she  came  out,  the  Senator  having  signified  his  friendly 
intentions,  and  summoned  Goarly  to  the  spot. 

"  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  sir,"  said  the  Senator,  putting  out  his  hand 
as  Goarly  came  up  dragging  a  dung-fork  behind  him. 

Goarly  rubbed  his  hand  on  his  breeches  before  he  gave  it  to  be 
shaken,  and  declared  himself  to  be  "  pretty  tidy,  considering." 

"  I  was  present  the  other  day,  Mr.  Goarly,  when  that  dead  fox  was 
exposed  to  view." 

"  Was  you,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  was  given  to  understand  that  you  had  destroyed  the  brute." 

"Don't  you  believe  a  word  on  it,  then,"  said  the  woman  inter- 
posing. "  He  didn't  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  Who  ever  seed  him  a' 
buying  red  herrings  and  p'ison  ?  " 

"  Hold  your  jaw,"  said  Goarly,  familiarly.  "  Let  'em  prove  it.  I 
don't  know  who  you  are,  sir ;  but  let  'em  prove  it." 

"My  name,  Mr.  Goarly,  is  Elias  Gotobed.  I  am  an  American 
citizen,  and  Senator  for  the  State  of  Mikewa."  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goarly 
shook  their  heads  at  every  separate  item  of  information  tendered  to 
them.  "  I  am  on  a  visit  to  this  country,  and  am  at;  present  staying 
at  the  house  of  my  friend,  Mr.  John  Morton." 

"  He's  the  gentl'man  from  Bragton,  Dan." 

"  Hold  your  jaw,  can't  you  ?  "  said  the  husband.  Then  he  touched 
his  hat  to  the  Senator,  intending  to  signify  that  the  Senator  might,  if 
he  pleased,  continue  his  narrative. 

"  If  you  did  kill  that  fox,  Mr.  Goarly,  I  think  you  were  quite  right 
to  kill  him."  Then  Goarly  winked  at  him.  "  I  cannot  imagine  that 
even  the  laws  of  England  could  justify  a  man  in  perpetuating  a  breed 
of  wild  animals  that  are  destructive  to  his  neighbours'  property." 

"  I  could  shoot  'un ;  not  a  doubt  about  that.  Mister.  I  could  shoot 
'un,  and  I  wull." 

"  Have  a  care,  Dan,"  whispered  Mrs.  Goarly. 

"Hold  your  jaw,  will  ye?  I  could  shoot  'un.  Mister.  I  don't 
rightly  know  about  p'ison." 

"That  fox  we  saw  was  poisoned,  I  suppose?"  said  the  Senator, 
carelessly. 

"  Have  a  care,  Dan ;  have  a  care ! "  whispered  the  wife. 

"Allow  me  to  assure  both  of  you,"  said  the  Senator,  "that  you 
need  fear  nothing  from  me.   I  have  come  quite  as  a  friend." 

"  Thank  'ee,  sir,"  said  Goarly,  again  touching  his  hat. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  the  Senator,  "  that  in  this  matter  a  great 
many  men  are  leagued  together  against  you." 

"  You  may  say  that,  sir.   I  didn't  just  catch  your  name,  sir." 

"  My  name  is  Gotobed ;— Gotobed ;  Elias  Gotobed,  Senator  from 
the  State  of  Mikewa  to  the  United  States  Congress."   Mrs.  Goarly, 
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who  understood  nothing  of  all  those  titles,  and  who  had  all  along 
doubted,  dropped  a  suspicions  curtsey.  Goarly,  who  understood  as 
little  now,  took  his  hat  altogether  off.  lie  was  very  much  puzzled  but 
inclined  to  think  that  if  he  managed  matters  rightly,  profit  might  bo 
got  out  of  this  very  strange  meeting.  "  In  my  country,  Mr.  Goarly,  all 
men  are  free  and  equal." 
"  That's  a  fine  thing,  sir." 

"It  is  a  fine  thing,  my  friend,  if  properly  understood  and 
properly  used.  Coming  from  such  a  country  I  was  shocked  to  see  so 
many  rich  men  banded  together  against  one  who  I  suppose  is  not 
rich." 

"  Very  far  from  it,"  said  the  woman. 

"  It's  my  own  land,  you  know,"  said  Goarly,  who  was  proud  of  his 
position  as  a  landowner.  "  No  one  can't  touch  me  on  it,  as  long  as  the 
rates  is  paid.  I'm  as  good  a  man  here," — and  he  stamped  his  foot  on 
the  ground, — "  as  his  lordship  is  in  that  there  wood." 

This  was  the  first  word  spoken  by  the  Goarlys  that  had  pleased  the 
Senator,  and  this  set  him  off  again.  "  Just  so ; — and  I  admire  a  man 
that  will  stand  up  for  his  own  rights.  I  am  told  that  you  havejound 
his  lordship's  pheasants  destructive  to  your  corn." 

"  Didn't  leave  him  hardly  a  grain  last  August,"  said  Mrs.  Goarly. 

"  Will  you  hold  your  jaw,  woman,  or  will  you  not  ?  "  said  the  man, 
turning  round  fiercely  at  her.  "  I'm  going  to  have  the  law  of  his  lord- 
ship, sir.  What's  seven  and  six  an  acre  ?  Thero's  that  quantity  of 
pheasants  in  that  wood  as'd  eat  up  any  mortal  thing  as  ever  was 
growed.    Seven  and  six  ! " 

"  Didn't  you  propose  arbitration  ?  " 

"  I  never  didn't  propose  nothin'.  I've  axed  two  pound,  and  my 
lawyer  says  as  how  I'll  get  it.  What  I  sold  come  off  that  other 
bit  of  ground  down  there.  Wonderful  crop !  And  this  'd've  been 
the  same.    His  lordship  ain't  nothin'  to  me,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  You  don't  approve  of  hunting,  Mr.  Goarly  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  approves  if  they'd  pay  a  poor  man  for  what  harm  they  does 
him.  Look  at  that  there  goose."  Mr.  Gotobed  did  look  at  the  goose. 
"  There's  nine  and  twenty  they've  tuk  from  me,  and  only  left  un  that." 
Xow  Mrs.  Goarly's  goose  was  well  known  in  those  parts.  It  was 
declared  that  she  was  more  than  a  match  for  any  fox  in  the  county, 
but  that  Mrs.  Goarly  for  the  last  two  years  had  never  owned  any 
goose  but  this  one. 

"  The  foxes  have  eaten  them  all  ? "  asked  the  Senator. 

•'  Every  mortal  one." 

"  And  the  gentlemen  of  the  hunt  have  paid  you  nothing." 

"  I  had  four  half-crowns  once,"  said  the  woman. 

"  If  you  don't  send  the  heads  you  don't  get  it,"  said  the  man,  "  and 
then  they'll  keep  you  waiting  months  and  months,  just  for  their 
pleasures.    Who's  a-going  to  put  up  with  that  ?   I  ain't." 
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"  And  now  you're  going  to  law  ?  " 

"I  am,— like  a  man,  His  lordship  ain't  no  thin'  to  me.  I  ain't 
afeard  of  his  lordship." 

"  Will  it  cost  you  much  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  it  will  do,  sir,"  said  the  woman. 
"  Didn't  I  tell  you,  hold  your  jaw  ?  " 

"  The  gentl'man  was  going  to  offer  to  help  us  a  little,  Dan." 

"  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  am  interested  in  the  case,  and  that  you 
have  all  my  good  wishes.    I  do  not  like  to  offer  you  pecuniary  help." 

"  You're  very  good,  sir ;  very  good.  This  bit  of  land  is  mine ;  not 
a  doubt  of  it ; — but  we're  poor,  sir." 

"  Indeed  we  is,"  said  the  woman.  "  What  with  taxes  and  rates, 
and  them  foxes  as  won't  let  me  rear  a  head  of  poultry,  and  them 
brutes  of  birds  as  eats  up  the  corn,  I  often  tells  him  he'd  better  sell 
the  bit  o'  land  and  just  set  up  for  a  public." 

"  It  belonged  to  my  feyther  and  grandfeyther,"  said  Goarly. 

Then  the  Senator's  heart  was  softened  again,  and  he  explained  at 
great  length  that  he  would  watch  the  case  and,  if  he  saw  his  way 
clearly,  befriend  it  with  substantial  aid.  He  asked  about  the  attorney 
and  took  down  Bearside's  address.  After  that  he  shook  hands  with 
both  of  them,  and  then  made  his  way  back  to  Bragton  thi'ough  Mr. 
Twentyman's  farm. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goarly  were  left  in  a  state  of  great  perturbation  of 
mind.  They  could  not  in  the  least  make  out  among  themselves  who 
the  gentleman  was,  or  whether  he  had  come  for  good  or  evil.  That  he 
called  himself  Gotobed,  Goarly  did  remember,  and  also  that  he  had  said 
that  he  was  an  American.  All  that  which  had  referred  to  senatorial 
honours  and  the  State  of  Mikewa  had  been  lost  upon  Goarly.  The 
question,  of  course,  arose  whether  he  was  not  a  spy  sent  out  by  Lord 
Eufford's  man  of  business,  and  Mrs.  Goarly  was  clearly  of  opinion  that 
such  had  been  the  nature  of  his  employment.  Had  he  really  been  a 
friend,  she  suggested,  he  would  have  left  a  sovereign  behind  him.  "  He 
didn't  get  no  information  from  me,"  said  Goarly. 

"  Only  about  Mr.  Bearside." 

"  What's  the  odds  of  that  ?  They  all  knows  that.  Bearside!  Why 
should  I  be  ashamed  of  Bearside  ?  I'll  do  a  deal  better  with  Bearside 
than  I  would  with  that  old  woman.  Masters." 

"  But  he  took  it  down  in  writing,  Dan." 

"  What  the  d  's  the  odds  in  that  ?  " 

"  I  don't  like  it  when  they  puts  it  down  in'writing." 

"  Hold  your  jaw,"  said  Goarly  as  he  slowly  shouldered  the  dung-fork 
to  take  it  back  to  his  work.  But  as  they  again  discussed  the  matter 
that  night  the  opinion  gained  ground  upon  them  that  the  Senator  had 
been  an  emissary  from  the  enemy. 


(   S3  ) 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

LORD  EUFFORD's  INVITATIOIT. 

On  that  same  Wednesday  afternoon  when  Morton  returned  with  the 
ladies  in  the  carriage  he  found  that  a  mounted  servant  had  arrived 
from  Eufford  Hall  with  a  letter  and  had  been  instructed  to  wait  for  an 
answer.  The  man  was  now  refreshing  himself  in  the  servants'  hall. 
Morton,  when  he  had  read  the  letter,  found  that  it  required  some  con- 
sideration before  he  could  answer  it.  It  was  to  the  following  purport : 
Lord  Eufford  had  a  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  at  Piufford  Hall,  as 
his  sister,  Lady  Penwether,  was  staying  with  him.  Would  Mr.  Mor- 
ton and  his  guests  come  over  to  Eufford  Hall  on  Monday  and  stay  till 
Wednesday  ?  On  Tuesday  there  was  to  be  a  dance  for  the  people  of 
the  neighbourhood.  Then  he  specified,  as  the  guests  invited.  Lady 
Augustus  and  her  daughter  and  Mr.  Gotobed, — omitting  the  Honour- 
able Mrs.  Morton,  of  whose  sojourn  in  the  county  he  might  have  been 
ignorant.  His  lordship  went  on  to  say  that  he  trusted  the  abruiDtness 
of  the  invitation  might  be  excused  on  account  of  the  nearness  of  their 
neighbourhood  and  the  old  friendship  which  had  existed  between  their 
families.  He  had  had,  he  said,  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with 
Lady  Augustus  and  her  daughter  in  London  and  would  be  proud  to 
see  Mr.  Gotobed  at  his  house  during  his  sojourn  in  the  county.  Then 
he  added  in  a  postscript  that  the  hounds  met  at  Eufford  Hall  on  Tues- 
day, and  that  he  had  a  horse  that  carried  a  lady  well  if  Miss  Trefoil 
would  like  to  ride  him.    He  could  also  put  up  a  horse  for  Mr.  Morton. 

This  was  all  very  civil,  but  there  was  something  in  it  that  was 
almost  too  civil.  There  came  upon  Morton  a  suspicion,  which  he  did 
not  even  define  to  himself,  that  the  invitation  was  due  to  Arabella's 
charms.  There  were  many  reasons  why  he  did  not  wish  to  accept  it. 
His  grandmother  was  left  out,  and  he  feared  that  she  would  be  angry. 
He  did  not  feel  inclined  to  take  the  American  Senator  to  the  lord's 
house,  knowing  as  he  did  that  the  American  Senator  was  interfering 
in  a  ridiculous  manner  on  behalf  of  Goarly.  And  he  did  not  particu- 
larly wish  to  be  present  at  Eufford  Hall  with  the  Trefoil  ladies. 
Hitherto  he  had  received  very  little  satisfaction  from  their  visit  to 
Bragton, — so  little  that  he  had  been  more  than  once  on  the  verge  of 
asking  Arabella  whether  she  wished  to  be  relieved  from  her  engage- 
ment. She  had  never  quite  given  him  the  opportunity.  She  had 
always  been  gracious  to  him  in  a  cold,  disagreeable,  glassy  manner, — 
in  a  manner  that  irked  his  spirit  but  still  did  not  justify  him  in  express- 
ing anger.  Lady  Augustus  was  almost  uncivil  to  him,  and  from  time 
to  time  said  little  things  which  were  hard  to  bear ;  but  he  was  not  going 
to  marry  Lady  Augustus,  and  could  revenge  himself  against  her  by 
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resolving  in  his  own  breast  that  he  would  have  as  little  as  possible  ta 
do  with  her  after  his  marriage.  That  was  the  condition  of  his  mind 
towards  tl:em,  and  in  that  condition  he  did  not  want  to  take  them  to 
Lord  Euiford's  house.  Their  visit  to  him  would  be  over  on  Monday, 
and  it  would,  he  thought,  be  better  for  him  that  they  should  then  go  on 
their  way  to  the  Gores'  as  they  had  proposed. 

But  he  did  not  like  to  answer  the  letter  by  a  refusal  without  saying 
a  word  to  his  guests  on  the  subject.  He  would  not  object  to  ignore  the 
Senator,  but  he  was  afraid  that  if  nothing  were  to  be  said  to  Arabella 
she  would  hear  of  it  hereafter  and  would  complain  of  such  treatment. 
He  therefore  directed  that  the  man  might  be  kept  waiting  while  he 
consulted  the  lady  of  his  choice.  It  was  with  diflSculty  that  he  found 
himself  alone  with  her, — and  then  only  by  sending  her  maid  in  quest 
of  her.  He  did  get  her  at  last  into  his  own  sitting-room  and  then^ 
having  placed  her  in  a  chair  near  the  fire,  gave  her  Lord  Eufford's 
letter  to  read.  "  What  can  it  be,"  said  she  looking  up  into  his  face  with 
her  great  inexpressive  eyes,  "  that  has  required  all  this  solemnity  ?  " 
She  still  looked  up  at  him  and  did  not  even  open  the  letter. 

"  I  did  not  like  to  answer  that  without  showing  it  to  you.  I  don't 
suppose  you  would  care  to  go." 

"Go  where?" 

"  It  is  from  Lord  Eufford, — for  Monday." 
"  From  Lord  Eufford !  " 

"  It  would  break  up  all  your  plans  and  your  mother's,  and  would 
probably  be  a  great  bore." 

Then  she  did  read  the  letter,  very  carefully  and  very  slowly,  weigh- 
ing every  word  of  it  as  she  read  it.  Did  it  mean  more  than  it  said  ? 
But  though  she  read  it  slowly  and  carefully,  and  was  long  before  she 
made  him  any  answer,  she  had  very  quickly  resolved  that  the  invita- 
tion should  be  accepted.  It  would  suit  her  very  well  to  know  Lady 
Penwether.  It  might  possibly  suit  her  still  better  to  become  intimate 
with  Lord  Etifford.  She  was  delighted  at  the  idea  of  riding  Lord 
Eufford's  horse.  As  her  eyes  dwelt  on  the  paper  she,  too,  began  to 
think  that  the  invitation  had  been  chiefly  given  on  her  account.  At 
any  rate,  she  would  go.  She  had  understood  perfectly  well  from  the 
first  tone  of  her  lover's  voice  that  he  did  not  wish  to  subject  her  to  the 
,  allurements  of  Eufford  Hall.  She  was  clever  enough,  and  could  read 
it  all.  But  she  did  not  mean  to  throw  away  a  chance  for  the  sake 
of  pleasing  him.  She  must  not  at  once  displease  him  by  declaring 
her  purpose  strongly,  and  therefore,  as  she  slowly  continued  her  read- 
ing, she  resolved  that  she  would  throw  the  burden  upon  her  mother. 
"  Had  I  not  better  show  this  to  mamma  ?  "  she  said. 

"  You  can  if  you  please.  You  are  going  to  the  Gores'  on  Monday." 

"  We  could  not  go  earlier ;  but  we  might  put  it  off  for  a  couple  of 
days  if  we  pleased.    Would  it  bore  you  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mind  about  myself.  I'm  not  a  very  great  man  for  dances." 
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"  You'd  sooner  -n  rite  a  report, — ■wouldn't  you, — about  the  products 
of  the  country  ?  " 

"  A  great  deal  sooner,"  said  the  Paragon. 

"  But,  you  see,  we  haven't  all  of  us  got  products  to  write  about. 
I  don't  care  very  much  about  it  myself ; — but  if  you  don't  mind  I'll 
ask  mamma."  Of  course  ho  was  obliged  to  consent,  and  merely  in- 
formed her  as  she  went  off  with  the  letter  that  a  servant  was  waiting 
for  an  answer. 

"  To  go  to  Lord  Eufford's ! "  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"  From  Monday  till  Wednesday,  mamma.   Of  course  we  must  go." 

"  I  promised  poor  Mrs.  Gore." 

"  Nonsense,  mamma !  The  Gores  can  do  very  well  without  us. 
That  was  only  to  be  a  week,  and  we  can  still  stay  out  our  time.  Of 
course  this  has  only  been  sent  because  we  are  here." 

"  I  should  say  so.  I  don't  suppose  Lord  Eufford  would  care  to 
know  ilr.  Morton.    Lady  Penwether  goes  everywhere ;  doesn't  she  ?  " 

"  Everywhere.  It  would  suit  me  to  a  '  t '  to  get  on  to  Lady  Pen- 
wether's  books.  But,  mamma,  of  course  it's  not  that.  If  Lord 
Eufford  should  say  a  word,  it  is  so  much  easier  to  manage  down  in 
the  country  than  up  in  London.  He  has  £40,000  a  year,  if  he  has 
a  penny." 

"  How  many  girls  have  tried  the  same  thing  with  him !  But  I 
don't  mind.  I've  always  said  that  John  Morton  and  Bragton  would 
not  do." 

"  No,  mamma,  you  haven't.  You  were  the  first  to  say  they  would 
do." 

"  I  only  said  that  if  there  were  nothing  else  " 

"  Oh,  mamma,  how  can  you  say  such  things  !    Nothing  else, — as 
if  he  were  the  last  man !    You  said  distinctly  that  Bragton  was  £7,000 
a  year,  and  that  it  would  do  very  well.    You  may  change  your  mind 
if  you  like ;  but  it's  no  good  trying  to  back  out  of  your  own  doings." 
"  Then  I  have  changed  my  mind." 

"Yes, — without  thinking  what  I  have  to  go  through.  I'm  not 
going  to  throw  myself  at  Lord  Eufford's  head  so  as  to  lose  my  chance 
here ; — but  we'll  go  and  see  how  the  land  lies.  Of  course  you'll  go 
mamma  ?  " 

"  If  you  think  it  is  for  your  advantage,  my  dear." 

"My  advantage!  It's  part  of  the  work  to  be  done,  and  we  may 
as  well  do  it.  At  any  rate,  I'll  tell  him  to  accept.  We  shall  have 
this  odious  American  with  us,  but  that  can't  be  helped." 

"  And  the  old  woman  ?  " 

"Lord  Eufford  doesn't  say  anything  about  her.  I  don't  suppose 
he's  such  a  muff  but  what  he  can  leave  his  grandmother  behind  foi 
a  couple  of  days."  Then  she  went  back  to  Morton  and  told  him  that 
her  mother  was  particularly  anxious  to  make  tlio  acquaintance  oi 
Lady  Penwether,  and  that  she  had  decided  upon  going  to  Eufford 
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Hall.  "  It  will  be  a  very  nice  opportunity,"  said  she,  "  for  you  to 
become  acquainted  with  Lord  Eufford." 

Then  he  was  almost  angry.  "  I  can  make  plenty  of  such  oppor- 
tunities for  myself,  when  I  want  them,"  he  said.  "  Of  course  if  you 
and  Lady  Augustus  like  it,  we  will  go.  But  let  it  stand  on  its  right 
bottom." 

"  It  may  stand  on  any  bottom  you  please." 
"  Do  you  mean  to  ride  the  man's  horse  ?  " 

"Certainly  I  do.  I  neyer  refuse  a  good  offer.  Why  shouldn't 
I  ride  the  man's  horse  ?  Did  you  never  hear  before  of  a  young  lady 
borrowing  a  gentleman's  horse  ?  " 

"  No  lady  belonging  to  me  will  ever  do  so, — unless  the  gentleman 
be  a  very  close  friend  indeed." 

"  The  lady  in  this  case  does  not  belong  to  you,  Mr.  Morton,  and 
therefore,  if  you  haye  no  other  objection,  she  will  ride  Lord  Eufford's 
horse.  Perhaps  you  will  not  think  it  too  much  trouble  to  signify  the 
lady's  acceptance  of  the  mount  in  your  letter."  Then  she  swam  out 
of  the  room,  knowing  that  she  left  him  in  anger.  After  that  he  had 
to  find  Mr.  Gotobed.  The  going  was  now  decided  on  as  far  as  he 
was  concerned,  and  it  would  make  very  little  difference  whether  the 
American  went  or  not, — except  that  his  letter  would  have  been  easier 
to  him  in  accepting  the  invitation  for  thi-ee  persons  than  for  four. 
But  the  Senator  was  of  course  willing.  It  was  the  Senator's  object 
to  see  England,  and  Lord  Eufford's  house  was  an  additional  bit  of 
England.  The  Senator  would  be  delighted  to  have  an  opportunity 
of  saying  what  he  thought  about  Goarly  at  Lord  Eufford's  table. 
After  that,  before  this  weary  letter  could  be  written,  he  was  compelled 
to  see  his  grandmother,  and  explain  to  her  that  she  had  been  omitted. 

"  Of  course,  ma'am,  they  did  not  know  that  you  were  at  Bragton, 
as  you  were  not  in  the  carriage  at  the  'meet.'" 

"That's  nonsense,  John.  Did  Lord  Eufford  suppose  that  you 
were  entertaining  ladies  here  without  some  one  to  be  mistress  of  the 
house  ?  Of  course  he  knew  that  I  was  here.  I  shouldn't  have  gone ;. 
— you  may  be  sure  of  that.  I'm  not  in  the  habit  of  going  to  the 
houses  of  people  I  don't  know.  Indeed  I  think  it's  an  imiDertinence 
in  them  to  ask  in  that  way.  I'm  surprised  that  you  would  go  on  such 
an  invitation." 

"  The  Trefoils  knew  them." 

"  If  Lady  Penwether  knew  them,  why  could  not  Lady  Penwether 
ask  them  independently  of  us  ?  I  don't  believe  they  ever  spoke  lo 
Lady  Penwether  in  their  lives.  Lord  Eufford  and  Miss  Trefoil  may 
very  likely  be  London  acquaintances.  He  may  admire  her  and  there- 
fore choose  to  have  her  at  his  ball.  I  know  nothing  about  that.  As 
far  as  I  am  concerned  he's  quite  welcome  to  keep  her." 

All  this  was  not  very  pleasant  to  John  Morton.  He  knew  already 
that  his  grandmother  and  Lady  Augustus  hated  each  other,  and  said 
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spiteful  things  not  only  bcliind  each  other's  backs,  but  openly  to  each 
other's  faces.  But  now  he  had  been  told  by  the  girl  who  was  engaged 
to  be  his  wife  that  she  did  not  belong  to  him ;  and  by  his  grand- 
mother,— who  stood  to  him  in  the  place  of  his  mother, — that  she 
wished  that  this  girl  belonged  to  some  one  else !  He  was  not  quite 
sure  that  he  did  not  wish  it  himself.  But,  even  were  it  to  be  so,  and 
should  there  be  reason  for  him  to  be  gratified  at  the  escape,  still  he 
did  not  relish  the  idea  of  taking  the  girl  himself  to  the  other  man's 
house.  He  wrote  the  letter,  however,  and  dispatched  it.  But  even 
the  writing  of  it  was  diflScult  and  disagreeable.  When  various  details 
of  hospitality  have  been  offered  by  a  comparative  stranger  a  man 
hardly  likes  to  accept  them  all.  But  in  this  case  he  had  to  do  it.  He 
would  be  delighted,  he  said,  to  stay  at  Eufford  Hall  from  the  Monday 
to  the  "Wednesday ; — Lady  Augustus  and  Miss  Trefoil  would  also  be 
delighted; — and  so  also  would  Mr.  Gotobed  be  delighted.  And  Miss 
Trefoil  would  be  further  delighted  to  accept  Lord  Eufford's  offer  of  a 
horse  for  the  Tuesday.  As  for  himself,  if  he  rode  at  all,  a  horse  would 
come  for  him  to  the  meet.  Then  he  wrote  another  note  to  Mr.  Harry 
Stubbings,  bespeaking  a  mount  for  the  occasion. 

On  that  evening  the  party  at  Bragton  was  not  a  very  pleasant  one. 
"  No  doubt  you  are  intimate  with  Lady  Penwether,  Lady  Augustus  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Morton.  Now  Lady  Penwether  was  a  very  fashionable 
woman  whom  to  know  was  considered  an  honour. 

"  What  makes  you  ask,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"  Only  as  you  were  taking  your  daughter  to  her  brother's  house, 
and  as  he  is  a  bachelor." 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Morton,  really  you  may  leave  me  to  take  care  of 
myself  and  of  my  daughter  too.  You  have  lived  so  much  out  of  the 
world  for  the  last  thirty  years  that  it  is  quite  amusing." 

"  There  are  some  persons'  worlds  that  it  is  a  great  deal  better  for 
a  lady  to  be  out  of,"  said  Mrs.  Morton.  Then  Lady  Augustus  put  up 
her  hands,  and  turned  round,  and  affected  to  laugh,  of  all  which  things 
Mr.  Gotobed,  who  was  studying  English  society,  made  notes  in  his 
own  mind. 

"  What  sort  of  position  does  that  man  Goarly  occupy  here  ?  "  the 
Senator  asked  immediately  after  dinner. 
"  No  position  at  all,"  said  Morton. 

"  Every  man  created  holds  some  position,  as  I  take  it.  The  land  is 
his  own." 

"  He  has,  I  believe,  about  iifty  acres." 

"And  yet  he  seems  to  be  in  the  lowest  depth  of  poverty  and 
ignorance." 

"  Of  course  he  mismanages  his  property  and  probably  drinks." 

"  I  dare  say,  Mr.  Morton.  He  is  proud  of  his  rights,  and  talked 
of  his  father  and  his  grandfather,  and  yet  I  doubt  whether  you  would 
find  a  man  so  squalid  and  so  ignorant  in  all  the  States.  I  suppose  he 
is  injured  by  having  a  lord  so  near  him." 
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"  Quite  the  contrary  if  he  would  be  amenable." 

"  You  mean  if  he  would  be  a  creature  of  the  lord's.  And  why  was 
that  other  man  so  uncivil  to  me; — the  man  who  was  the  lord's  game- 
keeper ?  " 

"  Because  you  went  there  as  a  friend  of  Goarly." 
"  And  that's  his  idea  of  English  fair  play  ? "  asked  the  Senator 
with  a  jeer. 

"  The  truth  is,  Mr.  Gotobed/'  said  Morton  endeavouring  to  explain 
it  all,  "  you  see  a  part  only  and  not  the  whole.  That  man  Goarly  is  a 
rascal." 

"  So  everybody  says." 

"  And  why  can't  you  believe  everybody  ?  " 

"  So  everybody  says  on  the  lord's  side.  But  before  I'm  done  I'll 
find  out  what  people  say  on  the  other  side.  I  can  see  that  he  is 
ignorant  and  squalid ;  but  that  very  probably  is  the  lord's  fault.  It 
may  be  that  he  is  a  rascal  and  that  the  lord  is  to  blame  for  that  too. 
But  if  the  lord's  pheasants  have  eaten  up  Goarly's  corn,  the  lord 
ought  to  pay  for  the  corn  whether  Goarly  be  a  rascal  or  not."  Then 
John  Morton  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  never  ask  another 
American  Senator  to  his  house. 


CHAPTEE  XYIII. 

THE  ATTOBNEY'S  FAMILY  IS  DISTURBED. 

On  that  Wednesday  evening  Mary  Masters  said  nothing  to  any  of  her 
family  as  to  the  invitation  from  Lady  Ushant.  She  very  much  wished 
to  accept  it.  Latterly,  for  the  last  month  or  two,  her  distaste  to  the 
kind  of  life  for  which  her  stepmother  was  preparing  her  had  increased 
iipon  her  greatly.  There  had  been  days  in  which  she  had  doubted 
whether  it  might  not  be  expedient  that  she  should  accept  Mr.  Twenty- 
man's  offer.  She  believed  no  ill  of  him.  She  thought  him  to  be  a 
fine,  manly  young  fellow,  with  a  good  heart  and  high  principles.  She 
never  asked  herself  whether  he  were  or  were  not  a  gentleman. 
She  had  never  even  inquired  of  herself  whether  she  herself  were  or 
were  not  especially  a  lady.  But  with  all  her  efforts  to  like  the  man — 
because  she  thought  that  by  doing  so  she  would  relieve  and  please  her 
father — yet  he  was  distasteful  to  her ;  and  now,  since  that  walk  home 
with  him  from  Bragton  Bridge,  he  was  more  distasteful  than  ever. 
She  did  not  tell  herself  that  a  short  visit,  say  for  a  month,  to  Chelten- 
ham would  prevent  his  further  attentions,  but  she  felt  that  there 
would  be  a  temporary  escape.   I  do  not  think  that  she  dwelt  much 
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on  the  STiggcstion  that  Eeginald  Morton  should  be  her  companion  on 
the  journey,  but  the  idea  of  such  companionship,  even  for  a  short 
time,  was  pleasant  to  her.  If  he  did  this,  surely  then  he  would  forgive 
her  for  luiving  left  him  at  the  bridge.  She  had  much  to  think  of 
before  she  could  resolve  how  she  should  tell  her  tidings.  Should  she 
sliow  the  letter  first  to  her  stepmother  or  to  her  father?  In  the 
ordinary  course  of  things  in  that  house  the  former  course  would  be 
expected.  It  was  Mrs.  Masters  who  managed  everything  affecting  the 
family.  It  was  she  who  gave  permission  or  denied  permission  for 
every  indulgence.  She  was  generally  fair  to  the  three  girls,  taking 
special  pride  to  herself  for  doing  her  duty  by  her  stepdaughter ;  but 
on  this  very  account  she  was  the  more  likely  to  be  angry  if  Mary 
passed  her  by  on  such  an  occasion  as  this  and  went  to  her  father. 
But  should  her  stepmother  have  once  refused  her  permission,  then  the 
matter  would  have  been  decided  against  her.  It  would  be  quite 
useless  to  appeal  from  her  stepmother  to  her  father ;  nor  would  such 
an  appeal  come  within  the  scope  of  her  own  principles.  The  Mortons, 
and  especially  Lady  Ushant,  had  been  her  father's  friends  in  old  days, 
and  she  thought  that  perhaps  she  might  prevail  in  this  case  if  she  could 
speak  to  her  father  first.  She  knew  well  what  would  be  the  great,  or 
rather  the  real  objection.  Her  mother  would  not  wish  that  she  should 
be  removed  so  long  from  Larry  T  wentyman.  There  might  be  difficulties 
about  her  clothes,  but  her  father,  she  knew,  would  be  kind  to  her. 

At  last  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  ask  her  father.  He 
was  always  at  his  ofSce  desk  for  half  an  hour  in  the  morning,  before 
the  clerks  had  come,  and  on  the  following  day,  a  minute  or  two  after 
lie  had  taken  his  seat,  she  knocked  at  the  door.  He  was  busy  reading 
a  letter  from  Lord  Eufford's  man  of  business,  asking  him  certain 
questions  about  Goarly,  and  almost  employing  him  to  get  up  the  case 
on  Lord  Eufford's  behalf.  There  was  a  certain  triumph  to  him  in 
this.  It  was  not  by  his  means  that  tidings  had  reached  Lord  Eufford 
of  his  refusal  to  undertake  Goarly's  case.  But  Eunciman,  who  was 
often  allowed  by  his  lordship  to  say  a  few  words  to  him  in  the 
hunting-field,  had  mentioned  the  circumstance.  "A  man  like  Mr„ 
Masters  is  better  without  such  a  blackguard  as  that,"  the  lord 
had  said.  Then  Eunciman  had  replied,  "No  doubt,  my  lord;  no 
doubt.  But  Dillsborough  is  a  poor  place,  and  business  is  business, 
my  lord."  Then  Lord  Eufford  had  remembered  it,  and  the  letter 
which  the  attorney  was  somewhat  triumphantly  reading  had  been  the 
consequence. 

"  Is  that  you,  Mary  ?    What  can  I  do  for  you,  my  love  ?  " 
"Papa,  I  want  you  to  read  this."    Then  Mr.  Masters  read  the 
letter.    "  I  should  so  like  to  go." 
"  Should  you,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  Lady  Ushant  has  been  so  kind  to  me,  all  my  life.  And 
1  do  so  love  her ! " 
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"  What  does  mamma  say  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  asked  mamma." 

"  Is  there  any  reason  why  you  shouldn't  go  ?  " 

Of  that  one  reason — as  to  Larry  Twentyman — of  course  she  woulcJ 
say  nothing.  She  must  leave  him  to  discuss  that  with  her  mother. 
"I  should  want  some  clothes,  papa;  a  dress,  and  some  boots,  and  a 
new  hat,  and  there  would  be  money  for  the  journey,  and  a  few  other 
things."  The  attorney  winced,  but  at  the  same  time  remembered  that 
something  was  due  to  his  eldest  child  in  the  way  of  garments  and 
relaxation.   "  I  never  like  to  be  an  expense,  papa." 

"You  are  very  good  about  that,  my  dear.  I  don't  see  why  you 
shouldn't  go.  It's  very  kind  of  Lady  TJshant.  I'll  talk  to  mamma." 
Then  Mary  went  away  to  get  the  breakfast,  fearing  that  before  long 
there  would  be  black  looks  in  the  house. 

Mr.  Masters  at  once  went  up  to  his  wife,  having  given  himself 
a  minute  or  two  to  calculate  that  he  would  let  Mary  have  twenty 
pounds  for  the  occasion,  and  made  his  proposition.  "  I  never  heard 
of  such  nonsense  in  my  life,"  said  Mrs.  Masters. 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear !   Why  should  it  be  nonsense  ?  " 

"  Cocking  her  up  with  Lady  TJshant !  What  good  will  Lady  Ushant 
do  her  ?   She's  not  going  to  live  with  ladies  of  quality  all  her  life." 

"  Why  shouldn't  she  live  with  ladies  ?  " 

"  You  know  what  I  mean,  Gregory.  The  Mortons  have  dropped 
you,  for  any  use  they  were  to  you,  long  ago,  and  you  may  as  well  make 
up  your  mind  to  drop  them.  You'll  go  on  hankering  after  gentlefolks 
till  you've  about  ruined  yourself." 

When  he  remembered  that  he  had  that  very  morning  received  a 
commission  from  Lord  Eufford  he  thought  that  this  was  a  little  toO' 
bad.  But  he  was  not  now  in  a  humour  to  make  known  to  her  this  piece 
of  good  news.  "  I  like  to  feel  that  she  has  got  friends,"  he  said,  going 
back  to  Mary's  proposed  visit. 

"  Of  course  she  has  got  friends,  if  she'll  only  take  up  with  them  as 
she  ought  to  do.  Why  does  she  go  on  shilly-shallying  with  that  young 
man,  instead  of  closing  on  it  at  once  ?  If  she  did  that  she  wouldn't 
want  such  friends  as  Lady  Ushant.  Why  did  the  girl  come  to  you 
with  all  this  instead  of  asking  me  ?  " 

"  There  would  be  a  little  money  wanted." 

"  Money !  Yes,  I  dare  say.  It's  very  easy  to  want  money  but  very 
hard  to  get  it.  If  you  send  clients  away  out  of  the  office  with  a  flea 
in  their  ear  I  don't  see  how  she's  to  have  all  manner  of  luxuries.  She 
ought  to  have  come  to  me." 

"  I  don't  see  that  at  all,  my  dear." 

"  If  I'm  to  look  after  her  she  shall  be  said  by  me ; — that's  all.  I've 
done  for  her  just  as  I  have  for  my  own,  and  I'm  not  going  to  have  her 
turn  up  her  nose  at  me  directly  she  wants  anything  for  herself.  I 
know  what's  fit  for  Mary,  and  it  ain't  fit  that  she  should  go  trapesing 
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away  to  Cheltenham,  doing  nothing  in  that  old  -woman's  parlour,  and 
losing  her  chances  for  life.  Who  is  to  suppose  that  Larry  Twentyman 
will  go  on  dangling  after  her  in  this  way,  month  after  month  ?  Tho 
young  man  wants  a  wife,  and  of  course  he'll  get  one." 

"  You  can't  make  her  marry  the  man  if  she  don't  like  him." 

"  Like  him !  She  ought  to  be  made  to  like  him.  A  young  man 
well  off  as  he  is,  and  she  without  a  shilling !  All  that  comes  from 
Ushanting."  It  never  occurred  to  Mrs.  Masters  that  perhaps  the  very 
qualities  that  had  made  poor  Larry  so  vehemently  in  love  with  Mary 
had  come  from  her  intercourse  with  Lady  Ushant.  "  If  I'm  to  havo 
my  way  she  won't  go  a  yard  on  the  way  to  Cheltenham." 

"  I've  told  her  she  may  go,"  said  Mr.  Masters,  whose  mind  was 
wandering  back  to  old  days, — to  his  first  wife,  and  to  the  time  when  he 
used  to  be  an  occasional  guest  in  the  big  parlour  at  Bragton.  He  was 
always  ready  to  acknowledge  to  himself  that  his  present  wife  was  a 
good  and  helpful  companion  to  him  and  a  careful  mother  to  his 
children ;  but  there  were  moments  in  which  he  would  remember  with 
soft  regret  a  different  [phase  of  his  life.  Just  at  present  he  was  some- 
what angry,  and  resolving  in  his  own  mind  that  in  this  case  he  would 
have  his  own  way. 

"  Then  I  shall  tell  her  she  mayn't,"  said  Mrs.  Masters,  with  a  look  of 
dogged  determination. 

"  I  hope  you  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  my  dear.  I've  told  her 
that  she  shall  have  a  few  pounds  to  get  what  she  wants,  and  I  won't 
have  her  disappointed."  After  that  Mrs.  Masters  bounced  out  of  the 
room,  and  made  herself  very  disagreeable  indeed  over  the  tea-things. 

The  whole  household  was  much  disturbed  that  day.  Mrs.  Masters 
said  nothing  to  Mary  about  Lady  Ushant  all  the  morning,  but  said  a 
great  deal  about  other  things.  Poor  Mary  was  asked  whether  she  was 
not  ashamed  to  treat  a  young  man  as  she  was  treating  Mr.  Twentyman. 
Then  again  it  was  demanded  of  her  whether  she  thought  it  right  that 
all  the  house  should  be  knocked  about  for  her.  At  dinner  Mrs.  Mas- 
ters would  hardly  speak  to  her  husband  but  addressed  herself  exclu- 
sively to  Dolly  and  Kate.  Mr.  Masters  was  not  a  man  who  could, 
usually,  stand  this  kind  of  thing  very  long  and  was  accustomed  to  give 
up  in  despair  and  then  take  himself  off  to  the  solace  of  his  office-chair. 
But  on  the  present  occasion  he  went  on  through  his  meal  like  a  Spartan, 
and  retired  from  the  room  without  a  sign  of  surrender.  In  the  after- 
noon about  five  o'clock  Mary  watched  her  opportunity  and  found  him 
again  alone.  It  was  incumbent  on  her  to  reply  to  Lady  Ushant. 
Would  it  not  be  better  that  she  should  write  and  say  how  sorry  she 
was  that  she  could  not  come  ?  "  But  I  want  you  to  go,"  said  he. 

"  Oh,  papa ; — I  cannot  bear  to  cause  trouble." 

"  No,  my  dear,  no ;  and  I'm  sure  I  don't  like  trouble  myself.  But 
in  this  case  I  think  you  ought  to  go.  What  day  has  she  named  ?  " 
Then  Mary  declared  that  she  could  not  possibly  go  so  soon  as  Lady 
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TJshant  had  suggested,  but  that  she  could  be  ready  by  the  18th  of 
December.  "  Then  write  and  tell  her  so,  my  dear,  and  I  ■will  let  your 
mother  know  that  it  is  fixed."  But  Mary  still  hesitated,  desiring  to 
know  whether  she  had  not  better  speak  to  her  mother  first.  "  I  think 
you  had  better  write  your  letter  first," — and  then  he  absolutely  made 
her  write  in  the  office  and  give  it  to  him  to  be  posted.  After  that 
he  promised  to  communicate  to  Eeginald  Morton  what  had  been 
done. 

The  household  was  very  much  disturbed  the  whole  of  that  evening. 
Poor  Mary  never  remembered  such  a  state  of  things,  and  when  there 
had  been  any  difference  of  opinion,  she  had  hitherto  never  been  the 
cause  of  it.  Now  it  was  all  owing  to  her !  and  things  were  said  so 
terrible  that  she  hardly  knew  how  to  bear  them.  Her  father  had  pro- 
mised her  the  twenty  pounds,  and  it  was  insinuated  that  all  the  com- 
forts of  the  family  must  be  stopped  because  of  this  lavish  extravagance. 
Her  father  sat  still  and  bore  it,  almost  without  a  word.  Both  Dolly 
and  Kate  were  silent  and  wretched.  Mrs.  Masters  every  now  and  then 
gurgled  in  her  throat,  and  three  or  four  times  wiped  her  eyes.  "  I'm 
better  out  of  the  way  altogether,"  she  said  at  last,  jumping  up  and 
walking  towards  the  door  as  though  she  were  going  to  leave  the  room, 
— "  and  the  house,  for  ever." 

"  Mamma,"  said  Mary,  rising  from  her  seat,  "  I  won't  go.  I'll 
Tvrite  to  Lady  Ushant  that  I  can't  do  it." 

"  You're  not  to  mind  me,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.  "  You're  to  do  what 
your  papa  tells  you.  Everything  that  I  have  been  striving  at  is  to  be 
thrown  away.  I'm  to  be  nobody,  and  it's  quite  right  that  your  papa 
should  tell  you  so." 

"Dear  mamma,  don't  talk  like  that,"  said  Mary,  clinging  hold  of 
her  stepmother. 

"  Your  papa  sits  there  and  won't  say  a  word,"  said  Mrs.  Masters, 
stamping  her  foot. 

"  What's  the  good  of  speaking,  when  you  go  on  like  that  before  the 
children?  "  said  Mr.  Masters,  getting  up  from  his  chair.  "  I  say  that  it's 
a  proper  thing  that  the  girl  should  go  to  see  the  old  friend  who  brought 
her  up,  and  has  been  always  kind  to  her — and  she  shall  go."  Mrs. 
Masters  seated  herself  on  the  nearest  chair,  and  leaning  her  head 
against  the  wall,  began  to  go  into  hysterics.  "  Your  letter  has  already 
gone,  Mary ;  and  I  desire  you  will  write  no  other  without  letting  me 
know."  Then  he  left  the  room  and  the  house,  and  absolutely  went 
•over  to  the  Bush.  This  latter  proceeding  was,  however,  hardly  more 
than  a  bravado ;  for  he  merely  took  the  opportunity  of  asking  Mrs. 
Eunciman  a  question  at  the  bar,  and  then  walked  back  to  his  own 
house,  and  shut  himself  up  in  the  office. 

On  the  next  morning  he  called  on  Eeginald  Morton  and  told  him 
that  his  daughter  had  accepted  Lady  Ushant's  invitation,  but  could 
-not  go  till  the  18th.    "  I  shall  be  proud  to  take  charge  of  her,"  said 
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Ecginaid.  "  And  as  for  the  cliango  in  the  day  it  will  suit  me  all  the 
better."    So  that  was  settled. 

On  the  next  day,  Friday,  Mrs.  Masters  did  not  come  down  to 
breakfast,  but  was  waited  upon  upstairs  by  her  own  daughters.  This 
with  her  was  a  most  unusual  circumstance.  The  two  maids  were  of 
opinion  that  such  a  thing  had  never  occurred  before,  and  that  there- 
fore master  must  have  been  out  half  the  night  at  the  public-houso 
although  they  had  not  known  it.  To  Mary  she  would  hardly  speak  a 
word.  She  appeared  at  dinner,  and  called  her  husband,  Mr.  Masters, 
when  she  helped  him  to  stew.  All  the  afternoon  she  averred  that  her 
head  was  splitting,  but  managed  to  say  many  very  bitter  things  about 
gentlemen  in  general,  and  expressed  a  vehement  hope  that  that  poor 
man  Goarly  would  get  at  least  a  hundred  pounds.  It  must  be  owned, 
however,  that  at  this  time  she  had  heard  nothing  of  Lord  Eufford's 
commission  to  her  husband.  In  the  evening  Larry  came  in  and  was  at 
once  told  the  terrible  news.  "  Larry,"  said  Kate,  "  Mary  is  going  away 
for  a  month." 

"  Where  are  you  going,  Mary  ?  "  asked  the  lover  eagerly. 
"  To  Lady  Ushant's,  Mr.  Twentyman." 
"  For  a  month  ! " 

"  She  has  asked  me  for  a  month,"  said  Mary. 

"  It's  a  regular  fool's  errand,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.  "  It's  not  done- 
with  my  consent,  Mr.  Twentyman.  I  don't  think  she  ought  to  stir 
from  home  till  things  are  more  settled." 

"  They  can  be  settled  this  moment  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said 
-iarry  standing  up. 

"  There  now,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.  At  this  time  Mr.  Masters  was 
not  in  the  room.  If  you  can  make  it  straight  with  Mr.  Twentyman  I 
won't  say  a  word  against  your  going  away  for  a  month." 

"  Mamma,  you  shouldn't ! "  exclaimed  Mary. 

"  I  hate  such  nonsense.  Mr.  Twentyman  is  behaving  honest  and 
genteel.  What  more  would  you  have  ?  Give  him  an  answer  like  a 
sensible  girl." 

"I  have  given  him  an  answer  and  I  cannot  say  anything  moi%" 
said  Mary  as  she  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTEE  XIX. 

"who  valued  the  geese?" 

Before  the  time  had  come  for  the  visit  to  Eiifford  Hall  Mr.  Gotobed 
had  called  upon  Bearside  the  attorney  and  had  learned  as  much  as  Mr. 
Bearside  chose  to  tell  him  of  the  facts  of  the  case.  This  took  place  on 
the  Saturday  morning  and  the  interview  was  on  the  whole  satisfactory 
to  the  Senator.  But  then  having  a  theory  of  his  own  in  his  head,  and 
being  fond  of  ventilating  his  own  theories,  he  explained  thoroughly  to 
the  man  the  story  which  he  wished  to  hear  before  the  man  was  called 
upon  to  tell  his  story.  Mr.  Bearside  of  course  told  it  accordingly. 
Goarly  was  a  very  poor  man,  and  very  ignorant ;  was  perhaps  not 
altogether  so  good  a  member  of  society  as  he  might  have  been ;  but  no 
doubt  he  had  a  strong  case  against  the  lord.  The  lord,  so  said  Mr. 
Bearside,  had  fallen  into  a  way  of  paying  a  certain  recompense  in 
certain  cases  for  crops  damaged  by  game; — and  having  in  this  way 
laid  down  a  rule  for  himself  did  not  choose  to  have  that  rule  disturbed. 
"  J ust  feudalism ! "  said  the  indignant  Senator.  "  No  better,  nor  yet  no 
worse  than  that,  sir,"  said  the  attorney,  who  did  not  in  the  least  know 
what  feudalism  was.  "  The  strong  hand  backed  by  the  strong  rank, 
and  the  strong  purse  determined  to  have  its  own  way ! "  continued  the 
Senator.  "  A  most  determined  man  is  his  lordship,"  said  the  attorney. 
Then  the  Senator  expressed  his  hope  that  Mr.  Bearside  would  be  able 
to  see  the  poor  man  through  it,  and  Mr.  Bearside  explained  to  the 
Senator  that  the  poor  man  was  a  very  poor  man  indeed,  who  had  been 
so  unfortunate  with  his  land  that  he  was  hardly  able  to  provide  bread 
for  himself  and  his  children.  He  went  so  far  as  to  insinuate  that  he 
was  taking  up  this  matter  himself  solely  on  the  score  of  charity,  adding 
that,  as  he  could  not  of  course  afford  to  be  money  out  of  pocket  for 
•expenses  of  witnesses,  etc.,  he  did  not  quite  see  how  he  was  to  proceed. 
Then  the  Senator  made  certain  promises.  He  was,  he  said,  going  back 
to  London  in  the  course  of  next  week,  but  he  did  not  mind  making 
himself  responsible  to  the  extent  of  fifty  dollars  if  the  thing  were 
carried  on,  bona  tide,  to  a  conclusion.  Mr.  Bearside  declared  that  it 
would  of  course  be  bona  fide,  and  asked  the  Senator  for  his  address. 
Would  Mr.  Gotobed  object  to  putting  his  name  to  a  little  docket 
certifying  to  the  amount  promised?  Mr.  Gotobed  gave  an  address, 
but  thought  that  in  such  a  matter  as  that  his  word  might  be  trusted. 
If  it  were  not  trusted,  then  the  offer  might  fall  to  the  ground.  Mr. 
Bearside  was  profuse  in  his  apologies  and  declared  that  the  gentle- 
man's word  was  as  good  as  his  bond. 

Mr.  Gotobed  made  no  secret  of  his  doings.  Perhaps  he  had  a 
feeling  that  he  could  not  justify  himself  in  so  strange  a  proceeding 
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without  absolute  candour.  He  saw  Mr.  Mainwaring  in  the  strcot  as  he 
left  Ecarsido's  ofSce  and  told  him  all  about  it.  "  I  just  want,  sir,  to 
6>ee  what'll  come  of  it." 

"  You'll  lose  your  fifty  dollars,  Mr.  Gotobed,  and  only  cause  a  little 
vexation  to  a  high-spirited  young  nobleman." 

"  Very  likely,  sir.  But  neither  the  loss  of  my  dollars,  nor  Lord 
Eufford's  slight  vexation,  will  in  the  least  disturb  my  rest.  I'm  not  a 
rich  man,  sir,  but  I  should  like  to  watch  the  way  in  which  such  a 
question  will  be  tried  and  brought  to  a  conclusion  in  this  aristocratic 
country.  I  don't  quite  know  what  your  laws  may  be,  Mr.  Main- 
waring  ?  " 

"  Just  the  same  as  your  own,  Mr.  Gotobed,  I  take  it." 

"  We  have  no  game  laws,  sir.  As  I  was  saying  I  don't  understand 
your  laws,  hat  justice  is  the  same  everywhere.  If  this  great  lord's 
game  has  eaten  up  the  poor  man's  wheat  the  great  lord  ought  to  pay 
for  it." 

"  The  owners  of  game  pay  for  the  damage  they  do  three  times 
over,"  said  the  parson,  who  was  very  strongly  on  that  side  of  the 
question.  "  Do  you  think  that  such  men  as  Goarly  would  be  better 
off  if  the  gentry  were  never  to  come  into  the  country  at  all  ?  " 

"  Peril  aps,  Mr.  Mainwaring,  I  may  think  that  there  would  be  no 
Goarlys  if  there  were  no  Euffords.  That,  however,  is  a  great  question 
which  cannot  be  argued  on  this  case.  All  we  can  hope  here  is  that 
one  poor  man  may  have  an  act  of  justice  done  him,  though  in  seeking 
for  it  he  has  to  struggle  against  so  wealthy  a  magnate  as  Lord 
Eufford." 

"  What  I  hope  is  that  he  may  be  found  out,"  replied  Mr.  Main- 
waring with  equal  enthusiasm,  "  and  then  he  will  be  in  Eufford  gaol 
hefore  long.  That's  the  justice  I  look  for.  Who  do  you  think  put 
down  the  poison  in  Dillsborough  wood  ?  " 

"  How  was  it  that  the  poor  woman  lost  all  her  geese  ?  "  asked  the 
Senator. 

"  She  was  paid  for  a  great  many  more  than  she  lost,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  That  doesn't  touch  upon  the  injustice  of  the  proceeding.  Who 
assessed  the  loss,  sir  ?  Who  valued  the  geese  ?  Am  I  to  keep  a  pet 
tiger  in  my  garden,  and  give  you  a  couple  of  dollars  when  he  destroys 
your  pet  dog,  and  think  myself  justified  because  dogs  as  a  rule  are  not 
worth  more  than  two  dollars  each?  She  has  a  right  to  her  own 
geese  on  her  own  ground." 

"  And  Lord  Eufford,  sir,  as  I  take  it,"  said  Eunciman,  who  had 
been  allowed  to  come  up  and  hear  the  end  of  the  conversation,  "  has  a 
right  to  his  own  foxes  in  his  own  coverts." 

"  Yes, — if  he  could  keep  them  there,  my  friend.  But  as  it  is  the 
nature  of  foxes  to  wander  away  and  to  be  thieves,  he  has  no  such 
right." 

"Of  course,  sir,  begging  your  pardon,"  said  Eunciman,  "I  was 
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speaking  of  EDgland."  Eunciman  had  heard  of  the  Senator  Gotobed, 
as  indeed  had  all  Dillsborough  by  this  time. 

"And  I  am  speaking  of  justice  all  the  world  over/'  said  the  Senator^ 
slapping  his  hand  upon  his  thigh.  "  But  I  only  want  to  see.  It  may 
be  that  England  is  a  country  in  which  a  poor  man  should  not  attempt 
to  hold  a  few  acres  of  land." 

On  that  night  the  Dillsborough  club  met  as  usual  and,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  Goarly  and  the  American  Senator  were  the  subjects  chiefly 
discussed.  Everybody  in  the  room  knew, — or  thought  that  he  knew, 
— that  Goarly  was  a  cheating,  fraudulent  knave,  and  that  Lord  Eufford 
was,  at  any  rate,  in  this  case  acting  properly.  They  all  understood  the 
old  goose,  and  were  aware,  nearly  to  a  bushel,  of  the  amount  of  wheat 
which  the  man  had  sold  off  those  two  fields.  Eunciman  knew  that 
the  interest  on  the  mortgage  had  been  paid,  and  could  only  have  been 
paid  out  of  the  produce ;  and  Larry  Twentynaan  knew  that  if  Goarly 
took  his  7s.  6d  an  acre  he  would  be  better  off  than  if  the  wood  had  not 
been  there.  But  yet  among  them  all  they  didn't  quite  see  how  they 
were  to  confute  the  Senator's  logic.  They  could  not  answer  it 
satisfactorily,  even  among  themselves ;  but  they  felt  that  if  Goarly 
coiild  be  detected  in  some  offence,  that  would  confute  the  Senator. 
Among  themselves  it  was  sufficient  to  repeat  the  well-known  fact  that 
Goarly  was  a  rascal ;  but  with  reference  to  this  aggravating,  interfer- 
ing, and  most  obnoxious  American  it  would  be  necessary  to  prove  it. 

"  His  lordship  has  put  it  into  Ma-sters's  hands,  I'm  told,"  said  the 
doctor.  At  this  time  neither  the_'[attorney  nor  Larry  Twentyman  was 
in  the  room. 

"  He  couldn't  have  done  better,"  said  Eunciman,  speaking  from 
behind  a  long  clay  pipe. 

"  All  the  same  he  was  nibbling  at  Goarly,"  said  Fred  Botsey., 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  was  nibbling  at  Goarly  at  all,  Mr.  Botsey," 
said  the  landlord.  "  Goarly  came  to  him,  and  Goarly  was  refused. 
What  more  would  you  have  ?  " 

"  It's  all  one  to  me,"  said  Botsey,  "  only  I  do  think  that  in  a  sport- 
ing county  like  this  the  place  ought  to  be  made  too  hot  to  hold  a 
blackguard  like  that.  If  he  comes  out  at  me  with  his  gun  I'll  ride 
over  him.    And  I  wouldn't  mind  riding  over  that  American  too." 

"  That's  just  what  would  suit  Goarly's  book,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Exactly  what  Goarly  would  like,"  said  Harry  Stubbings. 

Then  Mr.  Masters  and  Larry  entered  the  room.  On  that  evening 
two  things  had  occurred  to  the  attorney.  Nickem  had  returned,  and 
had  asked  for  and  received  an  additional  week's  leave  of  absence.  He 
had  declined  to  explain  accurately  what  he  was  doing,  but  gave  the 
attorney  to  understand  that  he  thought  that  he  was  on  the  way  to  the 
bottom  of  the  whole  thing.  Then,  after  Nickem  had  left  him,  Mr. 
^•Masters  had  a  letter  of  instructions  from  Lord  Eufford's  steward. 
When  he  received  it,  and  found  that  his  paid  services  had  been  abso- 
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lately  employed  on  behalf  of  his  lordship,  he  almost  regretted  the 
encouragement  he  had  given  to  Nickem.  In  the  first  place  he  might 
want  Nickem.  And  then  he  felt  that  in  his  present  position  he  ought 
not  to  be  a  party  to  anything  underhand.  But  Nickem  was  gone,  and 
he  was  obliged  to  console  himself  by  thinking  that  Nickem  was  at  any 
rate  employing  his  intellect  on  the  right  side.  When  he  left  his  house 
n-iih  Larry  Twentyman  he  had  told  his  wife  nothing  about  Lord 
Eufford.  Up  to  this  time  he  and  his  wife  had  not  as  yet  reconciled 
their  difference,  and  poor  Mary  was  still  living  in  misery.  Larry,  though 
he  had  called  for  the  attorney,  had  not  sat  down  in  the  parlour,  and 
had  barely  spoken  to  Mary.  "  For  gracious'  sake,  Mr.  Twentyman, 
don't  let  him  stay  in  that  place  there  half  the  night,"  said  Mrs. 
Masters.    "  It  ain't  fit  for  a  father  of  a  family." 

"  Father  never  does  stay  half  the  night,"  said  Kate,  who  took  more 
liberties  in  that  house  than  any  one  else. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  miss.  I  don't  know  whether  it  wouldn't  be 
better  for  you,  Mr.  Twentyman,  if  you  were  not  there  so  often  your- 
self." Poor  Larry  felt  this  to  be  hard.  He  was  not  even  engaged  as 
yet,  and  as  far  as  he  could  see  was  not  on  the  way  to  be  engaged.  In 
such  condition  surely  his  possible  mother-in-law  could  have  no  right 
to  interfere  with  him.  He  condescended  to  make  no  reply,  but  crossed 
the  passage  and  carried  the  attorney  off  with  him. 

"  You've  heard  what  that  American  gentleman  has  been  about, 
Mr.  Masters  ?  "  asked  the  landlord. 

"  I'm  told  he's  been  with  Bearside." 

"  And  has  offered  to  pay  his  bill  for  him  if  he'll  carry  on  the  busi- 
ness for  Goarly.    Whoever  heard  the  like  of  that  ?  " 

"  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he  ?  "  asked  the  doctor. 

"  A  great  man  m  his  own  country,  everybody  says,"  answered  Eunci- 
man.  "  I  wish  he'd  stayed  there.  He  comes  over  here  and  thinks  ho 
understands  everything  just  as  though  he  had  lived  here  all  his  life. 
Did  you  say  gin  cold,  Larry ; — and  rum  for  you,  Mr.  Masters  ?  "  Then 
the  landlord  gave  the  orders  to  the  girl  who  had  answered  the  bell. 

"  But  they  say  he's  actually  going  to  Lord  Eufford's,"  said  young 
Botsey,  who  would  have  given  one  of  his  fingers  to  be  asked  to  the 
lord's  house. 

"  They  are  all  going  from  Bragton,"  said  Eunciman. 
"  The  young  squire  is  going  to  ride  one  of  my  horses,"  said  Harry 
Stubbings. 

"  That'll  be  an  easy  three  pounds  in  your  pockets,  Harry,"  said  the 
doctor.  In  answer  to  which  Harry  remarked  that  he  took  all  that  as 
it  came,  the  heavies  and  lights  together,  and  that  there  was  not  much 
change  to  be  got  out  of  three  sovereigns  when  some  gentlemen  liad  had 
a  horse  out  for  the  day,— particularly  when  a  gentleman  didn't  pay 
perhaps  for  twelve  months. 

"  The  whole  party  is  going,"  continued  the  landlord.    "  How  he  if 
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to  have  the  cheek  to  go  into  his  lordship's  house  after  what  he  is  doitg 
is  more  than  I  can  understand." 

"  What  business  is  it  of  his  ?  "  said  Larry  angrily.  "  That's  what  I 
want  to  know.  What'd  he  think  if  we  went  and  interfered  over  there  ? 
I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  he  got  a  little  rough  usage  before  he's  out 
of  the  county.  I'm  told  he  came  across  Bean  when  he  was  ferretting 
about  the  other  day,  and  that  Bean  gave  bun  quite  as  good  as  he 
brought." 

"  I  say  he's  a  spy,"  said  Eibbs  the  butcher,  from  his  seat  on  the 
sofa.    "  I  hates  a  spy." 

Soon  after  that  Mr.  Masters  left  the  room  and  Larry  Twentyman 
followed  him.  There  was  something  almost  ridiculous  in  the  way  the 
young  man  would  follow  the  attorney  about  on  these  Saturday  even- 
ings,— as  though  he  could  make  love  to  the  girl  by  talking  to  the  father. 
But  on  this  occasion  he  had  something  special  to  say.  "  So  Mary's 
going  to  Cheltenham,  Mr.  Masters  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  is.   You  don't  see  any  objection  to  that,  I  hope." 

"  Not  in  the  least,  Mr.  Masters.  I  wish  she  might  go  anywhere  to 
enjoy  herself.  And  from  all  I've  heard  Lady  Ushant  is  a  very  good 
sort  of  lady." 

"  A  very  good  sort  of  lady.  She  won't  do  Mary  any  harm.  Twenty - 
man." 

"  I  don't  suppose  she  will.  But  there's  one  thing  I  should  like 
to  know.  Why  shouldn't  she  tell  me  before  she  goes  that  she'll  have 
me?" 

"  I  wish  she  would  with  all  my  heart." 
"  And  Mrs.  Masters  is  all  on  my  side." 
"  Quite  so." 

"  And  the  girls  have  alvi^ays  been  my  friends." 
"  I  think  we  are  all  your  friends,  Twentyman.   I'm  sure  Mary  is. 
But  that  isn't  marrying ; — is  it  ?  " 

"  If  you  would  speak  to  her,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  What  would  you  have  me  say  ?  I  couldn't  bid  my  girl  to  have 
one  man  or  another.  I  could  only  tell  her  what  I  think,  and  that 
she  knows  already." 

"If  you  were  to  say  that  you  wished  it!  She  thinks  so  much 
about  you." 

"  I  couldn't  tell  her  that  I  wished  it  in  a  manner  that  would  drive 
her  into  it.  Of  course  it  would  be  a  very  good  match.  But  I  have 
only  to  think  of  her  happiness,  and  I  must  leave  her  to  judge  what 
will  make  her  happy." 

"  I  should  like  to  have  it  fixed  some  way  before  she  starts,"  said 
Larry,  in  an  altered  tone. 

"  Of  course  you  are  your  own  master,  Twentyman.  And  you  have, 
behaved  very  well." 

"This  is  a  kind  of  thing  that  a  man  can't  stand,"  said  the  young 
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farmer  sulkily.  "  Good-night,  Mr.  Masters."  Tlien  he  walliccl  off 
home  to  Chowton  Earm  meditating  on  his  own  condition,  and  trying 
to  make  up  his  mind  to  leave  the  scornful  girl  and  become  a  free  man. 
But  he  couldn't  do  it.  He  couldn't  etan  quite  make  up  his  mind  that 
he  would  try  to  do  it.  There  was  a  bitterness  within  as  he  thought 
of  permanent  fixed  failure  which  he  could  not  digest.  There  was 
a  craving  in  his  heart  which  he  did  not  himself  quite  understand,  but 
which  made  him  think  that  the  world  would  be  unfit  to  be  lived  in 
if  he  were  to  be  altogether  separated  from  Mary  Masters.  He  couldn't 
separate  himself  from  her.  It  was  all  very  well  thinking  of  it,  talking 
of  it,  thi-eatening  it;  but,  in  truth,  he  couldn't  do  it.  There  might, 
of  course,  be  an  emergency  in  which  he  must  do  it.  She  might  declare 
that  she  loved  some  one  else  and  she  might  marry  that  other  person. 
In  that  event  he  saw  no  other  alternative  but, — as  he  expressed  it  to 
himself, — "  to  run  a  mucker."  Whether  the  "  mucker  "  should  be  run 
against  Mary,  or  against  the  fortunate  lover,  or  against  himself,  he  did 
not  at  present  resolve. 

But  he  did  resolve  as  he  reached  his  own  hall- door  that  he  would 
make  one  more  passionate  appeal  to  Mary  herself  before  she  started 
for  Cheltenham,  and  that  he  would  not  make  it  out  on  a  public  path, 
or  in  the  Masters'  family  parlour  before  all  the  Masters'  family ; — but 
that  he  would  have  her  secluded,  by  herself,  so  that  he  might  speak 
out  all  that  was  in  him,  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

THERE  AEE  CONVENAKC30. 

Befosb  the  Monday  came  the  party  to  Eufford  Hall  had  become  quite 
a  settled  thing  and  had  been  very  much  discussed.  On  the  Saturday 
the  Senator  had  been  driven  to  the  meet,  a  distance  of  about  ten  miles, 
on  purpose  that  he  might  see  Lord  Eufford  and  explain  his  views 
about  Goarly.  Lord  Eufford  had  bowed,  and  stared,  and  laughed,  and 
had  then  told  the  Senator  that  he  thought  he  would  "  find  himself  in 
the  wrong  box."  "  That's  quite  possible,  my  lord.  I  guess,  it  won't 
be  the  first  time  I've  been  in  the  wrong  box,  my  lord.  Sometimes  I 
do  get  right.  But  I  thought  I  would  not  enter  your  lordship's  house 
as  a  guest  without  telling  you  what  I  was  doing."  Then  Lord  Eufford 
assured  him  that  this  little  affair  about  Goarly  would  make  no  differ- 
ence in  that  respect.  Mr.  Gotobed  again  scrutinised  the  hounds  and 
Tony  Tuppett,  laughed  in  his  sleeve  because  a  fox  wasn't  found  in  the 
first  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  after  that  was  driven  back  to  Bragton. 
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The  Sunday  was  a  clay  of  preparation  for  the  Trefoils.  Of  course 
they  didn't  go  to  church.  Arabella^  indeed,  was  never  up  in  time  for 
church,  and  Lady  Augustus  only  went  when  her  going  would  be  duly 
registered  among  fashionable  people.  Mr.  Gotobed  laughed  when  he 
was  invited  and  asked  whether  anybody  was  ever  known  to  go  to 
church  two  Sundays  running  at  Bragton.  "  People  have  been  known 
to  refuse  with  less  acrimony,"  said  Morton.  "I  always  speak  my 
mind,  sir,"  replied  the  Senator.  Poor  John  Morton,  therefore,  went  to 
his  parish  church  alone. 

There  were  many  things  to  be  considered  by  the  Trefoils.  There 
was  the  question  of  dress.  If  any  good  was  to  be  done  by  Arabella  at 
Eufford  it  must  be  done  with  great  despatch.  There  would  be  the 
dinner  on  Monday,  the  hunting  on  Tuesday,  the  ball,  and  then  the 
interesting  moment  of  departure.  No  girl  could  make  better  use  of 
her  time ;  but  then,  think  of  her  difficulties !  All  that  she  did  would 
have  to  be  done  under  the  very  eyes  of  the  man  to  whom  she  was 
engaged,  and  to  whom  she  wished  to  remain  engaged, — unless,  as  she 
said  to  herself,  she  could  "  pull  off  the  other  event."  A  great  deal 
must  depend  on  appearance.  As  she  and  her  mother  were  out  on  a 
lengthened  cruise  among  long-suffering  acquaintances,  going  to  the 
De  Brownes  after  the  Gores,  and  the  Smijthes  after  the  De  Brownes, 
with  as  many  holes  to  run  to  afterwards  as  a  four-year-old  fox, — 
though  with  the  same  probability  of  finding  them  stopped, — of  course 
she  had  her  wardrobe  with  her.  To  see  her  night  after  night  one 
would  think  that  it  was  supplied  with  all  that  wealth  would  give. 
But  there  were  deficiencies  and  there  were  make-shifts,  very  well 
known  to  herself  and  well  understood  by  her  maid.  She  could 
generally  supply  herself  with  gloves  by  bets,  as  to  which  she  had 
never  any  scruple  in  taking  either  what  she  did  win  or  did  not,  and 
in  dunning  any  who  might  chance  to  be  defaulters.  On  occasions  too, 
when  not  afraid  of  the  bystanders,  she  would  venture  on  a  hat,  and 
though  there  was  difficulty  as  to  the  payment,  not  being  able  to  give 
her  number  as  she  did  with  gloves,  so  that  the  tradesmen  could  send 
the  article,  still  she  would  manage  to  get  the  hat, — and  the  trimmings. 
It  was  said  of  her  that  she  once  offered  to  lay  an  Ulster  to  a  sealskin 
jacket,  but  that  the  young  man  had  coolly  said  that  a  sealskin  jacket 
was  beyond  a  joke  and  had  asked  her  whether  she  was  ready  to  "  put 
down"  her  Ulster.  These  were  little  difficulties  from  which  she 
usually  knew  how  to  extricate  herself  without  embarrassment;  but 
she  had  not  expected  to  have  to  marshal  her  forces  against  such  an 
enemy  as  Lord  Eufford,  or  to  sit  down  for  the  besieging  of  such  a  city 
this  campaign.  There  were  little  things  which  required  to  be  done, 
and  the  lady's-maid  certainly  had  not  time  to  go  to  church  on  Sunday. 

But  there  were  other  things  which  troubled  her  even  more  than 
her  clothes.  She  did  not  much  like  Bragton,  and  at  Bragton,  in  his 
own  house,  she  did  not  very  much  like  her  proposed  husband.  At 
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A\'ashington  he  had  been  somcbodj'.  She  had  met  him  everywhere 
then,  and  had  heard  him  much  talked  about.  At  Washington  he 
had  been  a  popular  man  and  had  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  rich 
man  also ; — but  here,  in  the  country  of  England,  he  seemed  to  her  to 
fall  off  in  importance,  and  he  certainly  had  not  made  himself  pleasant. 
Whether  any  man  could  bo  pleasant  to  her  in  the  retirement  of  a  coun- 
try house, — any  man  whom  she  should  have  no  interest  in  running 
down,  she  did  not  ask  herself.  An  engagement  to  her  must  under  any 
circumstances  be  a  humdrum  thing, — to  be  brightened  only  by  wealth. 
But  here  she  saw  no  signs  of  wealth.  Nevertheless,  she  was  not  pre- 
pared to  shove  away  the  plank  from  below  her  feet,  till  she  was  sure 
that  she  had  a  more  substantial  board  on  which  to  step.  Her  mother^ 
who  perhaps  did  not  see  in  the  character  of  Morton  all  the  charms 
which  she  would  wish  to  find  in  a  son-in-law,  was  anxious  to  shake  off 
the  Bragton  alliance ;  but  Arabella,  as  she  said  so  often  both  to  herself 
and  to  her  mother,  was  sick  of  the  dust  of  the  battle  and  conscious  of 
fading  strength.  She  would  make  this  one  more  attempt,  but  must 
make  it  with  great  care.  When  last  in  town  this  young  lord  had 
whispered  a  word  or  two  to  her,  which  then  had  set  her  hoping  for  a 
couple  of  days ,  and  now,  when  chance  had  brought  her  into  his 
neighbourhood,  he  had  gone  out  of  his  way, — very  much  out  of  his  way, 
— to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  her.  She  would  be  mad  not  to  give 
herself  the  chance ;  but  yet  she  could  not  afford  to  let  the  plank  go 
from  under  her  feet. 

But  the  part  she  had  to  play  was  one  which  even  she  felt  to  be 
almost  beyond  her  powers.  She  could  perceive  that  Morton  was 
beginning  to  be  jealous, — and  that  his  jealousy  was  not  of  that  nature 
which  strengthens  a  tie  but  which  is  apt  to  break  it  altogether.  His 
jealousy,  if  fairly  aroused,  would  not  be  appeased  by  a  final  return  to 
himself.  She  had  already  given  him  occasion  to  declare  himself  off 
and  if  thoroughly  angered  he  would  no  doubt  use  it.  Day  by  day,  and 
almost  hour  by  hour,  he  was  becoming  more  sombre  and  hard,  and  she 
was  well  aware  that  there  was  reason  for  it.  It  did  not  suit  her  tc 
walk  about  alone  with  him  through  the  shrubberies.  It  did  not  suil 
her  to  be  seen  with  his  arm  round  her  waist.  Of  course  the  people  oi 
Bragton  would  talk  of  the  engagement,  but  she  would  prefer  that  thej 
should  talk  of  it  with  doubt.  Even  her  own  maid  had  declared  to  Mrs 
Hopkins  that  she  did  not  know  whether  there  was  or  was  not  an 
engagement, — her  own  maid  being  at  the  time  almost  in  her  confidence 
Very  few  of  the  comforts  of  a  lover  had  been  vouchsafed  to  John  Mor- 
ton during  this  sojourn  at  Bragton  and  very  little  had  been  done  in 
accordance  with  his  wishes.  Even  this  visit  to  Eufford,  as  she  well 
knew,  was  being  made  in  opposition  to  him.  She  hoped  that  her  lovei 
would  not  attempt  to  ride  to  hounds  on  the  Tuesday,  so  that  she 
might  be  near  the  lord  unseen  by  him, — and  that  he  would  leave  Euf- 
ford on  the  Wednesday  before  herself  and  her  mother.  At  the  ball,  ol 
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course,  she  could  dance  with  Lord  Eufford,  and  could  keep  iicr  eye  on 
her  lover  at  the  same  time. 

She  hardly  saw  him  on  the  Sunday  afternoon,  and  she  was  again 
closeted  on  the  Monday  till  lunch.  They  were  to  start  at  four,  and 
there  would  not  be  much  more  than  time  after  lunch  for  her  to  put  on 
her  travelling  gear.  Then,  as  they  all  felt,  there  was  a  difficulty  about 
the  carriages.  Who  was  to  go  with  whom  ?  Arabella,  after  lunch, 
took  the  bull  by  the  horns.  "  I  suppose,"  she  said  as  Morton  followed 
her  out  into  the  hall,  "  mamma  and  I  had  better  go  in  the  phaeton." 

"  I  was  thinking  that  Lady  Augustus  might  consent  to  travel  with 
Mr.  Gotobed  and  that  you  and  I  might  have  the  phaeton." 

"  Of  course  it  would  be  very  pleasant,"  she  answered  smiling. 

"  Then  why  not  let  it  be  so  ?  " 

"  There  are  convenances." 

"  How  would  it  be  if  you  and  I  were  going  without  anybody  else  ? 
Do  you  mean  to  say  that  in  that  case  we  might  not  sit  in  the  same 
carriage  ?  " 

"  I  mean  to  say  that  in  that  case,  I  should  not  go  at  all.  It  isn't 
done  in  England.  You  have  been  in  the  States  so  long  that  you  forget 
all  our  old-fashioned  ways." 

"I  do  think  that  is  nonsense."  She  only  smiled  and  shook  her 
head.  "  Then  the  Senator  shall  go  in  the  phaeton,  and  I  will  go  with 
you  and  your  mother." 

"Yes,  and  quarrel  with  mamma  all  the  time  as  you  always  do. 
Let  me  have  it  my  own  way  this  time." 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  believe  you  are  ashamed  of  me,"  he  said,  leaning 
back  upon  the  hall  table.  He  had  shut  the  dining-room  door,  and  she 
was  standing  close  to  him. 

"  What  nonsense ! " 

"  You  have  only  got  to  say  so,  Arabella,  and  let  there  bo  an  end  of 
it  all." 

"  If  you  wish  it,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  You  know  I  don't  wish  it.  You  know  I  am  ready  to  marry  you 
to-morrow." 

"  You  have  made  ever  so  many  difSculties,  as  far  as  I  can  under- 
stand." 

"  You  have  unreasonable  people  acting  for  you,  Arabella,  and  of 
course  I  don't  mean  to  give  way  to  them." 

"  Pray  don't  talk  to  me  about  money.  I  know  nothing  about  it, 
and  have  taken  no  part  in  the  matter.  I  suppose  there  must  be 
settlements." 

"  Of  course  there  must." 

"  And  I  can  only  do  what  other  people  tell  me.  You,  at  any  rate, 
have  something  to  do  with  it  all,  and  I  have  absolutely  nothing." 

"  That  is  no  reason  you  shouldn't  go  in  the  same  carriage  with  me 
to  Eufford." 
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"  Are  you  coming  back  to  that,  just  like  a  big  child  ?  Do  let  us 
consider  that  as  settled.  I'm  sure  you'll  let  mamma  and  mo  have  the 
use  of  the  phaeton  ?  "  Of  course  the  little  contest  was  ended  in  the 
manner  proposed  by  Arabella. 

"  I  do  think,"  said  Arabella,  when  she  and  her  mother  were  seated 
in  the  carriage,  "  that  we  have  treated  him  very  badly." 

"  Quite  as  well  as  he  deserves.  What  a  house  to  bring  us  to ;  and 
what  people !  Did  you  ever  come  across  such  an  old  woman  before  ? 
And  she  has  him  completely  under  her  thumb.  Are  you  prepared  to 
live  with  that  harridan  ?  " 

"  You  may  let  me  alone,  mamma,  for  all  that.  She  won't  be  in  my 
way  after  I'm  married,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  You'll  have  something  to  do,  then." 

"  I  ain't  a  bit  afraid  of  her." 

"  And  to  ask  us  to  meet  such  people  as  this  American ! " 

"He's  going  back  to  AVashington,  and  it  suited  him  to  have  him. 
I  don't  quarrel  with  him  for  that.  I  wish  I  were  married  to  him  and 
back  in  the  States." 

"You  do?" 

"I  do." 

"  You  have  given  it  all  up  about  Lord  Eufford,  then  ?  " 

"  No ;  that's  just  where  it  is.  I  haven't  given  it  up,  and  I  still  see 
trouble  upon  trouble  before  me.  But  I  know  how  it  be.  He 
doesn't  mean  anything.   He's  only  amusing  himself." 

"  If  he'd  once  say  the  word  he  couldn't  get  back  again.  The  duke 
would  interfere  then." 

"  What  would  he  care  for  the  duke  ?  The  duke  is  no  more  than 
anybody  else  nowadays.  I  shall  just  fall  to  the  ground  between  two 
stools.  I  know  it  as  well  as  if  it  were  done  already.  And  then  I  shall 
have  to  begin  again !  If  it  comes  to  that  I  shall  do  something  terrible, 
I  know  I  shall."  Then  they  turned  in  at  Lord  Eufford's  gates ;  and 
as  they  were  driven  up  beneath  the  oaks  through  the  gloom,  both 
mother  and  daughter  thought  how  charming  it  would  be  to  be  the 
mistress  of  such  a  park. 


CHAPTEE  XXL 

THE  riRST  EVENING  AT  EUFFORD  HALL. 

The  phaeton  arrived  the  first,  the  driver  having  been  especially  tola 
that  he  need  not  delay  on  the  road  for  the  other  carriage.  She  had 
calculated  that  she  might  make  her  entrance  with  better  effect  alone 
with  her  mother  than  in  company  with  Morton  and  the  Senator.  It 
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would  have  been  worth  the  while  of  any  one  who  had  witnessed  her 
troubles  on  that  morning  to  watch  the  bland  serenity  and  happy  ease 
with  which  she  entered  the  room.  Her  mother  was  fond  of  a  promi- 
nent place,  but  was  quite  contented  on  this  occasion  to  play  a  second 
fiddle  for  her  daughter.  She  had  seen  at  a  glance  that  Eufford  Hall 
was  a  delightful  house.  Oh,  if  it  might  become  the  home  of  her  child 
and  her  grandchildren,  and  possibly  a  retreat  for  herself !  Arabella 
was  certainly  very  handsome  at  this  moment.  Never  did  she  look 
better  than  when  got  up  with  care  for  travelling,  especially  as  seen  by 
an  evening  light.  Her  slow  motions  were  adapted  to  heavy  wraps, 
and  however  she  might  procure  her  large  sealskin  jacket,  she  graced 
it  well  when  she  got  it.  Lord  Eufford  came  to  the  door  to  meet  them, 
and  immediately  introduced  them  to  his  sister.  There  were  six  or 
seven  people  in  the  room,  mostly  ladies,  and  tea  was  offered  to  the 
new-comers.  Lady  Penwether  was  largely  made,  like  her  brother; 
but  was  a  languidly  lovely  woman,  not  altogether  unlike  Arabella 
herself  in  her  figure  and  movements,  but  with  a  more  expressive  face, 
with  less  colour,  and  much  more  positive  assurance  of  high  breeding. 
Lady  Penwether  was  said  to  be  haughty,  but  it  was  admitted  by  all 
people  that  when  Lady  Penwether  had  said  a  thing  or  had  done  a 
thing,  it  might  be  taken  for  granted  that  the  way  in  which  she  had 
done  or  said  that  thing  was  the  right  way.  The  only  other  gentleman 
there  was  Major  Caneback,  who  had  just  come  in  from  hunting  with 
some  distant  pack,  and  who  had  been  brought  into  the  room  by  Lord 
Eufford  that  he  might  give  some  account  of  the  doings  of  the  day. 
According  to  Caneback,  they  had  been  talking  in  the  Brake  country 
about  nothing  but  Goarly  and  the  enormities  which  had  been  per- 
petrated in  the  U.E.TJ.  "  By-the-by,  Miss  Trefoil,"  said  Lord  Eufford, 
"  What  have  you  done  with  your  Senator  ?  " 

"  He's  on  the  road.  Lord  Eufford,  examining  English  institutions 
as  he  comes  along.    He'll  be  here  by  midnight." 

"  Imagine  the  man  coming  to  me  and  telling  me  that  he  was  a 
friend  of  Goarly's.  I  rather  liked  him  for  it.  There  was  a  thorough 
pluck  about  it.    They  say  he's  going  to  find  all  the  money." 

"  I  thought  Mr.  Scrobby  was  to  do  that  ? "  said  Lady  Penwether. 

"Mr.  Scrobby  will  not  have  the  slightest  objection  to  have  that 
part  of  the  work  done  for  him.  If  all  we  hear  is  true  Miss  Trefoil's 
Senator  may  have  to  defend  both  Scrobby  and  Goarly." 

"  My  Senator  as  you  call  him  will  be  quite  up  to  the  occasion." 

"  You  knew  him  in  America,  Miss  Trefoil  ?  "  asked  Lady  Pen- 
wether. 

"  Oh  yes.  We  used  to  meet  him  and  Mrs.  Gotobed  everywhere. 
But  we  didn't  exactly  bring  him  over  with  us ; — though  our  party  down 
to  Bragton  was  made  up  in  Washington,"  she  added,  feeling  that  she 
might  in  this  way  account  in  some  degree  for  her  own  presence  in  John 
-.Morton's  house.   "  It  wiS  mamma  and  Mr.  Morton  arranged  it  all." 
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"  Oh,  my  dear,  it  was  you  unci  tlio  Senator,"  taicT  Lady  Augustus, 
ready  for  the  occasion. 

"  Miss  Trefoil,"  said  the  lord,  "  let  us  have  it  all  out  at  once.  Are 
you  taking  Goarly's  part?" 

"  Taking  Goarly's  part ! "  ejaculated  the  major. 

Arabella  affected  to  give  a  little  start,  as  though  frightened  by  the 
major's  enthusiasm.  "  Tor  Heaven's  sake  let  us  know  our  foes,"  con- 
tinued Lord  Rufford.  "  You  see  the  effect  such  an  announcement  had 
upon  Major  Cancback.  Have  you  made  an  appointment  before  dawn 
with  Mr.  Scrobby  under  the  elms  ?  Now  I  look  at  you  I  believe  in  my 
beart  you're  a  Goarlyite — only  without  the  Senator's  courage  to  tell 
me  the  truth  beforehand." 

"I  really  am  very  much  obliged  to  Goarly,"  said  Arabella, 
''  because  it  is  so  nice  to  have  something  to  talk  about." 

"  That's  just  what  I  think,  Miss  Trefoil,"  declared  a  young  lady. 
Miss  Penge,  who  was  a  friend  of  Lady  Penwether.  "  The  gentlemen 
have  so  much  to  say  about  hunting  which  nobody  can  understand ! 
But  now  this  delightful  man  has  scattered  poison  all  over  the  country 
there  is  something  that  comes  home  to  our  understanding.  I  declare 
myself  a  Goarlyite  at  once.  Lord  Eufford,  and  shall  put  myself  under 
the  Senator's  leading  directly  he  comes." 

During  all  this  time  not  a  word  had  been  said  of  John  Morton,  the 
master  of  Bragton,  the  man  to  whose  party  these  new  comers  belonged. 
Lady  Augustus  and  Arabella  clearly  understood  that  John  Morton 
was  only  a  peg  on  which  the  invitation  to  them  had  been  hung.  The 
feeling  that  it  was  so  grew  upon  them  with  every  word  that  was 
spoken, — and  also  the  conviction  that  he  must  be  treated  like  a  peg  at 
Eufford.  The  sight  of  the  hangings  of  the  room,  so  different  to  the 
old-fashioned  dingy  curtains  at  Bragton,  the  brilliancy  of  the  mirrors, 
all  the  decorations  of  the  place,  the  very  blaze  from  the  big  grate, 
forced  upon  the  girl's  feelings  a  conviction  that  this  was  her  proper 
sphere.  Here  she  was,  being  made  much  of  as  a  new  comer,  and  here 
if  possible  she  must  remain.  Everything  smiled  on  her  with  gilded 
dimples,  and  these  were  the  smiles  she  valued.  As  the  softness  of  the 
cushions  sank  into  her  heart,  and  mellow  nothingness  from  well- 
trained  voices  greeted  her  ears,  and  the  air  of  wealth  and  idleness 
t'oated  about  her  cheeks,  her  imagination  rose  within  her  and  assured 
her  that  she  could  secure  something  better  than  Bragton.  The  cau- 
tions with  which  she  had  armed  herself  faded  away.  This, — this  was 
the  kind  of  thing  for  which  she  had  been  striving.  As  a  girl  of  spirit 
was  it  not  worth  while  to  make  another  effort  even  though  there 
might  be  danger?  Aut  Ceesar  aut  nihil.  She  knew  nothing  about 
Cresar,  but  she  declared  to  herself  that  she  would  be  Lady  Eufford 
before  the  tardy  wheels  which  brought  the  Senator  and  Mr.  Morton 
had  stopped  at  the  door.  The  fresh  party  was  of  course  brought  into 
the  drawing-room  and  tea  was  offered ;  but  Arabella  hardly  spoke  to 
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them,  and  Lady  Augustus  did  not  speak  to  them  at  all,  and  they  were 
shown  up  to  their  bedrooms  with  very  little  preliminary  conTersation. 

It  was  very  hard  to  put  Mr.  Gotobed  down ;  or  it  might  be  more 
correctly  said,— as  there  was  no  effort  to  put  him  down,— that  it  was 
not  often  that  he  failed  in  coming  to  the  surface.  He  took  Lady 
Penwether  out  to  dinner  and  was  soon  explaining  to  her  that  this  little 
experiment  of  his  in  regard  to  Goarly  was  being  tried  simply  with 
the  view  of  examining  the  institutions  of  the  country.  "We  don't 
mind  it  from  you,"  said  Lady  Penwether, "  because  you  are  in  a  certain 
degree  a  foreigner."  The  Senator  declared  himself  flattered  by  beinp; 
regarded  as  a  foreigner  only  "  in  a  certain  degree."  "  Tou  see  you 
speak  our  language,  Mr.  Gotobed,  and  we  can't  help  thinking  you  arc 
half-English." 

"  We  are  two-thirds  English,  my  lady,"  said  Mr.  Gotobed ;  "  but 
then  we  think  the  other  third  is  an  improvement." 
"Very  Hkely." 

"  We  have  nothing  so  nice  as  this."  As  he  spoke  he  waved  his 
right  hand  to  the  different  corners  of  the  room.  "  Such  a  dinner-table 
as  I  am  sitting  down  to  now  couldn't  be  fixed  in  all  the  United  States, 
though  a  man  might  spend  three  times  as  many  dollars  on  it  as  his 
lordship  does." 

"  That  is  very  often  done,  I  should  think." 

"  But  then,  as  we  have  nothing  so  well  done  as  a  house  like  this, 
so  also  we  have  nothing  so  ill  done  as  the  houses  of  your  poor  people." 
"  Wages  are  higher  with  you,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"And  public  spirit,  and  the  philanthropy  of  the  age,  and  the 
enlightenment  of  the  people,  and  the  institutions  of  the  country  all 
round.   They  are  all  higher." 

"  Canvas-back  ducks,"  said  the  major,  who  was  sitting  two  or  three 
off  on  the  other  side. 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  have  canvas-back  ducks." 

"  Make  up  for  a  great  many  faults,"  said  the  major. 

"  Of  course,  sir ;  when  a  man's  stomach  rises  above  his  intelligence, 
he'll  have  to  argue  accordingly,"  said  the  Senator. 

"  Caneback,  what  are  you  going  to  ride  to-morrow  ?  "  asked  the 
lord,  who  saw  the  necessity  of  changing  the  conversation,  as  far,  at 
least,  as  the  major  was  concerned. 

"  Jemima — mare  of  Purefoy's ;  have  my  neck  broken,  they  tell  me." 

"  It's  not  improbable,"  said  Sir  John  Purefoy,  who  was  sitting  at 
Lady  Penwether's  left  hand.   "  Nobody  ever  could  ride  her  yet." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  asking  you  to  let  Miss  Trefoil  try  her,"  said 
Lord  Eufford.  Arabella  was  sitting  between  Sir  John  Purefoy  and 
the  major. 

"  Miss  Trefoil  is  quite  welcome,-  said  Sir  John.  "  It  isn't  a  bad 
idea.  Perhaps  she  may  carry  a  lady,  because  she  has  never  been  tried. 
I  know  that  she  objects  strongly  to  carry  a  man." 
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"l\y  dear,"  mid  Lady  Augustus,  "you  shan't  do  anything  of  the 
kincK^'    Aud  Lady  Augustus  preteudud  to  be  frightened. 

"  ]\Iamma,  you  don't  suppose  Lord  Eufford  wants  to  kill  me  at 
once." 

"  You  shall  cither  ride  her.  Miss  Trefoil,  or  my  little  horse  Jack. 
But  I  warn  you  beforehand  that,  as  Jack  is  the  easiest-ridden  horse  in 
the  country,  and  can  scramble  over  anything,  and  never  came  down 
in  his  life,  you  won't  get  any  honour  and  glory ;  but  on  Jemima  you 
might  make  a  character  that  would  stick  to  you  till  your  dying  day." 

"  But  if  I  ride  Jemima,  that  dying  day  might  be  to-morrow.  I 
think  I'll  take  Jack,  Lord  Eufford,  and  let  Major  Caneback  have  the 
honour.  Is  Jack  fast?  "  In  this  way  the  anger  arising  between  the 
Senator  and  the  major  was  assuaged.  The  Senator  still  held  his  own, 
and,  before  the  question  was  settled  between  Jack  and  Jemima,  had 
told  the  company  that  no  Englishman  knew  how  to  ride,  and  that  the 
only  seat  fit  for  a  man  on  horseback  was  that  suited  for  the  pacing 
horses  of  California  and  Mexico.  Then  he  assured  Sir  John  Purefoy 
that  eighty  miles  a  day  was  no  great  journey  for  a  pacing  horse,  with 
a  man  of  fourteen  stone  and  a  saddle  and  accoutrements  weighing 
four  more.  The  major's  countenance,  when  the  Senator  declared  that 
no  Englishman  could  ride,  was  a  sight  worth  seeing. 

That  evening,  even  in  the  drawing-room,  the  conversation  was 
chiefly  about  horses  and  hunting,  and  those  terrible  enemies — Goarly 
aud  Scrobby.  Lady  Penwether  and  Miss  Penge,  who  didn't  hunt, 
were  distantly  civil  to  Lady  Augustus,  of  whom,  of  course,  a  woman 
£0  much  in  the  world  as  Lady  Penwether  knew  something.  Lady 
Penwether  had  shrugged  her  shoulders  when  consulted  as  to  these 
special  guests,  and  had  expressed  a  hope  that  Eufford  "  wasn't  going 
to  make  a  goose  of  himself."  But  she  was  fond  of  her  brother,  and 
as  both  Lady  Purefoy  and  Miss  Penge  were  special  friends  of  hers,  and 
as  she  had  also  been  allowed  to  invite  a  couple  of  Godolphin's  girls  to 
vrhom  she  wished  to  be  civil,  she  did  as  she  was  asked.  The  girl,  she 
f:aid  to  Miss  Penge  that  evening,  was  handsome,  but  penniless  and  a 
iiirt.  The  mother  she  declared  to  be  a  regular  old  soldier.  As  to 
Lady  Augustus  she  was  right;  but  she  had  perhaps  failed  to  read 
Arabella's  character  correctly.  Arabella  Trefoil  was  certainly  not  a 
flirt.  In  all  the  horsey  conversation  Arabella  joined,  and  her  low, 
clear,  slow  voice  could  be  heard  now  and  then  as  though  she  were 
really  animated  with  the  subject.  At  Bragton  she  had  never  once 
si^oken  as  though  any  matter  Interested  her.  During  this  time 
Morton  fell  into  conversation  first  with  Lady  Purefoy,  and  then  witV 
the  two  Miss  Godolphins,  and  afterwards  for  a  few  minutes  with  Ladj 
Penwether,  who  knew  that  he  was  a  county  gentleman  and  a  respect- 
able member  of  the  diplomatic  profession.  But  during  the  whole 
evening  his  ear  was  intent  on  the  notes  of  Arabella's  voice ;  and  also, 
during  the  whole  evening,  her  eye  was  watching  him.   She  would  not 
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lose  her  chance  with  Lord  Eufford  for  want  of  any  effort  on  her  part, 
If  aught  were  required  from  her  in  her  present  task  that  might  be 
offensive  to  Mr.  Morton — anything  that  was  peremptorily  demanded 
for  the  effort— she  would  not  scruple  to  offend  the  man.  But  if  it 
might  be  done  without  offence,  so  much  the  better.  Once  he  came 
across  the  room  and  said  a  word  to  her  as  she  was  talking  to  Lord 
Eufford  and  the  Purefoys.  "  You  are  really  in  earnest  about  riding 
to-morrow?" 

"  Oh  dear,  yes.   Why  shouldn't  I  be  in  earnest  ?  " 

"  You  are  coming  out  yourself,  I  hope,"  said  the  lord. 

"  I  have  no  horses  here^^of  my  own,  but  I  have  told  that  man  Stub- 
bings  to  send  me  something,  and  as  I  haven't  been  at  Bragton  for  the 
last  seven  years  I  have  nothing  proper  to  wear.  I  shan't  be  called  a 
Goarlyite,  I  hope,  if  I  appear  in  trousers." 

"  Not  unless  you  have  a  basket  of  red  herrings  on  your  arm,"  said 
Lord  Eufford.  Then  Morton  retired  back  to  the  Miss  Godolphins 
finding  that  he  had  nothing  more  to  say  to  Arabella. 

He  was  very  angry, — though  he  hardly  knew  why  or  with  whom. 
A  girl  when  she  is  engaged  is  not  supposed  to  talk  to  any  one  but  her 
recognised  lover  in  a  mixed  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  she  is 
especially  absolved  from  such  a  duty  when  they  chance  to  meet  in  the 
house  of  a  comparative  stranger.  In  such  a  house  and  amongst  such 
people  it  was  natural  that  the  talk  should  be  about  hunting,  and  as 
the  girl  had  accepted  the  loan  of  a  horse  it  was  natural  that  she  should 
join  in  such  conversation.  She  had  never  sat  for  a  moment  apart  with 
Lord  Eufford.  It  was  impossible  to  say  that  she  had  flirted  with  the 
man, — and  yet  Morton  felt  that  he  was  neglected,  and  felt  also  that  he 
was  only  there  because  this  pleasure-seeking  young  lord  had  liked  to 
have  in  his  house  the  handsome  girl,  whom  he,  Morton,  intended  to 
marry.  He  felt  thoroughly  ashamed  of  being  there  as  it  were  in  the 
train  of  Miss  Trefoil.  He  was  almost  disposed  to  get  up  and  declare 
that  the  girl  was  engaged  to  marry  him.  He  thought  that  he  could 
put  an  end  to  the  engagement  without  breaking  his  heart ;  but  if  the 
engagement  was  an  engagement  he  could  not  submit  to  treatment  such 
as  this,  either  from  her  or  from  others.  He  would  see  her  for  the  last 
time  in  the  country  at  the  ball  on  the  following  evening, — as  of  course 
he  would  not  be  near  her  during  the  hunting, — and  then  he  would 
make  her  understand  that  she  must  be  altogether  his  or  altogether 
cease  to  be  his.  And  so  resolving  he  went  to  bed,  refusing  to  join  the 
gentlemen  in  the  smoking-room. 

"  Oh,  mamma,"  Arabella  said  to  her  mother  that  evening,  "  I  do  so 
wish  I  could  break  my  arm  to-morrow." 

"  Break  your  arm,  my  dear ! " 

"  Or  my  leg  would  be  better.  I  wish  I  could  have  the  courage  to 
chuck  myself  off  going  over  some  gate.  If  I  could  be  laid  up  here  now 
with  a  broken  limb  I  really  think  I  could  do  it." 


(   10ft  ) 


CHAPTER  XXIL 

JEMIMA. 

As  the  meet  on  the  next  morning  was  in  the  park  the  party  at  Eufford 
Hall  was  able  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  an  easy  morning  together  with  the 
pleasures  of  the  field.  There  was  no  getting  up  at  eight  o'clock,  no 
hurry  and  scurry  to  do  twenty  miles  and  yet  be  in  time,  no  necessity 
for  the  tardy  dressers  to  swallow  their  breakfasts  while  their  more 
energetic  companions  were  raving  at  them  for  compromising  the 
chances  of  the  day  by  their  delay.  There  was  a  public  breakfast 
down-stairs,  at  which  all  the  hunting  farmers  of  the  country  were  to 
be  seen,  and  some  who  only  pretended  to  be  hunting  farmers  on  such 
occasions.  But  upstairs  there  was  a  private  breakfast  for  the  ladies 
and  such  of  the  gentlemen  as  preferred  tea  to  champagne  and  cherry 
brandy.  Lord  Eufford  was  in  and  out  of  both  rooms,  making  himself 
generally  agreeable.  In  the  public  room  there  was  a  great  deal  said 
about  Goarly,  to  all  of  which  the  Senator  listened  with  eager  ears, — for 
the  Senator  preferred  the  public  breakfast  as  offering  another  institu- 
tion to  his  notice.  "  He'll  swing  on  a  gallows  afore  he's  dead,"  said 
one  energetic  farmer  who  was  sitting  next  to  Mr.  Gotobed, — a  fat  man 
with  a  round  head,  and  a  bullock's  neck,  dressed  in  a  black  coat  with 
breeches  and  top-boots.  John  Kunce  was  not  a  riding  man.  He  was 
too  heavy  and  short-winded ; — too  fond  of  his  beer  and  port  wine ;  but 
he  was  a  hunting  man  all  over,  one  who  always  had  a  fox  in  the  springs 
at  the  bottom  of  his  big  meadows,  one  to  whom  it  was  the  very  breath 
of  his  nostrils  to  shake  hands  with  the  hunting  gentry  and  to  be  known 
as  a  staunch  friend  to  the  U.  K.  U.  A  man  did  not  live  in  the  county 
more  respected  than  John  Eunce,  or  who  was  better  able  to  pay  his 
way.  To  his  thinking  an  animal  more  injurious  than  Goarly  to  the 
best  interests  of  civilization  could  not  have  been  produced  by  all  the 
evil  influences  of  the  world  combined.  "  Do  you  really  think,"  said 
the  Senator  calmly,  "  that  a  man  should  be  hanged  for  killing  a  fox  ?  " 
John  Eunce,  who  was  not  very  ready,  turned  round  and  stared  at  him. 
"  I  haven't  heard  of  any  other  harm  that  he  has  done,  and  perhaps  he 
liad  some  provocation  for  that."  Words  were  wanting  to  Mr.  Eunce, 
but  not  indignation.  He  collected  together  his  plate  and  knife  and 
fork  and  his  two  glasess  and  his  lump  of  bread,  and,  looking  the 
Senator  full  in  the  face,  slowly  pushed  back  his  chair  and,  carrying  his 
provisions  with  him,  toddled  off  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  When 
ho  reached  a  spot  where  place  was  made  for  him  he  had  hardly  breath 

left  to  speak.    "Well,"  he  said,  "I  never  !"  He  sat  a  minute  in 

silence  shaking  his  head,  and  continued  to  shake  his  head  and  look 
round  upon  his  neighbours  as  he  devoured  his  food. 
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Upstairs  there  Avas  a  very  cosy  party,  Tvho  came  in  by  degrees. 
Lady  Penwether  was  there  soon  after  ten,  with  Miss  Penge  and  some 
of  the  gentlemen,  including  Morton,  who  was  the  only  man  seen  in 
that  room  in  black.  Young  Hampton,  who  was  intimate  in  the  house, 
made  his  way  up  there,  and  Sir  John  Purefoy  joined  the  party.  Sir 
John  was  a  hunting  man,  who  lived  in  the  county,  and  was  an  old 
friend  of  the  family.  Lady  Purefoy  hunted  also,  and  came  in  later. 
Arabella  was  the  last — not  from  laziness,  but  aware  that  in  this  way 
the  effect  might  be  the  best.  Lord  Eufford  was  in  the  room  when  she 
entered  it,  and  of  course  she  addressed  herself  to  him.  "  Which  is  it 
to  be.  Lord  EuiTord — Jack  or  Jemima  ?  " 

"  Whichever  you  hke." 

"  I  am  quite  indifferent.  If  you  put  me  on  the  mare  I'll  ride  her 
— or  try." 

"  Indeed,  you  won't,"  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"  Mamma  knows  nothing  about  it.  Lord  Eufford.  I  believe  I  could 
do  just  as  well  as  Major  Caneback." 

"  She  never  had  a  lady  on  her  in  her  life,"  said  Sir  John. 

"  Then  it's  time  for  her  to  begin.  But,  at  any  rate,  I  must  have 
some  breakfast  first."  Then  Lord  Eufford  brought  her  a  cup  of  tea, 
and  Sir  John  gave  her  a  cutlet,  and  she  felt  herself  to  be  happy.  She 
was  quite  content  with  her  hat,  and  though  her  habit  was  not  exactly 
a  hunting  habit,  it  fitted  her  well.  Morton  had  never  before  seen  her 
in  a  riding  dress,  and  acknowledged  that  it  became  her.  He  struggled 
to  think  of  something  special  to  say  to  her,  but  there  was  nothing. 
He  was  not  at  home  on  such  an  occasion.  His  long  trousers  weighed 
him  down,  and  his  ordinary  morning  coat  cowed  him.  He  knew  in 
his  heart  that  she  thought  nothing  of  him  as  he  was  now.  But  she 
said  a  word  to  him,  with  that  usual  smile  of  hers.  "  Of  course,  Mr. 
Morton,  you  are  coming  with  us  ?  " 

"  A  little  way,  perhaps." 

"You'll  find  that  any  horse  from  Stubbings'  can  go,"  said  Lord 
Eufford.    "  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  of  all  mine." 

"  Jack  caii  go,  I  hope.  Lord  Eufford  ?  "  Lord  Eufford  nodded  his 
head.  "And  I  shall  expect  you  to  give  me  a  lead."  To  this  he 
assented,  though  it  was  perhaps  more  than  he  intended.  But  on  such 
an  occasion  it  is  almost  impossible  to  refuse  such  a  request. 

At  half-past  eleven  they  were  all  out  in  the  park,  and  Tony  was 
date  as  a  prince,  having  been  regaled  with  a  tumbler  of  champagne. 
But  the  great  interest  of  the  immediate  moment  were  the  frantic 
efforts  made  by  Jemima  to  get  rid  of  her  rider.  Once  or  twice  Sit 
John  asked  the  major  to  give  it  up,  but  the  major  swore  that  the 
mare  was  a  good  mare,  and  only  wanted  riding.  She  kicked  and 
squealed  and  backed,  and  went  round  the  park  with  him  at  a  full 
gallop.  In  the  park  there  was  a  rail  with  a  "  ha-ha  "  ditch,  and  the 
major  rode  her  at  it  in  a  gallop.   She  went  through  the  timber,  fell  in 


JEMIMA. 


m 


the  ditch,  and  then  \?as  brought  tip  again  without  giving  the  man 
a  fall.  He  at  ouce  put  her  back  again  at  the  same  fence,  and  she  took 
it,  almost  in  her  stride,  without  touching  it.  "  Have  her  like  a  spaniel 
before  the  day's  over,"  said  the  major,  who  thoroughly  enjoyed  these 
little  encounters. 

Among  the  laurels  at  the  bottom  of  the  park  a  fox  was  found,  and 
then  there  was  a  great  deal  of  riding  about  the  grounds.  All  this  was 
much  enjoyed  by  the  ladies  who  were  on  foot,  and  by  the  Senator, 
who  wandered  about  the  place  alone.  A  gentleman's  park  is  not 
always  the  happiest  place  for  finding  a  fox.  The  animal  has  usually 
many  resources  there,  and  does  not  like  to  leave  it.  And  when  h© 
does  go  away,  it  is  not  always  easy  to  get  after  him.  But  ladies  in  a 
carriage  or  on  foot  on  such  occasions  have  their  turn  of  the  sport.  On 
this  occasion  it  was  nearly  one  before  the  fox  allowed  himself  to  be 
killed,  and  then  he  had  hardly  been  outside  the  park  palings.  There 
was  a  good  deal  of  sherry  drank  before  the  party  got  away,  and 
hunting  men  such  as  Major  Caneback  began  to  think  that  the  day  was 
to  be  thrown  away.  As  they  started  off  for  Shugborough  Springs,  the 
little  covert  on  John  Eunce's  farm,  which  was  about  four  miles  from 
Eufford  Hall,  Sir  John  asked  the  major  to  get  on  another  animal. 
"  You've  had  trouble  enough  for  one  day,  and  given  her  enough  to 
do."  But  the  major  was  not  of  that  way  of  thinking.  "  Let  her  have 
the  day's  work,"  said  the  major.  "Do  her  good.  Eemember  what 
she's  learned."   And  so  they  trotted  off  to  Shugborough. 

While  they  were  riding  about  the  park,  Morton  had  kept  near  to 
Miss  Trefoil.  Lord  Eufford,  being  on  his  own  place  and  among  his 
own  trees,  had  had  cares  on  his  hand,  and  been  unable  to  devote 
himself  to  the  young  lady.  She  had  never  for  a  moment  looked  up  at 
her  lover,  or  tried  to  escape  from  him.  She  had  answered  all  his 
questions,  saying,  however,  very  little,  and  had  bided  her  time.  The 
more  gracious  she  was  to  Morton  now,  the  less  ground  would  he  have 
for  complaining  of  her  when  she  should  leave  him  by-and-by.  As 
they  were  trotting  along  the  road  Lord  Eufford  came  up  and  apolo- 
gized. "I'm  afraid  I've  been  very  inattentive.  Miss  Trefoil;  but  I 
dare  say  you've  been  in  better  hands. " 

"  There  hasn't  been  much  to  do,  has  there  ?  " 

"  Very  little.  I  suppose  a  man  isn't  responsible  for  having  foxes 
that  won't  break.  Did  you  see  the  Senator?  He  seemed  to  think 
it  was  all  right.  Did  you  hear  of  John  Eunce  ?  "  Then  he  told  the 
story  of  John  Eunce,  which  had  been  told  to  him. 

"  What  a  fine  old  fellow !    I  should  forgive  him  his  rent." 

"  He  is  much  better  able  to  pay  me  double.  Your  Senator,  Mr. 
Morton,  is  a  very  peculiar  man." 

"  He  is  peculiar,"  said  Morton,  "  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  can  make 
himself  very  disagreeable." 

"  We  might  as  well  trot  on,  as  Shugborough  is  a  small  place,  and  a 
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fox  always  goes  away  from  it  at  once.  John  Eunce  knows  how  to 
train  them  better  than  I  do."  Then  they  made  their  way  on  through 
the  stragghng  horses,  and  John  Morton,  not  wishing  to  seem  to  be 
afraid  of  his  riyal,  remained  alone.  "  I  wish  Caneback  had  left  that 
mare  behind,"  said  the  lord  as  they  went.  "  It  isn't  the  country  for 
her,  and  she  is  going  very  nastily  with  him.  Are  you  fond  of  hunting, 
Miss  Trefoil?" 

"  Very  fond  of  it,"  said  Arabella,  who  had  been  out  two  or  three 
times  in  her  life. 

"I  like  a  girl  to  ride  to  hounds,"  said  his  lordship.  "I  don't 
think  she  ever  looks  so  well."  Then  Arabella  determined  that  come 
what  might  she  would  ride  to  hounds. 

At  Shugborough  Springs  a  fox  was  found  before  half  the  field  was 
up,  and  he  broke  ahnost  as  soon  as  he  was  found.  "Follow  me 
through  the  hand-gates,"  said  the  lord,  "  and  from  the  third  field  out 
it's  fair  riding.  Let  him  have  his  head,  and  remember  he  hangs  a 
moment  as  he  comes  to  his  fence.  You  won't  be  left  behind  unless 
there's  something  out  of  the  v/ay  to  stop  us."  Arabella's  heart  was  in 
her  mouth,  but  she  was  qtiite  resolved.  Where  he  went  she  would 
follow.  As  for  being  left  behind  she  would  not  care  the  least  for  that 
if  he  were  left  behind  with  her.  They  got  well  away,  having  to  pause 
a  moment  while  the  hounds  came  up  to  Tony's  horn  out  of  the  wood. 
Then  there  was  plain  sailing,  and  there  were  very  few  before  them. 
"  He's  one  of  the  old  sort,  my  lord,"  said  Tony  as  he  pressed  on,  speak- 
ing of  the  fox.  "  Not  too  near  me,  and  you'll  go  like  a  bird,"  said  his 
lordship.  "  He's  a  nice  httle  horse,  isn't  he  ?  When  I'm  going  to  be 
married,  he'll  be  the  first  present  I  shall  make  her." 

"  He'd  tempt  almost  any  girl,"  said  Arabella. 

It  was  wonderful  how  well  she  went,  knowing  so  little  about  it  as 
she  did.  The  horse  was  one  easily  ridden,  and  on  plain  ground  she 
knew  what  she  was  about  in  a  saddle.  At  any  rate  she  did  not 
disgrace  herself,  and  when  they  had  already  run  some  three  or  four 
miles  Lord  Eufford  had  nearly  the  best  of  it  and  she  had  kept  with 
him.  "  You  don't  know  where  you  are,  I  suppose,"  he  said  when  they 
came  to  a  check. 

"And  I  don't  in  the  least  care,  if  they'd  only  go  on,"  said  she 
eagerly. 

"  We're  back  at  Eufford  Park.   We've  left  the  road  nearly  a  mile 
to  our  left,  but  there  we  are.   Those  trees  are  the  park." 
"  But  must  w§  stop  there  ?  " 

"  That's  as  the  fox  may  choose  to  behave.  We  shan't  stop  unless 
he  does."  Then  young  Hampton  came  up,  declaring  that  there  was 
the  very  mischief  going  on  between  Major  Caneback  and  Jemima. 
According  to  Hampton's  account,  the  major  had  been  down  three  or 
four  times,  but  was  determined  to  break  either  the  mare's  neck  or  her 
spirit.   He  had  been  considerably  hurt,  so  Hampton  said,  in  one 
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slioiilder,  bi^t  had  insisted  on  riding  on.  "  That's  tho  worst  of  him," 
said  Lord  EnfTord.    "  He  never  knows  when  to  give  up." 

Then  tho  honnds  were  again  on  the  scent  and  were  running  very 
fast  towards  the  park.  "  That's  a  nasty  ditch  before  us/'  said  the 
lord.  "  Come  down  a  little  to  tho  left.  The  hounds  are  heading  that 
way,  and  there's  a  gate."  Young  Hampton  in  the  meantime  was  going 
straight  for  the  fence. 

"  I'm  not  afraid,"  said  Arabella. 

"  A'ery  well.    Give  him  his  head  and  he'll  do  it." 

Just  at  that  moment  there  was  a  noise  behind  them  and  the  major 
on  Jemima  rushed  up.  She  was  covered  with  foam  and  he  with  dirt, 
and  her  sides  were  sliced  with  the  spur.  His  hat  was  crushed,  and 
he  was  riding  almost  altogether  with  his  right  hand.  He  came  close 
to  Arabella  and  she  could  see  the  rage  in  his  face  as  the  animal  rushed 
on  with  her  head  almost  between  her  knees.  "  He'll  have  another  fall 
there/'  said  Lord  Eufford. 

Hampton,  who  had  passed  them,  was  the  first  over  the  fence,  and 
the  other  three  all  took  it  abreast.  The  major  was  to  the  right,  the 
lord  to  the  left,  and  the  girl  between  them.  The  mare's  head  was 
perhaps  the  first.  She  rushed  at  the  fence,  made  no  leap  at  all,  and 
of  course  went  headlong  into  the  ditch.  The  major  still  stuck  to  her, 
though  two  or  three  voices  implored  him  to  get  off.  He  afterwards 
declared  that  he  had  not  strength  to  lift  himself  out  of  the  saddle. 
The  mare  lay  for  a  moment; — then  blundered  out,  rolled  over  him, 
jumped  on  to  her  feet,  and  lunging  out  kicked  her  rider  on  the  head 
as  he  was  rising.  Then  she  went  away  and  afterwards  jumped  the 
palings  into  Eufford  Park.   That  evening  she  was  shot. 

The  man  when  kicked  had  fallen  back  close  under  the  feet  of  Miss 
Trefoil's  horse.  She  screamed  and,  half-fainting,  fell  also; — but  fell 
without  hurting  herself.  Lord  Eufford  of  course  stopped,  as  did  also 
Mr.  Hampton  and  one  of  the  whips, — with  several  others  in  the  course 
of  a  minute  or  two.  The  major  was  senseless, — but  they  who  under- 
stood what  they  were  looking  at  were  afraid  that  the  case  was  very 
bad.  He  was  picked  up  and  put  on  a  door  and  within  half  an  hour 
was  on  his  bed  in  Eufford  Hall.  But  he  did  not  speak  for  some  hours, 
and  before  six  o'clock  that  evening  the  doctor  from  Eufibrd  had 
declared  that  he  had  mounted  his  last  horse  and  ridden  his  last 
hunt! 

"  Oh,  Lord  Eufford,"  said  Arabella,  "  I  shall  never  recover  that.  I 
heard  the  horse's  feet  against  his  head."  Lord  Eufford  shuddered  and 
put  his  hand  round  her  waist  to  support  her.  At  that  time  they  were 
standing  on  the  ground.  "  Don't  mind  me  if  you  can  do  any  good  to 
him."  But  there  was  nothing  that  Lord  Eufford  could  do,  as  four  men 
were  carrying  the  major  on  a  shutter.  So  he  and  Arabella  returned 
together,  and  when  she  got  off  her  horse  she  was  only  able  to  throw 
herself  into  his  arms. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

POOR  CANEBAOK. 

A  CLOSER  intimacy  will  occasionally  be  created  by  some  accident,  some 
fortuitous  circumstance,  than  weeks  of  ordinary  intercourse  will  pro- 
duce. Walk  down  Bond  Street  in  a  hailstorm  of  peculiar  severity  and 
you  may  make  a  friend  of  the  first  person  you  meet,  whereas  you 
would  be  held  to  have  committed  an  affront  were  you  to  speak  to  the 
same  person  in  the  same  place  on  a  fine  day.  You  shall  travel  smoothly 
to  York  with  a  lady  and  she  will  look  as  though  she  would  call  the 
gtiard  at  once  were  you  so  much  as  to  suggest  that  it  were  a  fine  day ; 
but  if  you  are  lucky  enough  to  break  a  wheel  before  you  get  to  Darling- 
ton, she  will  have  told  you  all  her  history  and  shared  your  sherry  by 
the  time  you  have  reached  that  'town.  Arabella  was  very  much 
shocked  by  the  dreadful  accident  she  had  seen.  Her  nerves  had 
suffered,  though  it  may  be  doubted  whether  her  heart  had  been  affected 
much.  But  she  was  quite  conscious  when  she  reached  her  room  that 
the  poor  major's  misfortune,  happening  as  it  had  done  just  beneath  her 
horse's  feet,  had  been  a  godsend  to  her.  For  a  moment  the  young 
lord's  arm  had  been  round  her  waist  and  her  head  had  been  upon  his 
shoulder.  And  again  when  she  had  sliijped  from  her  saddle  she  had 
felt  his  embrace.  His  fervour  to  her  had  been  simply  the  uncontrolled 
expression  of  his  feeling  at  the  moment, — as  one  man  squeezes  another 
tightly  by  the  hand  in  any  crisis  of  sudden  impulse.  She  knew  this ; 
— but  she  knew  also  that  he  would  probably  revert  to  the  intimacy 
which  |,the  sudden  emotion  had  created.  The  mutual  galvanic  shock 
might  be  continued  at  the  next  meeting, — and  so  on.  They  had  seen 
the  tragedy  together,  and  it  would  not  fail  to  be  a  bond  of  union.  As 
she  told  the  tragedy  to  her  mother,  she  delicately  laid  aside  her  hat 
and  whip  and  riding  dress,  and  then  asked  whether  it  was  not  possible 
that  they  might  prolong  their  stay  at  Eufford.  "  But  the  Gores,  my 
dear !  I  put  them  off,  you  know,  for  two  days  only."  Then  Arabella 
declared  that  she  did  not  care  a  straw  for  the  Gores.  In  such  a  matter 
as  this  what  would  it  signify  though  they  should  quarrel  with  a  whole 
generation  of  Gores  ?  For  some  time  she  thought  that  she  would  not 
come  down  again  that  afternoon  or  even  that  evening.  It  might  well 
be  that  the  sight  of  the  accident  should  have  made  her  too  ill  to  appear. 
She  felt  conscious  that  in  that  moment  and  in  the  subsequent  half-hour 
she  had  carried  herself  well,  and  that  there  would  be  an  interest  about 
her  were  she  to  own  herself  compelled  to  keep  her  room.  Were  she 
now  to  take  to  her  bed  they  could  not  turn  her  out  on  the  following 
day.   But  at  last  her  mother's  counsel  put  an  end  to  that  plan.  Time 
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was  too  precious.  "  I  think  you  might  lose  more  than  you'd  gain," 
said  her  mother. 

Both  Lord  Rufford  and  his  sister  were  very  much  disturbed  as  to 
what  they  should  do  on  the  occasion.  At  half-past  six  Lord  Eufford 
was  told  that  the  major  had  recovered  his  senses,  but  that  the  case  was 
almost  hopeless.  Of  course  he  saw  his  guest.  "  I'm  all  right/'  said  the 
major.  The  lord  sat  there  by  the  bedside,  holding  the  man's  hand  ftjr 
a  few  moments,  and  then  got  up  to  leave  him.  "  No  nonsense  about 
putting  off,"  said  the  major  in  a  faint  voice ;  "  beastly  bosh,  all  that !  " 

But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  The  dozen  people  who  were  in  the 
house  must  of  course  sit  down  to  dinner.  And  then  all  the  neighbour- 
hood for  miles  round  were  coming  to  a  ball.  It  would  be  impossible 
to  send  messages  to  everybody.  And  there  was  the  feeling  too  that 
the  man  was  as  yet  only  ill,  and  that  his  recovery  was  possible.  A 
ball,  with  a  dead  man  in  one  of  the  bedrooms,  would  be  dreadful. 
"With  a  dying  man  it  was  bad  enough ; — but  then  a  dying  man  is  always 
also  a  living  man !  Lord  Eufford  had  already  telegraphed  for  a  first- 
class  surgeon  from  London,  it  having  been  whispered  to  him  that 
IDcrhaps  old  Nokes  from  Eufford  might  be  mistaken.  The  surgeon 
could  not  be  there  till  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  by  which  time  care 
would  have  been  taken  to  remove  the  signs  of  the  ball ;  but  if  there 
was  reason  to  send  for  a  London  surgeon,  then  also  was  there  reason 
for  hope ; — and  if  there  was  ground  for  hope,  then  the  desirability  of 
putting  off  the  ball  was  very  much  reduced.  "  He's  at  the  farthest  end 
of  the  corridor,"  the  lord  said  to  his  sister,  "  and  won't  hear  a  sound  of 
the  music." 

Though  the  man  were  to  die,  why  shouldn't  the  people  dance  ?  Had 
the  major  been  dying  three  or  four  miles  off,  at  the  hotel  at  Eufford, 
there  would  only  have  been  a  few  sad  looks,  a  few  shakings  of  the 
head,  and  the  people  would  have  danced  without  any  flaw  in  their 
gaiety.  Had  it  been  known  at  Eufford  Hall  that  he  was  lying  at  that 
moment  in  his  mortal  agony  at  Aberdeen,  an  exclamation  or  two, — 
"  Poor  Caneback ; " — poor  major ! " — would  have  been  the  extent  of  the 
wailing,  and  not  the  pressure  of  a  lover's  hand  would  have  been 
lightened,  or  the  note  of  a  fiddle  delayed.  And  nobody  in  that  house 
really  cared  much  for  Caneback.  He  was  not  a  man  worthy  of  much 
care.  He  was  possessed  of  infinite  pluck,  and  now  that  he  was  dying 
could  bear  it  well.  But  he  had  loved  no  one  particularly,  and  had 
been  dear  to  no  one  in  these  latter  days  of  his  life,  had  been  of  very 
little  use  in  the  world,  and  had  done  very  little  more  for  society  than 
any  other  horse-trainer !  But,  nevertheless,  it  is  a  bore  when  a  gentle- 
man dies  in  your  house, — and  a  worse  bore  when  he  dies  from  an 
accident  than  from  an  illness  for  which  his  own  body  may  be  supposed 
to  be  responsible.  Though  the  gout  should  fly  to  a  man's  stomach  in 
your  best  bedroom,  the  idea  never  strikes  you  that  your  Burgundy  has 
done  it !  But  here  the  mare  had  done  the  mischief. 
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Poor  Caneback ; — and  poor  Lord  Eufford  !  The  major  was  quite 
certain  tliat  it  was  all  over  with  him.  He  had  broken  so  many  of  his 
boneSj  and  had  his  head  so  often  cracked,  that  he  understood  his  own 
anatomy  pretty  well.  There  he  lay  quiet  and  composed,  sipping  small 
modicums  of  brandy  and  water,  and  taking  his  outlook  into  such  transty- 
gian  world  as  he  had  fashioned  for  himself  in  his  dull  imagination.  If 
he  had  misgivings,  he  showed  them  to  no  bystander.  If  he  thought 
then  that  he  might  have  done  better  with  his  energies  than  devote 
them  to  dangerous  horses,  he  never  said  so.  His  voice  was  weak,  but 
it  never  quailed ;  and  the  only  regret  he  expressed  was  that  he  had  not 
changed  the  bit  in  Jemima's  mouth.  Lord  Eufford's  position  was 
made  worse  by  an  expression  from  Sir  John  Purefoy  that  the  party 
ought  to  be  put  off.  Sir  John  was  in  a  measure  responsible  for  what 
his  mare  had  done,  and  was  in  a  wretched  state.  "  If  it  could  possibly 
affect  the  poor  fellow,  I  would  do  it,"  said  Lord  Eufford.  "  But  it 
would  create  very  great  inconvenience  and  disappointment.  I  have  to 
think  of  other  people."  "  Then  I  shall  send  my  wife  home,"  said  Sir 
John.  And  Lady  Purefoy  was  sent  home.  Sir  John  himself,  of  course, 
could  not  leave  the  house  while  the  man  was  alive.  Before  they  all 
sat  down  to  dinner  the  major  was  declared  to  be  a  little  stronger. 
That  settled  the  question,  and  the  ball  was  not  put  off. 

The  ladies  came  down  to  dinner  in  a  melancholy  guise.  They  were 
not  fvilly  dressed  for  the  evening,  and  were,  of  course,  inclined  to  be 
silent  and  sad.  Before  Lord  Eufford  came  in,  Arabella  managed  to  get 
herself  on  to  the  sofa  next  to  Lady  Penwether,  and  then  to  undergo 
some  little  hysterical  manifestation.  "Oh,  Lady  Penwether,  if  you 
had  seen  it,  and  heard  it ! " 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  I  was  spared  anything  so  horrible." 

"  And  the  man's  face  as  he  passed  me  going  to  the  leap !  It  will 
haunt  me  to  my  dying  day ! "  Then  she  shivered  and  gurgled  in  her 
throat,  and,  turning  suddenly  round,  hid  her  face  on  the  elbow  of  the 
sofa. 

"  I've  been  afraid  all  the  afternoon  that  she  would  be  ill,"  whis- 
pered Lady  Augustus  to  Miss  Penge.    "  She  is  so  susceptible ! " 

"When  Lord  Eufford  came  into  the  room  Arabella  at  once  got  up 
and  accosted  him  with  a  whisper.  Either  he  took  her  or  she  took 
him  into  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  where  they  conversed  apart  for 
five  minutes.  And  he,  as  he  told  her  how  things  were  going  and  what 
was  being  done,  bent  over  her  and  whispered  also.  "What  good 
would  it  do,  you  know  ?  "  she  said  with  affected  intimacy  as  he  spoke 
of  his  difficulty  about  the  ball.  "  One  would  do  anything  if  one  could 
be  of  service ;  but  that  would  do  nothing."  She  felt  completely  that 
her  presence  at  the  accident  had  given  her  a  right  to  have  pecuhar 
conversations,  and  to  be  consulted  about  everything.  Of  course,  she 
was  very  sorry  for  Major  Caneback.  But  as  it  had  been  ordained  that 
Major  Caneback  was  to  have  his  head  split  in  two  by  a  kick  from  a 
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horse,  and  that  Lord  Ruiford  was  to  be  there  to  see  it,  how  great  had 
been  the  blessing  which  had  brought  her  to  the  spot  at  the  same 
time! 

Everybody  there  saw  the  intimacy,  and  most  of  th&m  understood 
the  way  in  wliich  it  was  being  used.  "That  girl  is  very  clever, 
Kuflford,"  his  sister  whispered  to  him  before  dinner.  "She  is  very 
much  excited  rather  than  clever  just  at  present,"  he  answered,  upon 
■n'hich  Lady  Penwether  shook  her  head.  Miss  Penge  whispered  to 
jliss  Godolphin  that  Miss  Trefoil  was  making  the  most  of  it ;  and  Mr. 
^lortou,  who  had  come  into  the  room  while  the  conversation  apart 
was  going  on,  had  certainly  been  of  the  same  opinion. 

She  had  seated  herself  in  an  armchair  away  from  the  others  after 
that  conversation  was  over,  and  as  she  sat  there,  Morton  came  up  to 
her.  He  had  been  so  little  intimate  with  the  members  of  the  party 
assembled,  and  had  found  himself  so  much  alone,  that  he  had  only 
lately  heard  the  story  about  Major  Caneback,  and  had  now  only  heard 
it  imperfectly.  But  he  did  see  that  an  absolute  intimacy  had  been 
effected  where,  two  days  before,  there  had  only  been  a  slight  acquaint- 
ance ;  and  he  believed  that  this  sudden  rush  had  been  in  some  way 
due  to  the  accident  of  which  he  had  been  told,  "  You  know  what  has 
happened  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Morton,  do  not  talk  to  me  about  it ! " 

"  Were  you  not  speaking  of  it  to  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  was.    We  were  together." 

"Did  you  see  it?"  Then  she  shuddered,  put  her  handkerchief 
up  to  her  eyes,  and  turned  her  face  away,  "  And  yet  the  ball  is  to  go 
on  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Pray,  pray  do  not  dwell  on  it — unless  you  wish  to  force  me  back 
to  my  room.  When  I  left  it  I  felt  that  I  was  attempting  to  do  too 
much."  This  might  have  been  all  very  well  had  she  not  been  so 
manifestly  able  to  talk  to  Lord  Eufford  on  the  same  subject.  If  there 
is  any  young  man  to  whom  a  girl  should  be  able  to  speak  when  she 
is  in  a  state  of  violent  emotion,  it  is  the  young  man  to  vAom  she  is 
engaged.   So,  at  least,  thought  Mr.  John  Morton. 

Then  dinner  was  announced,  and  the  dinner  certainly  was  sombre 
enough.  A  dinner  before  a  ball  in  the  country  never  is  very  much  of  a 
dinner.  The  ladies  know  that  there  is  work  before  them,  and  Iceep 
themselves  for  the  greater  occasion.  Lady  Purefoy  had  gone,  and 
Lady  Penwether  was  not  very  happy  in  the  prospects  for  the  evening. 
Neither  Miss  Penge  nor  either  of  the  two  Miss  Godolphins  had  enter- 
tained personal  hopes  in  regard  to  Lord  Eufford,  but  nevertheless  they 
took  badly  the  great  favour  shown  to  Arabella.  Lady  Augustus  did 
not  get  on  particularly  well  with  any  of  the  other  ladies,  and  there 
seemed  during  the  dinner  to  be  an  air  of  unhappiness  over  them  all. 
They  retired  as  soon  as  it  was  possible,  and  then  Arabella  at  once 
went  up  to  her  bed-room. 
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"  Mr.  Nokes  says  he  is  a  little  stronger,  my  lord/'  said  the  bntler, 
coming  into  the  room.  Mr.  Nokes  had  gone  home  and  had  returned 
again. 

"  He  might  pull  through  yet,"  said  Mr.  Hampton.  Lord  Eufford 
shook  his  head.  Then  Mr.  Gotobed  told  a  wonderful  story  of  an 
American  who  had  had  his  brains  knocked  almost  out  of  his  head,  and 
had  sat  in  Congress  afterwards.  "  He  was  the  finest  horseman  I  ever 
saw  on  a  horse,"  said  Hampton. 

"  A  little  too  much  temper,"  said  Captain  Battersby,  who  was  a  very 
old  friend  of  the  major. 

"  I'd  give  a  good  deal  that  that  mare  had  never  been  brought  to 
my  stables,"  said  Lord  Eufford.  "  Purefoy  will  never  get  over  it,  and 
I  shan't  forget  it  in  a  hurry."  Sir  John  at  this  time  was  upstairs 
with  the  sufferer.  Even  while  drinking  their  wine  they  could  not 
keep  themselves  from  the  subject,  and  were  convivial  in  a  cadaverous 
fashion. 


CHAPTEE  XXIV. 

THE  BALL. 

The  people  came  of  course,  but  not  in  such  numbers  as  had  been  ex- 
pected. Many  of  those  in  Eufford  had  heard  of  the  accident,  and, 
having  been  made  acquainted  with  Nokes's  report,  stayed  away. 
Everybody  was  told  that  supper  would  be  on  the  table  at  twelve,  and 
that  it  was  generally  understood  that  the  house  was  to  be  cleared  by 
two.  Nokes  seemed  to  think  that  the  sufferer  would  live  at  least  till 
the  morrow,  and  it  was  ascertained  to  a  certainty  that  the  music  could 
not  affect  him.  It  was  agreed  among  the  party  in  the  house,  that  the 
ladies  staying  there  should  stand  up  for  the  first  dance  or  two,  as 
otherwise  the  strangers  would  be  discouraged  and  the  whole  thing 
would  be  a  failure.  This  request  was  made  by  Lady  Penwether 
because  Miss  Penge  had  said  that  she  thought  it  impossible  for  her  to 
dance.  Poor  Miss  Penge,  who  was  generally  regarded  as  a  brilliant 
young  woman,  had  been  a  good  deal  eclipsed  by  Arabella,  and  had  seen, 
the  necessity  of  striking  out  some  line  for  herself.  Then  Arabella  had 
whispered  a  few  words  to  Lord  Eufford,  and  the  lord  had  whispered  a 
few  words  to  his  sister,  and  Lady  Penwether  had  explained  what  was 
to  be  done  to  the  ladies  around.  Lady  Augustus  nodded  her  head  and 
said  that  it  was  all  right.  The  other  ladies  of  course  agreed,  and 
partners  were  selected  within  the  house  party.  Lord  Eufford  stood  up 
with  Arabella,  and  John  Morton  with  Lady  Penwether.   Mr.  Gotobed 
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selected  Miss  Penge,  and  Hampton  and  Battersby  the  two  Miss  Godol- 
pliins.  Thc3'  all  took  their  places  with  a  lugubrious  but  business-like 
air,  as  awaro  that  they  were  sacrificing  themselves  in  the  performance 
of  a  sad  duty.  But  Morton  was  not  allowed  to  dance  in  the  same 
quadrille  with  the  lady  of  his  affections.  Lady  Penwether  explained 
to  him  that  she  and  her  brother  had  better  divide  themselves, — for  the 
good  of  the  company  generally, — and  therefore  he  and  Aralbella  were 
also  divided. 

A  rumour  had  reached  Lady  Penwether  of  the  truth  in  regard  to 
their  guests  from  Bragton.  Mr.  Gotobed  had  whispered  to  her  that  he 
had  understood  that  they  certainly  were  engaged ;  and  even  before  that 
the  names  of  the  two  lovers  had  been  wafted  to  her  ears  from  the  other 
side  of  the  Atlantic.  Both  John  Morton  and  Lady  Augustus  were 
"  somebodies,"  and  Lady  Penwether  generally  knew  what  there  was  to 
be  known  of  anybody  who  was  anybody.  But  it  was  quite  clear  to  her, 
— more  so  even  than  to  poor  John  Morton, — that  the  lady  was  con- 
ducting herself  now  as  though  she  were  fettered  by  no  bonds,  and  it 
seemed  to  Lady  Penwether  also  that  the  lady  was  very  anxious  to  con- 
tract other  bonds.  She  knew  her  brother  well.  He  was  always  in  love 
with  somebody ;  but  as  he  had  hitherto  failed  of  success  where  mar- 
riage was  desirable,  so  had  he  avoided  disaster  when  it  was  not.  He 
was  one  of  those  men  who  are  generally  supposed  to  be  averse  to 
matrimony.  Lady  Penwether  and  some  other  relatives  were  anxious 
that  he  should  take  a  wife ;  but  his  sister  was  by  no  means  anxious 
that  he  should  take  such  a  one  as  Arabella  Trefoil.  Therefore  she 
thought  that  she  might  judiciously  ask  Mr.  Morton  a  few  questions. 
"  I  believe  you  knew  the  Trefoils  in  "Washington  ?  "  she  said.  Morton 
acknowledged  that  he  had  seen  much  of  them  there.  "  She  is  very 
handsome,  certainly." 

"  I  think  so." 

"  And  rides  well,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.   I  never  heard  much  of  her  riding." 

"  Has  she  been  staying  long  at  Bragton  ?  " 

"  Just  a  week." 

"  Do  you  know  Lord  Augustus  ?  "  Morton  said  that  he  did  not 
know  Lord  Augustus,  and  then  answered  sundry  other  questions  of  the 
same  nature  in  the  same  uncommunicative  way.  Though  he  had  once 
or  twice  almost  fancied  that  he  would  like  to  proclaim  aloud  that  the 
girl  was  engaged  to  him,  yet  he  did  not  like  to  ^have  the  fact  pumped 
out  of  him.  And  if  she  were  such  a  girl  as  she  now  appeared  to  be, 
might  it  not  be  better  for  him  to  let  her  go  ?  Surely  her  conduct  here 
at  Eufford  Hall  was  opportunity  enough.  No  doubt  she  was  handsome. 
No  doubt  he  loved  her, — after  his  fashion  of  loving.  But  to  lose  her 
now  would  not  break  his  heart,  whereas  to  lose  her  after  he  was  mar- 
ried to  her,  would,  he  knew  well,  bring  him  to  the  very  ground.  He 
would  ask  her  a  question  or  two  this  very  night,  and  then  come  to 
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some  resolution.  With  such  thoughts  as  these  crossing  his  mind  he 
certainly  was  not  going  to  proclaim  his  engagement  to  Lady  Penwether. 
But  Lady  Penwether  was  a  determined  woman.  Her  smile,  when  she 
condescended  to  smile,  was  very  sweet, — lighting  up  her  whole  face 
and  flattering  for  the  moment  the  person  on  whom  it  shone.  It  was 
as  though  a  rose  in  emitting  its  perfume  could  confine  itself  to  the 
nostrils  of  its  one  favoured  friend.  And  now  she  smiled  on  Morton  as 
she  asked  another  question.  "  I  did  hear,"  she  said,  "  from  one  of 
your  Foreign  Office  young  men  that  you  and  Miss  Trefoil  were  very 
intimate." 

"  Who  was  that,  Lady  Penwether  ? " 

"  Of  course  I  shall  mention  no  name.  You  might  call  out  the  poor 
lad  and  shoot  him,  or,  worse  still,  have  him  put  down  to  the  bottom  of 
his  class.  But  I  did  hear  it.  And  then,  when  I  find  her  staying  with 
her  mother,  at  your  house,  of  course  I  believe  it  to  be  true." 

"  Now  she  is  staying  at  your  brother's  house,  which  is  much  the 
same  thing." 

"But  I  am  here." 

"  And  my  grandmother  is  at  Bragton." 

"  That  puts  me  in  mind,  Mr.  Morton.  I  am  so  sorry  that  we  did 
not  know  it,  so  that  we  might  have  asked  her." 

"  She  never  goes  out  anywhere.  Lady  Penwether." 

"  And  there  is  nothing,  then,  in  the  report  I  heard  ?  " 

Morton  paused  a  moment  before  he  answered,  and  during  that 
moment  collected  his  diplomatic  resources.  He  was  not  a  weak  man, 
who  could  be  made  to  tell  anything  by  the  wiles  of  a  pretty  woman. 
"I  think,"  he  said,  "that  when  people  have  anything  of  that  kind 
which  they  wish  to  be  known,  they  declare  it." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.    I  did  not  mean  to  unravel  a  secret." 

"There  are  secrets.  Lady  Penwether,  which  people  do  like  to 
unravel,  but  which  the  owners  of  them  sometimes  won't  abandon." 
Then  there  was  nothing  more  said  on  the  subject.  Lady  Penwether 
did  not  smile  again,  and  left  him,  to  go  about  the  room  on  her  busi- 
ness as  hostess,  as  soon  as  the  dance  was  over.  But  she  was  sure  that 
they  were  engaged. 

In  the  meantime  the  conversation  between  Lord  Eufiford  and 
Arabella  was  very  different  in  its  tone,  though  on  the  same  subject. 
He  was  certainly  very  much  struck  with  her,  not  probably  ever 
waiting  to  declare  to  himself  that  she  was  the  most  beautiful  woman 
he  had  ever  seen  in  his  life,  but  still  feeling  towards  her  an  attraction 
which  for  the  time  was  strong.  A  very  clever  girl  would  frighten 
him ;  a  very  horsey  girl  would  disgust  him ;  a  very  quiet  girl  would 
bore  him ;  or  a  very  noisy  girl  annoy  him.  With  a  shy  girl  he  could 
never  be  at  his  ease,  not  enjoying  the  labour  of  overcoming  such  a 
barrier ;  and  yet  he  liked  to  be  able  to  feel  that  any  female  intimacy 
which  he  admitted  was  due  to  his  own  choice  and  not  to  that  of  the 
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yonng  woman.  Arabella  Trefoil  was  not  very  clever,  but  she  had 
given  all  her  mind  to  this  peculiar  phase  of  life,  and,  to  use  a  common 
phrase,  knew  what  she  was  about.  She  was  quite  alive  to  the  fact 
that  different  men  require  different  manners  in  a  young  woman ;  and 
as  she  had  adapted  herself  to  Mr.  Morton  at  Washington,  so  could  she 
at  Tiufford  adapt  herself  to  Lord  EuiTord.  At  the  present  moment 
the  lord  was  in  love  with  her,  as  much  as  he  was  wont  to  be  in  love. 
"  Doesn't  it  seem  an  immense  time  since  we  came  here  yesterday  ? " 
she  said  to  him.  "  There  has  been  so  much  done." 
"  There  has  been  a  great  misfortune." 

"  I  suppose  that  is  it.  Only  for  that  how  very,  very  pleasant  it 
would  have  been ! " 

"  Yes,  indeed.  It  was  a  nice  run,  and  that  little  horse  carried  you 
charmingly.  I  wish  I  could  see  you  ride  him  again."  She  shook  her 
head  as  she  looked  up  into  his  face.   "  Why  do  you  shake  your  head  ?  " 

"Because  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  possible  chance  of  such  happi- 
ness. We  are  going  to  such  a  dull  house  to-morrow!  And  then  to 
so  many  dull  houses  afterwards." 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  shouldn't  come  back  and  have  another  day 
or  two — when  all  this  sadness  has  gone  by." 

"Don't  talk  about  it.  Lord  Eufford." 

"Why  not?" 

"  I  never  like  to  talk  about  any  pleasure,  because  it  always  vanishes 
as  soon  as  it  has  come ;  and  when  it  has  been  real  pleasure,  it  never 
comes  back  again.  I  don't  think  I  ever  enjoyed  anything  so  much  as 
oui"  ride  this  morning, — till  that  tragedy  came." 

"  Poor  Caneback ! " 

"I  suppose  there  is  no  hope?"  He  shook  his  head.  "And  we 
must  go  on  to  those  Gores  to-morrow  without  knowing  anything  about 
it.    I  wonder  whether  you  could  send  me  a  line  ?  " 

"Of  course  I  can,  and  I  will."  Then  he  asked  her  a  question, 
looking  into  her  face.    "  You  are  not  going  back  to  Bragton." 

"  Oh  dear,  no." 

"  ^Yas  Bragton  dull  ?  " 

"Awfully  dull;  frightfully  dull" 

"  You  know  what  they  say  ?  " 

"  What  who  say.  Lord  Eufford  ?  People  say  anything — the  more 
ill-natured  the  better  they  like  it,  I  think." 

"  Have  you  not  heard  what  they  say  about  you  and  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  Just  because  mamma  made  a  promise,  when  in  Washington,  to 
go  to  Bragton  with  that  Mr.  Gotobed.  Don't  you  find  they  marry  you 
to  everybody  ?  " 

"  They  have  married  me  to  a  good  many  people.  Perhaps  they'll 
marry  me  to  you  to-morrow.    That  would  not  be  so  bad." 

"  Oh,  Lord  Eufford !  Nobody  has  ever  condemned  you  to  anything 
eo  terrible  as  that  ?  " 
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"  There  -was  no  truth  in  it,  then,  Miss  Trefoil  ?  " 
"  None  at  all,  Lord  Eufford.   Only  I  don't  know  why  yon  should 
ask  me." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  A  man  likes  sometimes  to  be  sure  how  the 
land  Hes.  Mr.  Morton  looks  so  cross  that  I  thought  that  perhaps 
the  Tery  fact  of  my  dancing  with  you  might  be  an  oifence." 

"  Is  he  cross  ?  " 

"  You  know  him  better  than  I  do.  Perhaps  it's  his  nature.  Now, 
I  must  do  one  other  dance  with  a  native,  and  then  my  work  will  b© 
over." 

"  That  isn't  very  civil.  Lord  Eufford." 

"  If  you  don't  know  what  I  meant,  you're  not  the  girl  I  take  you  to 
be."  Then,  as  she  walked  with  him  back  out  of  the  ball-room  into 
the  drawing-room,  she  assured  him  that  she  did  know  what  he  meant, 
and  that,  therefore,  she  was  the  girl  he  took  her  to  be. 

She  had  determined  that  she  would  not  dance  again  and  had 
resolved  to  herd  with  the  other  ladies  of  the  house, — waiting  for  any 
opportunity  that  chance  might  give  her  for  having  a  last  word  with 
Lord  Eufford  before  they  parted  for  the  night, — when  Morton  came  up 
to  her  and  demanded  rather  than  asked  that  she  would  stand  up  with 
him  for  a  quadrille.  "  We  settled  it  all  among  ourselves,  you  know," 
she  said.  "  We  were  to  dance  only  once,  just  to  set  the  people  off." 
He  still  persisted,  but  she  still  refused,  alleging  that  she  was  bound  by 
the  general  compact,  and  though  ho  was  very  urgent  she  would  not 
yield.  "  I  wonder  how  you  can  ask  me,"  she  said.  "  You  don't  sup- 
pose that  after  what  has  occurred  I  can  have  any  pleasure  in  dancing." 
Upon  this  he  asked  her  to  take  a  turn  with  him  through  the  rooms, 
and  to  that  she  found  herself  compelled  to  assent.  Then  he  spoke  out 
to  her.  "  Arabella,"  he  said,  "  I  am  not  quite  content  with  what  has 
been  going  on  since  we  came  to  this  house." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that." 

"Nor,  indeed,  have  I  been  made  very  happy  by  all  that  has 
occurred  since  your  mother  and  you  did  me  the  honour  of  coming 
to  Bragton." 

"  I  must  acknowledge  you  haven't  seemed  to  be  very  happy,  Mr. 
Morton." 

"  I  don't  want  to  distress  you ;  and  as  far  as  possible  I  wish  to 
avoid  distressing  myself.  If  it  is  your  wish  that  our  engagement 
should  be  over,  I  will  endeavour  to  bear  it.  If  it  is  to  be  continued, 
— I  expect  that  your  manner  to  me  should  be  altered." 

"  What  am  I  to  say  ?  " 

"  Say  what  you  feel." 

"  I  feel  that  I  can't  alter  my  manner,  as  you  call  it." 
"  You  do  wish  the  engagement  to  be  over,  then  ?  " 
"  I  did  not  say  so.   The  truth  is,  Mr.  Morton,  that  there  is  some 
trouble  about  the  lawyers." 
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"  Why  do  you  always  call  me  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  Because  I  am  aware  liow  probable  it  is  that  all  this  may  come  to 
nothing.  I  can't  walk  out  of  the  house  and  marry  you  as  the  cook- 
maid  does  the  gardener.  I've  got  to  wait  till  I'm  told  that  everything 
is  settled ;  and  at  present  I'm  told  that  things  are  not  settled  because 
you  won't  agree." 

"  I'll  leave  it  to  anybody  to  say  whether  I've  been  unreasonable." 

"  I  won't  go  into  that.  I  haven't  meddled  with  ii,  and  I  dont  know 
anything  about  it.  But  until  it  is  all  settled,  as  a  matter  of  course 
there  must  be  some  little  distance  between  us.  It's  the  commonest 
thing  in  the  world,  I  should  say." 

"  What  is  to  be  the  end  of  it  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know.  If  you  think  yourself  injured  you  can  back  out 
of  it  at  once.   I've  nothing  more  to  say  about  it." 

"  And  you  think  I  can  like  the  way  you're  going  on  here  ?  " 

"  If  you're  jealous,  Mr.  Morton,  there's  an  end  of  it.  I  tell  you 
fairly,  once  for  all,  that  as  long  as  I'm  a  single  woman  I  will  regulate 
my  conduct  as  I  please.  You  can  do  the  same,  and  I  shall  not  say  a 
word  to  you."  Then  she  withdrew  her  arm  from  him,  and,  leaving 
him,  walked  across  the  room  and  joined  her  mother.  He  went  off  at 
once  to  his  own  room,  resolving  that  he  would  write  to  her  from  Brag- 
ton.  He  had  made  his  propositions  in  regard  to  money,  which  he  was 
quite  aware  were  as  liberal  as  was  fit.  If  she  would  now  fix  a  day  for 
their  marriage,  he  would  be  a  happy  man.  If  she  would  not  bring 
herself  to  do  this,  then  he  would  have  no  alternative  but  to  regard 
their  engagement  as  at  an  end. 

At  two  o'clock  the  guests  were  nearly  all  gone.  The  major  was 
alive,  and  likely  to  live  at  least  for  some  hours,  and  the  Eufford  people 
generally  were  glad  that  they  had  not  put  off  the  ball.  Some  of  them 
who  were  staying  in  the  house  had  already  gone  to  bed,  and  Lady 
Penwether,  with  Miss  Penge  at  her  side,  was  making  her  kst  adieux 
in  the  drawing-room.  The  ball-room  was  reached  from  the  drawing- 
room,  with  a  vestibule  between  them,  and  opening  from  this  was  a 
small  chamber,  prettily  furnished  but  seldom  used,  which  had  no  pecu- 
liar purpose  of  its  own,  but  in  which  during  the  present  evening  many 
sweet  words  had  probably  been  spoken.  Now,  at  this  last  moment. 
Lord  Eufford  and  Arabella  Trefoil  were  there  alone  together.  She 
had  just  got  up  from  a  sofa,  and  he  had  taken  her  hand  in  his.  She 
did  not  attempt  to  withdraw  it,  but  stood  looking  down  upon  the 
ground.  Then  he  passed  his  arm  round  her  waist  and  lifting  her  face 
to  his  held  her  in  a  close  embrace  from  which  she  made  no  effort  to 
free  herself.  As  soon  as  she  was  released  she  hastened  to  the  door 
which  was  all  but  closed,  and  as  she  opened  it  and  passed  through  to 
the  drawing-room  said  some  ordinary  word  to  him  quite  aloud  in  her 
ordinary  voice.  If  his  action  had  disturbed  her  she  knew  very  well 
how  to  recover  her  equanimity. 
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CHAPTEH  XXV. 

THE  LAST  MORNING  AT  KUFFOED  HALL. 

"Well,  my  love? "  said  Lady  Augustus,  as  soon  as  her  daughter  had 
joined  her  in  her  bedroom.  On  such  occasions  there  was  always  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  going  to  bed  in  which  the  mother  and 
daughter  discussed  their  affairs,  while  the  two  ladies'  maids  were  dis- 
cussing their  affairs  in  the  other  room.  The  two  maids  probably  did 
not  often  quarrel,  but  the  mother  and  daughter  usually  did. 

"  I  wish  that  stupid  man  hadn't  got  himself  hurt." 

"  Of  course,  my  dear ;  we  all  wish  that.  But  I  really  don't  see  that 
it  has  stood  much  in  your  way." 

"  Yes,  it  has.  After  all,  there  is  nothing  like  dancing,  and  we 
shouldn't  all  have  been  sent  to  bed  at  two  o'clock." 

"  Then  it  has  come  to  nothing  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  say  that  at  all,  mamma.  I  think  I  have  done  uncom- 
monly well.  Indeed,  I  know  I  have.  But  then  if  everything  had  not 
been  upset,  I  might  have  done  so  much  the  better." 

"What  have  you  done?"  asked  Lady  Augustus,  timidly.  She 
knew  perfectly  well  that  her  daughter  would  tell  her  nothing,  and  yet 
she  always  asked  these  questions  and  was  always  angry  when  no 
information  was  given  to  her.  Any  young  woman  would  have  found 
it  very  hard  to  give  the  information  needed : — "  When  we  were  alone 
he  sat  for  five  minutes  with  his  arm  round  my  waist,  and  then  he 
kissed  me.  He  didn't  say  much,  but  then  I  knew  perfectly  well  that 
he  would  be  on  his  guard  not  to  commit  himself  by  words.  But  I've 
got  him  to  promise  that  he'll  write  to  me,  and  of  course  I'll  answer  in 
such  a  way  that  he  must  write  again.  I  know  he'll  want  to  see  me, 
and  I  think  I  can  go  very  near  doing  it.  But  he's  an  old  stager  and 
knows  what  he's  about :  and,  of  course,  there'll  be  ever  so  many  people 
to  tell  him  I'm  not  the  sort  of  girl  he  ought  to  marry.   He'll  hear 

about  Colonel  de  B  ,  and  Sir  C.  D  ,  and  Lord  E.  F  ,  and 

there  are  ever  so  many  chances  against  me.  But  I've  made  up  my 
mind  to  try  it.  It's  taking  the  long  odds.  I  can  hardly  expect  to  win, 
but  if  I  do  pull  it  off  I'm  made  for  ever !  "  A  daughter  can  hardly  say 
all  that  to  her  mother.  Even  Arabella  Trefoil  could  not  say  it  to  her 
mother, — or,  at  any  rate,  she  would  not.  "  What  a  question  that  is  to 
ask,  mamma  ?  "  she  did  say,  tossing  her  head. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  unless  you  tell  me  something,  how  can  I  help 
you?" 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  want  you  to  help  me, — at  any  rate  not  in  that 
tt'ay." 

"In  what  way?" 
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'  Oil,  mamma,  you  arc  so  odd ! " 
"  Has  he  said  anything  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  has.  He  said  he  liked  dry  champagne,  and  that  he  neve 
ate  su23per." 

"  If  yon  won't  tell  me  how  things  are  going,  you  may  tight  you 
own  battles  by  yourself." 

"  That's  just  what  I  must  do.  Nobody  else  can  fight  my  battle 
for  me." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  about  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 
"Nothing." 

"  I  saw  him  talking  to  you,  and  looking  as  black  as  thunder." 
"  He  always  looks  as  black  as  thunder." 

"Is  that  to  be  all  off?  I  insist  upon  having  an  answer  to  tha 
question." 

"  I  believe  you  fancy,  mamma,  that  a  lot  of  men  can  be  played  lik 
a  parcel  of  chessmen,  and  that  as  soon  as  a  knight  is  knocked  on  th< 
head  you  can  take  him  up  and  put  him  into  the  box,  and  have  don 
with  him." 

"  You  haven't  done  with  Mr.  Morton,  then  ?  " 

"  Poor  Mr.  Morton !  I  do  feel  he  is  badly  used,  because  he  is  S' 
honest.  I  sometimes  wish  that  I  could  afford  to  be  honest  too,  an( 
to  tell  somebody  the  downright  truth.  I  should  like  to  tell  him  th 
truth,  and  I  almost  think  I  will.  '  My  dear  fellow,  I  did  for  a  tim 
think  I  couldn't  do  better,  and  I'm  not  at  all  sure  now  that  I  car 
But  then  you  are  so  very  dull,  and  I'm  not  certain  that  I  should  car 
to  be  Queen  of  the  English  society  at  the  Court  of  the  Emperor  c 
Morocco !  But  if  you'll  wait  for  another  six  months,  I  shall  be  abl 
to  tell  you.'   That's  what  I  should  have  to  say  to  him." 

"  Who  is  talking  nonsense  now,  Arabella  ?  " 

"  I  am  not.  But  I  shan't  say  it.  And  now,  mamma,  I'll  tell  yoi 
what  we  must  do." 

"  I'ou  must  tell  me  why  also." 

"  I  can  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  He  knows  the  duke."  The  duk( 
with  the  Trefoils  always  meanu  the  Duke  of  Mayfair,  who  wa 
Arabella's  ducal  uncle. 

"Intimately?" 

"Well,  enough  to  go  there.  There  is  to  bo  a  great  shooting  a 
Mistletoe  "  (Mistletoe  was  the  duke's  place)  "  in  January.  I  got  tha 
from  him,  and  he  can  gc  if  he  likes.  He  won't  go  as  it  is ;  but  if  I  tel 
him  I'm  to  be  there,  I  think  he  will." 

"  What  did  you  tell  him? " 

"  Well,  I  told  him  a  tarradiddle,  of  course.  I  made  him  under 
stand  that  I  could  be  there  if  I  pleased,  and  he  thinks  that  I  mean  t( 
be  there  if  he  goes." 

"  But  I'm  sure  the  duchess  won't  have  me  again." 

"  She  might  let  me  come." 
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"  And  what  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"  You  could  go  to  Brighton  -with  Miss  De  Groat ;  or  what  does  it 
matter  for  a  fortnight?  You'll  get  the  advantage  when  it's  done. 
It's  as  well  to  have  the  truth  out  at  once,  mamma.  I  cannot  carry  on 
if  I'm  always  to  be  stuck  close  to  your  apron-strings.  There  are  so 
many  people  won't  have  you." 

"  Arabella,  I  do  think  you  are  the  most  ungrateful,  hard-hearted 
creature  that  ever  lived ! " 

"  Very  well ;  I  don't  know  what  I've  to  be  grateful  about,  and  I 
need  to  be  hard-hearted.  Of  course  I  am  hard-hearted.  The  thing 
will  be  to  get  papa  to  see  his  brother." 

"  Your  papa  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  that's  what  I  mean  to  try.  The  duke,  of  course,  would  Like 
me  to  marry  Lord  Eufford.  Do  you  think  that,  if  I  were  at  home 
here,  it  wouldn't  make  Mistletoe  a  very  different  sort  of  place  for  you? 
The  duke  does  like  papa  in  a  sort  of  way,  and  he's  civil  enough  to  me 
when  I'm  there.   He  never  did  like  you." 

"  Everybody  is  so  fond  of  you !  It  was  what  you  did  when  young 
Stranorlar  was  there  which  made  the  duchess  almost  turn  us  out  of 
the  house." 

"  What's  the  good  of  your  saying  that,  mamma  ?  If  you  go  on 
like  that  I'll  separate  myself  from  you  and  throw  myself  on  papa." 

"  Your  father  wouldn't  lift  his  little  finger  for  you." 

"  I'll  try,  at  any  rate.  Will  you  consent  to  my  going  there  without 
you  if  I  can  manage  it  ?  " 

"What  did  Lord  Eufford  say?"  Arabella  here  made  a  grimace. 
"You  can  tell  me  something.  What  are  the  lawyers  to  say  to  Mr. 
Morton's  people  ?  " 

"  Whatever  they  like." 

"  If  they  come  to  arrangements,  do  you  mean  to  marry  him  ?  " 

"  Not  for  the  next  two  months,  certainly.  I  shan't  see  him  again 
now  Heaven  knows  when.  He'll  write,  no  doubt — one  of  his  awfully 
sensible  letters,  and  I  shall  take  my  time  about  answering  him.  I  can 
iStretch  it  out  for  two  months.  If  I'm  to  do  any  good  with  this  man, 
it  will  be  all  arranged  before  that  time.  If  the  duke  could  really  be 
Tiade  to  believe  that  Lord  Eufford  was  in  earnest,  I'm  sure  he'd  have 
me  there.   As  to  her,  she  always  does  what  he  tells  her." 

"  He  is  going  to  write  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  told  you  that  before,  mamma.  What  is  the  good  of  asking  a 
lot  of  questions  ?  You  know  now  what  my  plan  is,  and  if  you  won't 
help  me  I  must  carry  it  out  alone.  And,  remember,  I  don't  want  to 
start  to-morrow  till  after  Morton  and  that  American  have  gone." 
Then,  without  a  kiss  or  wishing  her  mother  good-night,  she  went  off 
to  her  own  room. 

The  next  morning,  at  about  nine,  Arabella  heard  from  her  maid 
that  the  major  was  still  alive,  but  senseless.   The  London  surgeon 
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had  been  there,  and  had  declared  it  to  be  possible  that  the  patient 
should  live, — but  barely  possible.  At  ten  they  were  all  at  breakfast, 
and  the  carriage  from  Bragton  was  already  at  the  door  to  take  back 
Mr.  j\Iorton  and  his  American  friend.  Lady  Augustus  had  been  clever 
enough  to  arrange  that  she  should  have  the  phaeton  to  take  her  to 
the  Enfford  Station  a  little  later  on  in  the  day,  and  had  already  hinted 
to  one  of  the  servants  that  perhaps  a  cart  might  be  sent  with  the 
luggage.  The  cart  was  forthcoming.  Lady  Augustus  was  very  clever 
in  arranging  her  locomotion,  and  seldom  paid  for  much  more  than 
her  railway  tickets. 

"  I  had  meant  to  say  a  few  words  to  you,  my  lord,  about  that  man 
Goarly,"  said  the  Senator,  standing  before  the  fire  in  the  breakfast- 
room,  "  but  this  sad  catastrophe  has  stopped  me." 

"  There  isn't  much  to  say  about  him,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  Perhaps  not ;  only  I  would  not  wish  you  to  think  that  I  would 
oppose  you  without  some  cause.  If  the  man  is  in  the  wrong  according 
to  law,  let  him  be  proved  to  be  so.  The  cost  to  you  will  be  nothing ; 
to  him  it  might  be  of  considerable  importance." 

"Just  so.  "Won't  you  sit  down  and  have  some  breakfast?  If 
Goarly  ever  makes  himself  nuisance  enough,  it  may  be  worth  my 
while  to  buy  him  out  at  three  times  the  value  of  his  land.  But  he'll 
have  to  be  a  very  great  nuisance  before  I  shall  do  that.  Dillsborough 
"Wood  is  not  the  only  fox  covert  in  the  county."  After  that  there  was 
no  more  said  about  it ;  but  neither  did  Lord  Eufford  understand  the 
Senator,  nor  did  the  Senator  understand  Lord  Eufford.  John  Eunce 
had  a  clearer  conviction  on  his  mind  than  either  of  them.  Goarly 
ought  to  be  hanged,  and  no  American  should,  under  any  circum- 
stances, be  allowed  to  put  his  foot  upon  British  soil.  That  was 
Eunce's  idea  of  the  matter. 

The  parting  between  Morton  and  the  Trefoils  was  very  chill  and 
uncomfortable.  "  Good-bye,  Mr.  Morton ;  we  had  such  a  pleasant  time 
at  Bragton ! "  said  Lady  Augustus.  "  I  shall  write  to  yon  this  after- 
noon," he  whispered  to  Arabella  as  he  took  her  hand.  She  smiled 
and  murmured  a  word  of  adieu,  but  made  him  no  reply.  Then  they 
were  gone,  and  as  he  got  into  the  carriage  he  told  himself  that  in  all 
probability  he  would  never  see  her  again.  It  might  be  that  he  would 
curtail  his  leave  of  absence,  and  get  back  to  Washington  as  quickly  as 
possible. 

The  Trefoils  did  not  start  for  an  hour  after  this,  during  which 
Arabella  could  hardly  find  an  opportunity  for  a  word  in  private.  She 
could  not  quite  appeal  to  him  to  walk  with  her  in  the  grounds,  or 
even  to  take  a  turn  with  her  round  the  empty  ball-room.  She  came 
down  dressed  for  walking,  thinking  that  so  she  might  have  the  best 
chance  of  getting  him  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  herself,  but  he  was 
either  too  wary  or  else  the  habits  of  his  life  prevented  it.  And  in 
what  she  had  to  do  it  was  so  easy  to  go  beyond  the  proper  line.  She 
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■would  wish  him  to  understand  that  she  would  like  to  be  alone  with 
him  after  what  had  passed  between  them  on  the  previous  evening,  but 
she  must  be  careful  not  to  let  him  imagine  that  she  was  too  anxious. 
And  then,  whatever  she  did,  she  had  to  do  with  so  many  eyes  upon 
her.  And  when  she  went,  as  she  would  do  now  in  so  short  a  time,  so 
many  hostile  tongues  would  attack  her.  He  had  everything  to  pro- 
tect him,  and  she  had  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  to  help  her!  It 
was  thus  that  she  looked  at  it,  and  yet  she  had  coiirage  for  the  battle. 
Almost  at  the  last  moment  she  did  get  a  word  with  him  in  the  hall. 
"How  is  he?" 

"  Oh,  better,  decidedly." 

"  I  am  so  glad.   If  I  could  only  think  that  he  could  live !  Well, 
my  lord,  we  have  to  say  good-bye." 
"  I  suppose  so." 

"  You'll  write  me  a  line, — about  him." 
"  Certainly." 

"I  shall  be  so  glad  to  have  a  line  from  Eufford.  Maddox  Hall,  you 
know;  Stafford." 
"  I  will  remember." 

"  And  dear  old  Jack  !  Tell  me  when  you  write  what  Jack  has  been 
doing."    Then  she  put  out  her  hand  and  he  held  it.    "I  wonder 

whether  you  will  ever  remember  "    But  she  did  not  quite  know 

what  to  bid  him  remember,  and  therefore  turned  away  her  face  and 
wiped  away  a  tear,  and  then  smiled  as  she  turned  it  back  on  him. 
The  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  the  ladies  flocked  into  the  hall,  and 
then  not  another  word  could  be  said. 

"  That's  what  I  call  a  really  nice  country  house,"  said  Lady 
Augustus  as  she  was  driven  away.  Arabella  sat  back  in  the  phaeton 
lost  in  thought  and  said  nothing.  "  Everything  so  well  done,  and  yet 
none  of  all  that  fuss  that  there  is  at  Mistletoe."  She  paused -but  still 
her  daughter  did  not  speak.  "  If  I  were  beginning  the  world  again  I 
would  not  wish  for  a  better  establishment  than  that.  Why  can't  you 
answer  me  a  word  when  I  speak  to  you  ? " 

"  Of  course  it's  all  very  nice.  What's  the  good  of  going  on  in  that 
way  ?  What  a  shame  it  is  that  a  man  like  that  should  have  so  much 
and  that  a  girl  like  me  should  have  nothing  at  all.  I  know  twice  as 
much  as  he  does,  and  am  twice  as  clever,  and  yet  I've  got  to  treat  him 
as  though  he  were  a  god.  He's  all  very  well,  but  what  would  anybody 
think  of  him  if  he  were  a  younger  brother  with  £300  a  year."  This 
was  a  kind  of  philosophy  which  Lady  Augustus  hated.  She  threw 
herself  back  therefore  in  the  phaeton  and  pretended  to  go  to  sleep. 

The  wheels  were  not  out  of  sight  of  the  house  before  the  attack  on 
the  Trefoils  began.  "  I  had  heard  of  Lady  Augustus  before,"  said 
Lady  Penwether,  "  but  I  didn't  think  that  any  woman  could  be  so 
disagreeable." 

"So- vulgar,"  said  Miss  Penge. 
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"Wasn't  she  the  daughter  of  an  ironmonger?"  asked  the  elder 
Miss  Godolphin. 

"  The  girl,  of  course,  is  handsome,"  said  Lady  Penwcther. 

"  But  so  self-sufHcient,"  said  Miss  Godolphin. 

"  And  almost  as  Yulgar  as  her  mother,"  said  Miss  Penge. 

"  She  may  be  clever,"  said  Lady  Penwether,  "  but  I  do  not  think  I 
should  ever  like  her." 

••She  is  one  of  those  girls  •whom  only  gentlemen  like,"  said  Miss 
Penge. 

"  And  whom  they  don't  like  very  long,"  said  Lady  Pen'wether. 

"  How  well  I  understand  all  this,"  said  Lord  Eufford  turning  to 
the  younger  Miss  Godolphin.  "It  is  all  said  for  my  benefit,  and 
(Considered  to  be  necessary  because  I  danced  with  the  young  lady  last 
night." 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  attributing  such  a  motive  to  me,"  said  Miss 
Penge. 

"  Or  to  me,"  said  Miss  Godolphin. 

"  I  look  on  both  of  you  and  Eleanor  as  all  one  on  the  present 
occasion.  I  am  considered  to  be  falling  over  a  precipice,  and  she  has 
g'ot  hold  of  my  coat  tails.  Of  course  you  wouldn't  be  Christians  if  you 
didn't  both  of  you  seize  a  foot." 

"  Looking  at  it  in  that  light  I  certainly  wish  to  be  understood  as 
holding  on  very  fast,"  said  Miss  Penge. 


CHAPTEK  XXVI. 

GIVE  MB  SIX  MONTHS. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  trouble  and  some  very  genuine  sorrow  in 
the  attorney's  house  at  Dillsborough  during  the  first  week  in 
December.  Mr.  Masters  had  declared  to  his  wife  that  Mary  should 
go  to  Cheltenham,  and  a  letter  was  written  to  Lady  Ushant  accepting 
the  invitation.  The  £20,  too,  was  forthcoming  and  the  dress  and  the 
boots  and  the  hat  were  bought.  But  while  this  was  going  ou,  Sirs. 
r\Iasters  took  care  that  there  should  be  no  comfort  whatever  around 
them  and  made  every  meal  a  separate  curse  to  the  unfortunate  lawyer 
She  told  him  ten  times  a  day  that  she  had  been  a  mother  to  his 
daughter,  but  declared  that  such  a  position  was  no  longer  possible  to 
her,  as  the  girl  had  been  taken  altogether  out  of  her  hands.  To  Mary 
she  hardly  spoke  at  all  and  made  her  thoroughly  wish  that  Lady 
Ushant's  kindness  had  been  declined.  "  Mamma,"  she  said  one  day, 
"  I  had  rather  write  now  and  tell  her  that  I  cannot  come." 
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"  After  all  the  money  has  been  wasted ! " 

"  I  haTO  only  got  things  that  I  must  have  had  very  soon." 

"If  you  have  got  anything  to  say  you  had  better  talk  to  your 
father.    I  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  You  break  my  heart  when  you  say  that,  mamma." 

"You  think  nothing  about  breaking  mine; — or  that  young  man's 
who  is  behaving  so  well  to  you.  What  makes  me  mad  is  to  see  you 
shilly-shallying  with  him." 

"  Mamma,  I  haven't  shilly-shallied." 

"  That's  what  I  call  it.  Why  can't  you  speak  him  fair  and  tell  him 
you'll  have  him  and  settle  yourself  down  properly  ?  You've  got  some 
idea  into  your  silly  head  that  what  you  call  a  gentleman  will  come 
after  you." 

"  Mamma,  that  isn't  fair." 

"  Very  well,  miss.  As  your  father  takes  your  part,  of  course  you 
can  say  what  you  please  to  me.  I  say  it  is  so."  Mary  knew  very  well 
what  her  mother  meant  and  was  safe  at  least  from  any  allusion  to 
Reginald  Morton.  There  was  an  idea  prevalent  in  the  house,  and  not 
without  some  cause,  that  Mr.  Surtees  the  curate  had  looked  with  an 
eye  of  favour  on  Mary  Masters.  Mr.  Surtees  was  certainly  a  gentleman, 
but  his  income  was  strictly  limited  to  the  sum  of  £120  per  annum, 
which  he  received  from  Mr.  Mainwaring.  Now  Mrs.  Maste^.:.  disliked 
clergymen^  disliked  gentlemen,  and  especially  disliked  poverty;  and 
therefore  was  not  disposed  to  look  upon  Mr.  Surtees  as  an  eligible 
suitor  for  her  stepdaughter.  But  as  the  curate's  courtship  had 
hitherto  been  of  the  coldest  kind,  and  as  it  had  received  no  encourage- 
ment from  the  young  lady,  Mary  was  certainly  justified  in  declaring 
that  the  allusion  was  not  fair.  "  What  I  want  to  know  is  this ; — are 
you  prepared  to  marry  Lawrence  Twentyman  ?  "  To  this  question,  as 
Mary  could  not  give  a  favourable  answer,  she  thought  it  best  to  make 
none  at  all.  "  There  is  a  man  as  has  got  a  house  fit  for  any  woman, 
and  means  to  keep  it ;  who  can  give  a  young  woman  everything  that 
she  ought  to  want ; — and  a  handsome  fellow  too,  with  some  life  in 
him ;  one  who  really  dotes  on  you, — as  men  don't  often  do  on  young 
women  now  as  far  as  I  can  see.  I  wonder  what  it  is  that  you  would 
have?" 

"  I  want  nothing,  mamma." 

"  Yes,  you  do.  You  have  been  reading  boo  ks  of  poetry  till  you 
don't  know  what  it  is  you  do  want.  You've  got  your  head  full  of 
claptraps  and  tantrums  till  you  haven't  a  grain  of  sense  belonging  to 
you.  I  hate  such  ways.  It's  a  spurning  of  the  gifts  of  Providence 
not  to  have  such  a  man  as  Lawrence  Twentyman  when  he  comes  in 
your  way.  Who  are  you  I  wonder,  that  you  shouldn't  be  contented 
with  such  as  him  ?  He'll  go  and  take  some  one  else  and  then  you'll 
be  fit  to  break  your  heart,  fretting  after  him,  and  I  shan't  pity  you  a 
bit.   It'll  serve  you  right  and  you'll  die  an  old  maid,  and  what  there 
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will  be  for  you  to  live  upon^  God  in  heaven  only  knows.  You're 
breaking  your  father's  heart,  as  it  is."  Then  she  sat  clown  in  a 
rocking-chair  and  throwing  her  apron  over  her  eyes  gave  herself  up  to 
a  deluge  of  hysterical  tears. 

This  was  very  hard  upon  Mary,  for  though  she  did  not  believe? 
all  the  horrible  things  which  her  stepmother  said  to  her,  she  did 
believe  some  of  them.  She  was  not  afraid  of  the  fate  of  an  old  maid 
which  was  threatened,  but  she  did  think  that  her  marriage  with  this 
man  would  be  for  the  benefit  of  the  family,  and  a  great  relief  to  her 
father.  And  she  knew,  too,  that  he  was  respectable,  and  believed 
him  to  be  thoroughly  earnest  in  his  love.  For  such  love  as  that 
it  is  impossible  that  a  girl  should  not  be  grateful.  There  was  nothing 
to  allure  him,  nothing  to  tempt  him  to  such  a  marriage,  but  a 
simple  appreciation  of  her  personal  merits.  And  in  life  he  was 
at  any  rate  her  equal.  She  had  told  Eeginald  Morton  that  Larry 
Twentyman  was  a  fit  companion  for  her  and  her  sisters,  and  she 
owned  as  much  to  herself  every  day.  When  she  acknowledged  all 
this  she  was  tempted  to  ask  herself  whether  she  ought  not  to  accept 
the  man, — if  not  for  her  own  sake,  at  least  for  that  of  the  family. 

That  same  evening  her  father  called  her  into  the  office  after  the 
clerks  were  gone  and  spoke  to  her  thus.  "  Your  mamma  is  very 
unhappy,  my  dear,"  he  said. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  have  made  everybody  unhappy  by  wanting  to  go 
to  Cheltenham." 

"  It  is  not  only  that.  That  is  reasonable  enough,  and  you  ought 
to  go.  Mamma  would  say  nothing  more  about  that, — if  you  would 
make  up  your  mind  to  one  thing." 

"What  thing,  papa?"  Of  course  she  knew  very  well  what  the 
thing  was. 

"  It  is  time  for  you  to  think  of  settling  in  life,  Mary.  I  never 
would  put  it  into  a  girl's  head  that  she  ought  to  worry  herself  about 
getting  a  husband  unless  the  opportunity  seemed  to  come  in  her 
way.  Young  women  should  be  quiet  and  wait  till  they're  sought 
after.  But  here  is  a  young  man  seeking  you,  whom  we  all  like  and 
approve.  A  good  house  is  a  very  good  thing  when  it's  fairly 
come  by." 

"  Yes,  papa." 

"  And  so  is  a  full  house.  A  girl  shouldn't  run  after  money,  but 
plenty  is  a  great  comfort  in  this  world,  when  it  can  be  had  without 
blushing  for." 

"  Yes,  papa." 

"And  so  is  an  honest  man's  love.  I  don't  like  to  see  any  girl 
wearying  after  some  fellow  to  be  always  fal-lalling  with  her.  A  good 
girl  will  be  happy  and  contented  without  that.  But  a  lone  life  is 
a  poor  life,  and  a  good  husband  is  about  the  best  blessing  that  a 
young  woman  can  have."   To  this  proposition  Mary  perhaps  agreed 
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in  her  own  mind,  but  she  gave  no  spoken  assent.  "  Now  this  yonng 
man  that  is  wanting  to  marry  you  has  got  all  these  things,  and  as 
far  as  I  can  judge  with  my  experience  in  the  world,  is  as  likely  to 
make  a  good  husband  as  any  one  I  know."  He  paused  for  an  answer, 
but  Mary  could  only  lean  close  upon  his  arm  and  be  silent.  "  Have 
you  anything  to  say  about  it,  my  dear?  You  see  it  has  been  going 
on  now  a  long  time,  but  of  course  he'll  look  to  have  it  decided." 
But  still  she  could  say  nothing.  "  Well,  now ; — he  has  been  with 
me  to-day." 

"  Mr.  Twentyman  ?  " 

"  Yes, — Mr.  Twentyman.  He  knows  you're  going  to  Cheltenham, 
and  of  course  he  has  nothing  to  say  against  that.  No  young  man 
such  as  he  would  be  sorry  that  his  sweetheart  should  be  entertained 
by  such  a  lady  as  Lady  TJshant.  But  he  says  that  he  wants  to  have 
an  answer  before  you  go." 

"  I  did  answer  him,  papa." 

"Yes, — you  refused  him.  But  he  hopes  that  perhaps  you  may 
think  better  of  it.  He  has  been  with  me,  and  I  have  told  him  that 
if  he  will  come  to-morrow  you  will  see  him.  He  is  to  be  here  after 
dinner,  and  you  had  better  just  take  him  upstairs  and  hear  what  he 
has  to  say.  If  you  can  make  up  your  mind  to  like  him,  you  will 
please  all  your  family.  But  if  you  can't, — I  won't  quarrel  with  you, 
my  dear." 

"  Oh  papa,  you  are  always  so  good." 

"Of  course  I  am  anxious  that  you  should  have  a  home  of  your 
own ; — but  let  it  be  how  it  may  I  will  not  quarrel  with  my  child." 

All  that  evening,  and  almost  all  the  night,  and  again  on  the 
following  morning  Mary  turned  it  over  in  her  mind.  She  was 
quite  sure  that  she  was  not  in  love  with  Larry  Twentyman;  but 
she  was  by  no  means  sure  that  it  might  not  be  her|duty  to  accept 
him  without  being  in  love  with  him.  Of  course  he  must  know  the 
whole  truth ;  but  she  could  tell  him  the  truth  and  then  leave  him  to 
decide.  What  right  had  she  to  stand  in  the  way  of  her  friends, 
or  to  be  a  burden  to  them,  when  such  a  mode  of  life  was  offered  to 
her?  She  had  nothing  of  her  own,  and  regarded  herself  as  being 
a  dead  weight  on^  the  family.  And  she  was  conscious,  in  a  certain 
degree,  of  isolation  in  the  household, — as  being  her  father's  only 
child  by  the  first  marriage.  She  would  hardly  know  how  to  look 
her  father  in  the  face  and  tell  him  that  she  had  again  refused  the 
man.  But  yet  there  was  something  awful  to  her  in  the  idea  of 
giving  herself  to  a  man  without  loving  him, — in  becoming  a  man's 
wife  when  she  would  fain  remain  away  from  him!  Would  it  be 
possible  that  she  should  live  with  him  while  her  feelings  were  of 
such  a  nature  ?  And  then  she  blushed  as  she  lay  in  the  dark,  with 
her  cheek  on  her  pillow,  when  she  found  herself  forced  to  inquire 
within  her  own  heart  whether  she  did  not  love  some  one  else.  Shd 
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would  not  own  it,  and  yet  she  blushed,  and  yet  slie  thought  of  it. 
If  there  might  be  such  a  man  it  was  not  the  young  clergyman  to 
whom  her  mother  had  alluded. 

Through  all  that  morning  she  was  very  quiet,  very  pale,  and,  in 
truth,  very  unhappy.  Her  father  said  no  further  word  to  her,  and 
her  stepmother  had  been  implored  to  be  equally  reticent.  "  I  shan't 
speak  another  word,"  said  Mrs.  Masters ;  "  her  fortune  is  in  her  own 
hands,  and  if  she  don't  choose  to  take  it,  I've  done  with  her.  One 
man  may  lead  a  horse  to  water,  but  a  hundred  can't  make  him  drink. 
It's  just  the  same  with  an  obstinate,  pig-headed  young  woman." 

At  three  o'clock  Mr.  Twentyman  came  and  was  at  once  desired 
to  go  up  to  Mary,  who  was  waiting  for  him  in  the  drawing-room. 
I^Irs.  Masters  smiled  and  was  gracious  as  she  spoke  to  him,  having 
for  the  moment  wreathed  herself  in  good  humour  so  that  he  might 
go  to  his  wooing  in  better  spirit.  He  had  learned  his  lesson  by 
heart  or  nearly  as  he  was  able,  and  began  to  recite  it  as  soon  as 
he  had  closed  the  door.  "So  you  are  going  to  Cheltenham  on 
Thursday  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"I  hope  you  will  enjoy  your  visit  there.  I  remember  Lady 
Ushant  myself  very  well.  I  don't  suppose  she  will  remember  me^ 
but  you  can  give  her  my  compliments." 

"  I  certainly  will  do  that." 

"  And  now,  Mary,  what  have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ?  "  He  looked 
for  a  moment  as  though  he  expected  she  would  say  what  she  had  to 
say  at  once, — without  further  questions  from  him;  but  he  knew 
that  it  could  not  be  so,  and  he  had  prepared  his  lesson  further  than 
that.  "  I  think  you  must  believe  that  I  really  do  love  you  with  all 
my  heart." 

"  I  know  that  you  are  very  good  to  me,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  I  don't  say  anything  about  being  good ;  but  I'm  true  : — that 
I  am.  I'd  take  you  for  my  wife  to-morrow  if  you  hadn't  a  friend  in 
the  world,  just  for  downright  love.  I've  got  you  so  in  my  heart, 
ilary,  that  I  couldn't  get  rid  of  you  if  I  tried  ever  so.  You  must 
know  that  it's  true." 

"  I  do  know  that  it's  true," 

"  ^Yell !    Don't  you  think  that  a  fellow  like  that  deserves  some- 
thing from  a  girl  ?  " 
"  Indeed,  I  do." 
"Well!" 

"  He  deserves  a  great  deal  too  much  for  any  girl  to  deceive  him. 
You  wouldn't  like  a  young  woman  to  marry  you  without  loving  you. 
I  think  you  deserve  a  great  deal  too  well  of  me  for  that." 

He  paused  a  moment  before  he  replied.  "I  don't  know  about 
that,"  he  said  at  last.  "I  believe  I' should  be  glad  to  take  you  just 
anyhow.    I  don't  think  you  car  hate  me." 
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"  Certainly  not.  I  like  you  as  well,  Mr.  Twentyman,  as  one  friend 
can  like  another, — without  loving." 

"  I'll  be  content  with  that,  Mary,  and  chance  it  for  the  rest.  I'll 
be  that  kind  to  you  that  I'll  make  you  love  me  before  twelve  months 
are  over.  You  come  and  try.  You  shall  be  mistress  of  everything. 
Mother  isn't  one  that  will  want  to  be  in  the  way." 

"  It  isn't  that,  Larry,"  she  said. 

She  hadn't  called  him  Larry  for  a  long  time,  and  the  sound  of  his 
own  name  from  her  lips  gave  him  infinite  hope.  "  Come  and  try.  Say 
you'll  try.  If  ever  a  man  did  his  best  to  please  a  woman,  I'll  do  it  to 
please  you."  Then  he  attempted  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  but  she 
glided  away  from  him  round  the  table.  "  I  won't  ask  you  not  to  go  to 
Cheltenham,  or  anything  of  that.  You  shall  have  your  own  time.  By 
George !  you  shall  have  everything  your  own  way."  Still  she  did  not 
answer  him,  but  stood  looking  down  upon  the  table.  "  Come,  say  a 
word  to  a  fellow." 

Then  at  last  she  spoke.   "  Give  me — six  months  to  think  of  it." 

"  Six  months !    If  you'd  say  six  weeks." 

"  It  is  such  a  serious  thing  to  do." 

"  It  is  serious,  of  course.  I'm  serious,  I  know.  I  shouldn't  hunt 
above  half  as  often  as  I  do  now ;  and  as  for  the  club,  I  don't  suppose 
I  should  go  near  the  place  once  a  month.  Say  six  weeks,  and  then, 
if  you'll  let  me  have  one  kiss,  I'll  not  trouble  you  till  you're  back  from 
Cheltenham." 

Mary  at  once  perceived  that  he  had  taken  her  doubt  almost  as  a 
complete  surrender,  and  had  again  to  become  obdurate.  At  last  she 
jDromised  to  give  him  a  final  answer  in  two  months,  but  declared  as 
she  said  so  that  she  was  afraid  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  do  as  he 
desired.  She  declined  altogether  to  comply  with  that  other  request 
which  he  made,  and  then  left  him  in  the  room,  declaring  that  at 
present  she  could  say  nothing  further.  As  she  did  so,  she  felt  sure 
that  she  would  not  be  able  to  accept  him  in  two  months'  time,  what- 
ever she  might  bring  herself  to  do  when  the  vast  abyss  of  six  months 
should  have  passed  by. 

Larry  made  his  way  down  into  the  parlour  with  hopes  considerably 
raised.  There  ho  found  Tilrs.  Masters,  and  when  he  told  her  what  had 
l^assed,  she  assured  him  that  the  thing  was  as  good  as  settled.  Every- 
body knew,  she  said,  that  when  a  girl  doubted  she  meant  to  yield. 
And  what  were  two  months  ?  The  time  would  have  nearly  gone  by 
the  end  of  her  visit  to  Cheltenham.  It  was  now  early  in  December, 
and  they  might  be  married  and  settled  at  home  before  the  end  of 
April.  Mrs.  Masters,  to  give  him  courage,  took  out  a  bottle  of  currant 
wine  and  drank  his  health,  and  told  him  that  in  three  months'  time 
she  would  give  him  a  kiss  and  call  him  her  son.  And  she  believed 
what  she  said.  This,  she  thought,  was  merely  Mary's  way  of  letting 
herself  down  without  a  sudden  fall. 
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Then  the  attorney  camo  in,  and  also  congratulated  him.  When 
the  attorney  was  told  that  Mary  had  taken  two  months  for  her 
decision  he  also  felt  that  the  matter  was  almost  as  good  as  settled. 
This,  at  any  rate,  was  clear  to  him, — that  the  existing  misery  of  his 
household  would  for  the  present  cease,  and  that  Mary  would  be 
allowed  to  go  upon  her  visit  without  further  opposition.  He  at 
present  did  not  think  it  wise  to  say  another  word  to  Mary  about  the 
young  man;— nor  would  Mrs.  Masters  condescend  to  do  so.  Mary 
would,  of  course,  now  accept  her  lover  like  any  other  girl,  and  had 
been  such  a  fool— so  thought  Mrs.  Masters, — that  she  had  thoroughly 
deserved  to  lose  him. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

"WONDEBFUL  BIRd!" 

There  were  but  two  days  between  the  scenes  described  in  the  last 
chapter  and  the  day  fixed  for  Mary's  departure,  and  during  these  two 
days  Larry  Twentyman's  name  was  not  mentioned  in  the  house.  Mrs. 
3Iasters  did  not  make  herself  quite  pleasant  to  her  stepdaughter, 
having  still  some  grudge  against  her  as  to  the  £20.  Nor,  though  she 
had  submitted  to  the  visit  to  Cheltenham,  did  she  approve  of  it.  It 
wasn't  the  way,  she  said,  to  make  such  a  girl  as  Mary  like  her  life  at 
Chowton  Farm,  going  and  sitting  and  doing  nothing  in  old  Lady 
Ushant's  drawing-room.  It  was  cocking  her  up  with  gimcrack 
notions  about  ladies  till  she'd  be  ashamed  to  look  at  her  own  hands 
after  she  had  done  a  day's  work  with  them.  There  was  no  doubt 
.some  truth  in  this.  The  woman  understood  the  world  and  was  able 
to  measure  Larry  Twentyman  and  Lady  TJshant  and  the  rest  of  them. 
Books  and  pretty  needlework  and  easy  conversation  would  consume 
the  time  at  Cheltenham,  whereas  at  Chowton  Farm  there  would  be  a 
dairy  and  a  poultry  yard, — under  difficulties  on  account  of  the  foxes, 
• — with  a  prospect  of  baby  linen  and  children's  shoes  and  stockings. 
It  was  all  that  question  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  and  of  non-gentlemen 
and  non-ladies!  They  ought,  Mrs.  Masters  thought,  to  be  kept 
distinct.  She  had  never,  she  said,  wanted  to  put  her  finger  into  a  pie 
that  didn't  belong  to  her.  She  had  never  tried  to  be  a  grand  lady. 
But  Mary  was  perilously  near  the  brink  on  either  side,  and  as  it  was  to 
be  her  lucky  fate  at  last  to  sit  down  to  a  plentiful  but  work-a-day  life  at 
Chowton  Farm,  she  ought  to  have  been  kept  away  from  the  maundering 
idleness  of  Lady  Ushant's  lodgings  at  Cheltenham.  But  Mary  heard 
nothing  of  this  during  these  two  days,  Mrs.  Masters  bestowing  the 
load  of  her  wisdom  upon  her  unfortunate  husband. 
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Eeginald  Morton  had  been  twice  over  at  Mrs.  Masters'  house  with 
reference  to  the  proposed  journey.  Mrs.  Masters  was  hardly  civil  to 
him,  as  he  was  supposed  to  be  among  the  enemies ; — but  she  had  no 
suspicion  that  he  himself  was  the  enemy  of  enemies.  Had  she 
entertained  such  an  idea  she  might  have  reconciled  herself  to  it,  as  the 
man  was  able  to  support  a  wife,  and  by  such  a  marriage  she  would 
have  been  at  once  relieved  from  all  further  charge.  In  her  own  mind 
she  would  have  felt  very  strongly  that  Mary  had  chosen  the  wrong 
man,  and  thrown  herself  into  the  inferior  mode  of  life.  But  her  own 
difSculties  in  the  matter  would  have  been  solved.  There  was,  how- 
ever, no  dream  of  such  a  kind  entertained  by  any  one  of  the  family. 
Eeginald  Morton  was  hardly  regarded  as  a  young  man,  and  was 
supposed  to  be  gloomy,  misanthropic,  and  bookish.  Mrs.  Masters  was 
not  at  all  averse  to  the  companionship  for  the  journey,  and  Mr. 
Masters  was  really  grateful  to  one  of  the  old  family  for  being  kind  to 
his  girl. 

Nor  must  it  be  supposed  that  Mary  herself  had  any  expectations  or 
even  any  hopes.  With  juvenile  aptness  to  make  much  of  the  little 
things  which  had  interested  her,  and  prone  to  think  more  than  was 
reasonable  of  any  intercourse  with  a  man  who  seemed  to  her  to  be  so 
superior  to  others  as  Eeginald  Morton,  she  was  anxious  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  set  herself  right  with  him  aboiit  that  scene  at  the  bridge. 
She  still  thought  that  he  was  offended  and  that  she  had  given  him 
cause  for  offence.  He  had  condescended  to  make  her  a  request  to 
which  she  had  acceded, — and  she  had  then  not  done  as  she  had 
promised.  She  thought  she  was  sure  that  this  was  all  she  had  to  say 
to  him,  and  yet  she  was  aware  that  she  was  unnaturally  excited  at  the 
idea  of  spending  three  or  four  hours  alone  with  him.  The  fly  which 
was  to  take  him  to  the  railway  station  called  for  Mary  at  the  attorney's 
door  at  ten  o'clock,  and  the  attorney  handed  her  in.  "  It  is  very  good 
of  you  indeed,  Mr.  Morton,  to  take  so  much  trouble  with  my  girl," 
said  the  attorney,  really  feeling  what  he  said.  "It  is  very  good  of 
you  to  trust  her  to  me,"  said  Eeginald,  also  sincerely.  Mary  was  stiK 
to  him  the  girl  who  had  been  brought  up  by  his  aunt  at  Bragton,  and 
not  the  fit  companion  for  Larry  Twentyman. 

Eeginald  Morton  had  certainly  not  made  up  his  mind  to  ask  Mary 
Masters  to  be  his  wife.  Thinking  of  Mary  Masters  very  often  as  he 
had  done  during  the  last  two  months,  he  was  quite  sure  that  he  did 
not  mean  to  marry  at  all.  He  did  acknowledge  to  himself  that  were 
he  to  allow  himself  to  fall  in  love  with  any  one,  it  would  be  with  Mary 
Masters, — but  for  not  doing  so  there  were  many  reasons.  He  had 
lived  so  long  alone  that  a  married  life  would  not  suit  him;  as  a 
married  man  he  would  be  a  poor  man ;  he  himself  was  averse  to  com- 
pany, whereas  most  women  prefer  society.  And  then,  as  to  this 
special  girl,  had  he  not  reason  for  supposing  that  she  preferred  another 
man  to  him,  and  a  man  of  such  a  class  that  the  very  preference  showed 
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her  to  be  unfit  to  mate  witli  him  ?  He  also  cozened  himself  with  an 
idea  that  it  was  well  that  he  should  have  the  opportunity  which  the 
journey  would  giye  him  of  apologizing  for  his  previous  rudeness  to 
her. 

In  the  carriage  they  had  the  compartment  to  themselves,  with  the 
exception  of  an  old  lady  at  the  further  end,  who  had  a  parrot  in  a 
cage,  for  which  she  had  taken  a  first-class  ticket.  "  I  can't  offer  you 
this  sent,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  because  it  has  been  booked  and  paid  for 
for  my  bird."  As  neither  of  the  new  passengers  had  shown  the 
slightest  wish  for  the  seat,  the  communication  was  perhaps  unneces- 
sary. Neither  of  the  two  had  any  idea  of  separating  from  the  other 
for  the  sake  of  the  old  lady's  company. 

They  had  before  them  a  journey  of  thirty  miles  on  one  railway ; 
then  a  stop  of  half  an  hour  at  the  Hinxton  Junction ;  and  then  another 
journey  of  about  equal  length.  In  the  first  hour  very  little  was  said 
that  might  not  have  been  said  in  the  presence  of  Lady  Ushant, — or 
even  of  Mrs.  Masters.  There  might  be  a  question  whether,  upon  the 
whole,  the  parrot  had  not  the  best  of  the  conversation,  as  the  bird, 
which  the  old  lady  declared  to  be  the  wonder  of  his  species,  repeatect 
the  last  word  of  nearly  every  sentence  spoken  either  by  our  friends 
or  by  the  old  lady  herself.  "  Don't  you  think  you'd  be  less  liable  to» 
cold  with  that  window  closed  ?  "  the  old  lady  said  to  Mary.  "  Cosed, — 
cosed, — cosed,"  said  the  bird,  and  Morton  was  of  course  constrained 
to  shut  the  window.  "  He  is  a  wonderful  bird,"  said  the  old  lady. 
"  Wonderful  bird, — wonderful  bird, — wonderful  bird,"  said  the  parrot, 
who  was  quite  at  home  with  this  expression.  "  We  shall  be  able  to 
get  some  lunch  at  Hinxton,"  said  Eeginald.  "  Inxton,"  screamed  tho 
bird — "  Caw, — caw, — caw."  "  He's  worth  a  deal  of  money,"  said  the 
lady.  "  Deal  o'  money, — deal  o'  money,"  repeated  the  bird,  as  he 
scrambled  round  the  wire  cage  with  a  tremendous  noise,  to  the  great 
triumph  of  the  old  lady. 

No  doubt  the  close  attention  which  the  bird  paid  to  everything 
that  passed,  and  the  presence  of  the  old  lady  as  well,  did  for  a  time 
interfere  with  their  conversation.  But,  after  awhile,  the  old  lady  was 
asleep,  and  the  bird,  having  once  or  twice  attempted  to  imitate  the 
somnolent  sounds  which  his  mistress  was  making,  seemed  also  to  go 
to  sleep  himself.  Then  Eeginald,  beginning  with  Lady  Ushant  and 
Ihe  old  Morton  family  generally,  gradually  got  the  conversation  round 
to  Bragton  and  the  little  bridge.  He  had  been  very  stern  when  he 
had  left  her  there,  and  he  knew  also  that  at  that  subsequent  interview, 
when  he  had  brought  Lady  Ushant's  note  to  her  at  her  father's  house, 
he  had  not  been  cordially  kind  to  her.  Now  they  were  thrown  together 
for  an  hour  or  so  in  the  closest  companionship,  and  he  wished  to  make- 
her  comfortable  and  happy.  "  I  suppose  you  remember  Bragton  ? " 
he  said. 

"  Every  i^ath  and  almost  every  tree  about  the  place." 
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"So  do  I.  I  called  there  the  other  day.  Family  quarrels  are  so 
silly,  you  know." 

"  Did  you  see  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  No ; — and  he  hasn't  returned  my  visit  yet.  I  don't  know  whether 
he  will, — and  I  don't  much  mind  whether  he  does  or  not.  That  old 
woman  is  there,  and  she  is  very  bitter  against  me.  I  don't  care  about 
the  people,  but  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot  see  the  place." 

"  I  ought  to  have  walked  with  you  that  day,"  she  said,  in  a  very 
low  tone.  The  parrot  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at  them  as  though 
he  were  striving  to  catch  his  cue. 

"  Of  course  you  ought."  But  as  he  said  this  he  smiled,  and  there 
was  no  offence  in  his  voice.  "  I  dare  say  you  didn't  guess  how  much 
I  thought  of  it.  And  then  I  was  a  bear  to  you.  I  always  am  a  bear 
%vhen  I  am  not  pleased." 

"  Peas, — peas, — peas,"  said  the  parrot. 

"  I  shall  be  a  bear  to  that  brute  of  a  bird  before  long." 

"  What  a  very  queer  bird  he  is ! " 

"  He  is  a  public  nuisance,— and  so  is  the  old  lady  who  brought  him 
here."  This  was  said  quite  in  a  whisper.  "It  is  very  odd.  Miss 
Masters,  but  you  are  literally  the  only  person  in  all  Dillsborough  in 
regard  to  whom  I  have  any  genuine  feeling  of  old  friendship." 

"  You  must  remember  a  great  many." 

"  But  I  did  not  know  any  well  enough.  I  was  too  young  to  have 
seen  much  of  your  father.  But  when  I  came  back  at  that  time,  you 
and  I  were  always  together." 

"  Gedder, — gedder, — gedder,"  said  the  parrot. 

"  If  that  bird  goes  on  like  that,  I'll  speak  to  the  guard,"  said  Mr. 
Morton  with  affected  anger. 

"  Polly  musn't  talk,"  said  the  old  lady,  waking  up. 

"  Tok, — tok, — tok, — tok,"  screamed  the  parrot.  Then  the  old  lady 
threw  a  shawl  over  him  and  again  went  to  sleep. 

"  If  I  behaved  badly,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Mary. 

"  That's  just  what  I  wanted  to  say  to  you.  Miss  Masters, — only  a 
man  never  can  do  those  things  as  well  as  a  lady.  I  did  behave  badly, 
and  I  do  beg  your  pardon.  Of  course,  I  ought  to  have  asked 
Mr.  Twentyman  to  come  with  us,  I  know  that  he  is  a  very  good 
fellow." 

"  Indeed,  he  is,"  said  Mary  Masters,  with  all  the  emphasis  in  her 
power.  "  Deedy  is, — deedy  is, — deedy  is, — deedy  is,"  repeated  the  parrot 
in  a  very  angry  voice  about  a  dozen  times  under  his  shawl,  and  while 
the  old  lady  was  remonstrating  with  her  too  talkative  companion, 
their  tickets  were  taken  and  they  ran  into  the  Hinxton  station.  "  If 
the  old  lady  is  going  on  to  Cheltenham,  we'll  travel  third  class  before 
we'll  sit  in  the  same  carriage  again  with  that  bird,"  said  Morton, 
laughing,  as  he  took  Mary  into  the  refreshment-room.  But  the  old 
lady  did  not  get  into  the  same  compartment  as  they  started,  and  the 
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last  that  was  heard  of  the  parrot  at  Hinxton  was  a  quarrel  between 
him  and  the  guard  as  to  certain  railway  privileges. 

"Wlien  they  had  got  back  into  the  railway  carriage^  Morton  was 
very  anxious  to  ask  whether  she  was  in  truth  engaged  to  marry  the 
young  man  as  to  whoso  good  fellowship  she  and  the  parrot  had  spoken 
up  so  emphatically,  but  he  hardly  knew  how  to  put  the  question. 
And  were  she  to  declare  that  she  was  engaged  to  him,  what  should  he 
say  then  ?  Would  he  not  be  bound  to  congratulate  her  ?  And  yet 
it  would  be  imjoossible  that  any  word  of  such  congratulation  should 
pass  his  lips.    "  You  will  stay  a  month  at  Cheltenham  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Your  aunt  was  kind  enough  to  ask  me  for  so  long." 

"  I  shall  go  back  on  Saturday.  If  I  were  to  stay  longer  I  should 
feel  myself  to  be  in  her  way.  And  I  have  come  to  live  a  sort  of 
hermit's  life.  I  hardly  know  how  to  sit  down  and  eat  my  dinner  in 
company,  and  have  no  idea  of  seeing  a  human  being  before  two  o'clock." 

"  What  do  you  do  with  yourself?  " 

"  I  rush  in  and  out  of  the  garden,  and  spend  my  time  between  my 
books  and  my  flowers  and  my  tobacco  pipes." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  live  always  like  that  ?  "  she  asked, — in  perfect 
innocency. 

"  I  think  so.   Sometimes  I  doubt  whether  it  is  wise." 
"^I  don't  think  it  wise  at  all,"  said  Mary. 
"Why  not?" 

"People  should  live  together,  I  think." 
"  You  mean  that  I  ought  to  have  a  wife  ?  " 

"No; — I  didn't  mean  that.  Of  course,  that 'must  be  just  as  you 
might  come  to  like  anyone  well  enough.  But  a  person  need  not 
shut  himself  up  and  be  a  hermit  because  he  is  not  married.  Lord 
Eufford  is  not  married,  and  he  goes  everywhere." 

"  He  has  money  and  property,  and  is  a  man  of  pleasure." 

"And  your  cousin,  Mr.  John  Morton." 

"  He  is  essentially  a  man  of  business,  which  I  never  could  have 
"been.  And  they  say  he  is  going  to  be  married  to  that  Miss  Trefoil 
who  has  been  staying  there.  Unfortunately,  I  have  never  had,'  any- 
thing that  I  need  do  in  all  my  life,  and  therefore  I  have  shut  myself  up, 
as  you  call  it.  I  wonder  what  your  life  will  be."  Mary  blushed  and 
said  nothing.    "  If  there  were  anything  to  tell  I  wish  I  knew  it." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  tell." 

"Nothing?" 

She  thought  a  moment  before  she  answered  him,  and  then  she  said, 
" Nothing.    What  should  I  have  to  tell?  "  she  added,  trying  to  laugh. 

He  remained  for  a  few  moments  silent,  and  then  put  his  head  out 
towards  her  as  he  spoke.    "  I  was  afraid  that  you  might  have  to  tell 
that  you  wore  engaged  to  marry  Mr.  Twentyman." 
I  am  not." 

"  Oh — I  am  so  glad  to  hear  it." 
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"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  glad.  If  I  had  said  I  was,  it 
would  have  been  very  uncivil  if  you  hadn't  declared  yourself  glad  to 
hear  that." 

"  Then  I  must  have  been  uncivil,  for  I  couldn't  have  done  it.  Knowing 
how  my  aunt  loves  you,  knowing  what  she  thinks  of  you  and  what  she 
would  think  of  such  a  match,  remembering  myself  what  I  do  of  you, 
I  could  not  have  congratulated  you  on  your  engagement  to  a  man 
whom  I  think  so  much  inferior  to  yourself  in  every  respect.  Isow  you 
know  it  all — why  I  was  angry  at  the  bridge,  why  I  was  hardly  civil 
to  you  at  your  father's  house ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  why  I  have  been 
so  anxious  to  be  alone  with  you  for  half  an  hour.  If  you  think  it  an 
offence  that  I  should  take  so  much  interest  in  you,  I  will  beg  your 
pardon  for  that  also." 

" Oh,  no!" 

"  I  have  never  spoken  to  my  aunt  about  it,  but  I  do  not  think  that 
she  would  have  been  contented  to  hear  that  you  were  to  become  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Twentyman." 

What  answer  she  was  to  make  to  this,  or  whether  she  was  to  make 
any,  she  had  not  decided  when  they  were  interrupted  by  the  re- 
appearance of  the  lady  and  the  bird.  She  was  declaring  to  the  guard 
at  the  window,  that  as  she  had  paid  for  a  first-class  seat  for  her  parrot 
she  would  get  into  any  carriage  she  liked  in  which  there  were  two 
empty  seats.  Her  bird  had  been  ill-treated  by  some  scurrilous,  ill- 
conditioned  travellers  and  she  had  therefore  returned  to  the  compara- 
tive kindness  of  her  former  companions.  "  They  threatened  to  put 
him  out  of  the  window,  sir,"  said  the  old  woman  to  Morton,  as  she  was 
forcing  her  way  in. 

"  Windersir, — windersir,"  said  the  parrot. 

"  I  hope  he'll  behave  himself  here,  ma'am,"  said  Morton. 

"  Heremam, — heremam,— heremam,"  said  the  parrot. 

"  Now  go  to  bed  like  a  good  bird,"  said  the  old  lady,  putting  her 
shawl  over  the  cage, — whereupon  the  parrot  made  a  more  diabolical 
noise  than  ever  under  the  curtain. 

Mary  felt  that  there  was  no  more  to  be  said  about  Mr.  Twentyman 
and  her  hopes  and  prospects,  and  for  the  moment  she  was  glad  to  be 
left  in  peace.  The  old  lady  and  the  parrot  continued  their  conversa- 
tion till  they  all  arrived  in  Cheltenham ;  and  Mary  as  she  sat  alone 
thinking  of  it  afterwards  might  perhaps  feel  a  soft  regret  that  Eeginald 
Morton  had  been  interrupted  by  the  talkative  animaL 
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CHAPTER  XXVni. 

MOUNSEU  GREEN. 

"  So  Peter  Boyd  is  to  go  to  Washington  in  the  Paragon's  place,  and 
Jack  Slade  goes  to  Vienna,  and  young  Palliser  is  to  get  Slade's  berth  at 
Lisbon."  This  information  was  given  by  a  handsome  young  man, 
ivnown  as  Mounser  Green,  about  six  feet  high,  wearing  a  velvet  shooting 
coat — more  properly  called  an  office  coat  from  its  present  uses — who 
had  just  entered  a  spacious,  well-carpeted,  comfortable  room  in  which 
three  other  gentlemen  were  sitting  at  their  different  tables.  This 
was  one  of  the  rooms  in  the  Foreign  Office,  and  looked  out  into 
St.  James's  Park.  Mounser  Green  was  a  distinguished  clerk  in  that 
department, — and  distinguished  also  in  various  ways,  being  one  of  the 
fashionable  young  men  about  town,  a  great  adept  at  private  theatricals, 
remarkable  as  a  billiard  player  at  his  club,  and  a  contributor  to  various 
magazines.  At  this  moment  he  had  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  when 
he  entered  the  room  he  stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire  ready  for  con- 
versation, and  looking  very  unlike  a  clerk  who  intended  to  do  any 
work.  But  there  was  a  general  idea  that  Mounser  Green  was  in- 
valuable to  the  Foreign  Office.  He  could  speak  and  write  two  or  three 
foreign  languages ;  he  could  do  a  spurt  of  work — ten  hours  at  a  sitting 
when  required ;  he  was  ready  to  go  through  fire  and  water  for  his 
chief;  and  was  a  gentleman  all  round.  Though  still  nominally  a 
young  man, — being  perhaps  thirty-five  years  of  age — he  had  entered 
the  service  before  competitive  examination  had  assumed  its  present 
shape,  and  had  therefore  the  gifts  which  were  required  for  his  special 
position.  Some  critics  on  the  Civil  Service  were  no  doubt  apt  to  find 
fault  with  Mounser  Green.  When  called  upon  at  his  office  he  was 
never  seen  to  be  doing  anything,  and  he  always  had  a  cigar  in  his 
mouth.  These  gentlemen  foimd  out,  too,  that  he  never  entered  his 
office  till  half-past  twelve,  perhaps  not  having  also  learned  that  he  was 
generally  there  till  nearly  seven.  No  doubt  during  that  time  he  read 
a  great  many  newspapers,  and  wrote  a  great  many  private  notes, — on 
official  paper!  But  there  may  be  a  question  whether  even  these 
employments  did  not  help  to  make  Mounser  Green  the  valuable  man 
he  was. 

"  What  a  lounge  for  Jack  Slade,"  said  young  Hofirmann. 

"  I'll  tell  you  who  it  won't  be  a  lounge  for.  Green,"  said  Archibald 
Currie,  the  clerk  who  held  the  second  authority  among  them.  "  What 
will  Bell  Trefoil  think  of  going  to  Patagonia  ?  " 

"  That's  all  ofi","  said  Mounser  Green. 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  said  Charley  Glossop,  one  of  the  numerous 
younger  sons  of  Lord  Glossop.    "  She  was  staying  only  the  other  day 
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down  at  the  Paragon's  place  in  Eiifford,  and  they  went  together  to  my 
cousin  Eufiford's  house.  His  sister^— that's  Lady  Penwether,  told  me- 
they  were  certainly  engaged  then." 

"  That  was  before  the  Paragon  had  been  named  for  Patagonia.  To 
tell  you  a  little  bit  of  my  own  private  mind, — which  isn't  scandal," 
said  Mounser  Green,  "  because  it  is  only  given  as  opinion, — I  think  it 
just  possible  that  the  Paragon  has  taken  this  very  uncomfortable 
mission  because  it  oifered  him  some  chance  of  escape." 

"  Then  he  has  more  sense  about  him  than  I  gave  him  credit  for," 
said  Archibald  Currie. 

"Why  should  a  man  like  Morton  go  to  Patagonia?"  continued 
Green.  "  He  has  an  independent  fortune  and  doesn't  want  the  money. 
He'd  have  been  sure  to  have  something  comfortable  in  Europe  very 
soon,  if  he  had  waited,  and  was  much  better  off  second  at  a  place  like 
Washington.    I  was  quite  surprised  when  he  took  it." 

"  Patagonia  isn't  bad  at  all,"  said  Currie. 

"That  depends  on  whether  a  man  has  got  money  of  his  own. 
When  I  heard  about  the  Paragon  and  Bell  Trefoil  at  Washington,  I 
knew  there  had  been  a  mistake  made.  He  didn't  know  what  he  was 
doing.  I'm  a  poor  man,  but  I  wouldn't  take  her  with  £5000  a  year, 
settled  on  myself."    Poor  Mounser  Green ! 

"  I  think  she's  the  handsomest  girl  in  London,"  said  Hoffmann,  who 
was  a  young  man  of  German  parentage  and  perhaps  of  German  taste. 

"  That  may  be,"  continued  Green : — but,  heaven  and  earth !  what  a 
life  she  would  lead  a  man  like  the  Paragon !  He's  found  it  out,  and 
therefore  thought  it  well  to  go  to  South  America.  She  has  declined 
already,  I'm  told ;  but  he  means  to  stick  to  the  mission."  During  all 
this  time  Mounser  Green  was  smoking  his  cigar  with  his  back  to  the 
fire,  and  the  other  clerks  looked  as  though  they  had  nothing  to  do  but 
talk  about  the  private  affairs  of  ministers  abroad  and  their  friends.  Of 
course,  it  will  be  understood  that  since  we  last  saw  John  Morton  the 
position  of  Minister  Plenipotentiary  at  Patagonia  had  been  oifered  to 
him,  and  that  he  had  accepted  the  place  in  spite  of  Bragton  and  of 
Arabella  Trefoil. 

At  that  moment  a  card  was  handed  to  I\Iounser  Green  by  a  messenger, 
who  was  desired  to  show  the  gentleman  up.  "  It's  the  Paragon  him- 
self," said  Green. 

"  We'll  make  him  tell  us  whether  he's  going  out  single  or  double," 
said  Archibald  Currie. 

"  After  what  the  Euiford  people  said  to  me,  I'm  sure  he's  going 
to  marry  her,"  said, young  Glossop.  No  doubt  Lady  Penwether  had 
been  anxious  to  make  it  understood  by  every  one  connected  with  the 
family  that  if  any  gossip  should  be  heard  about  Eufford  and  Arabella 
Trefoil  there  was  nothing  in  it. 

Then  the  Paragon  was  shown  into  the  room,  and  Mounser  Green 
and  the  young  men  were  delighted  to  see  him.    Colonial  governors  at 
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their  seats  of  government,  and  Ministers  Plenipotentiary  in  their 
ambassadorial  residences  are  very  great  persons  indeed;  and  whcu 
met  in  society  at  homo,  with  the  stars  and  ribbons  which  are  common 
among  them  now,  they  are  less,  indeed,  but  still  something.  But  at 
the  Colonial ,  and  Foreign  Offices  in  London,  among  the  assistant 
secretaries  and  clerks,  they  are  hardly  more  than  common  men.  All 
the  gingerbread  is  gone  there.  His  Excellency  is  no  more  than  Jones, 
and  the  Eepresentative  or  Alter  Ego  of  Eoyalty  mildly  asks  little 
favours  of  the  junior  clerks. 

"  Lord  Drummond  only  wants  to  know  what  you  wish  and  it  shall 
be  done,"  said  Mounser  Green.  Lord  Drummond  was  the  Minister  for 
Foreign  Affairs  of  the  day.  "  I  hope  I  need  hardly  say  that  we  were- 
delighted  that  you  accepted  the  offer." 

'■'  One  doesn't  like  to  refuse  a  step  upward,"  said  Morton ;  "  other- 
wise Patagonia  isn't  exactly  the  place  one  would  like." 

"  Very  good  climate,"  said  Currie.  "  Ladies  I  have  known  wlio> 
have  gone  there  have  enjoyed  it  very  much." 

"  A  little  rough,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  They  didn't  seem  to  say  so.  Young  Barttetot  took  his  wife  out- 
there, — ^just  married.  He  liked  it.  There  wasn't  much  society,  but 
they  didn't  care  about  that  just  at  first." 

"Ah; — I'm  a  single  man,"  said  Morton  laughing.  He  was  too- 
good  a  diplomate  to  be  pumped  in  that  simple  way  by  such  a  one  as- 
Archibald  Currie. 

"  You'll  like  to  see  Lord  Drummond.  He  is  here  and  will  be  glad 
to  shake  hands  with  you.  Come  into  my  room."  Then  Mounser 
Green  led  the  way  into  a  small  inner  sanctum  in  which  it  may  be 
presumed  that  he  really  did  his  work.  It  was  here,  at  any  rate,  that  he 
wrote  the  notes  on  official  note  paper. 

"  They  haven't  settled  as  y^et  how  they're  to  be  off  it,"  said  Currie 
in  a  whisper,  as  soon  as  the  two  men  were  gone,  "  but  I'll  bet  a  five- 
pound  note  that  Bell  Trefoil  doesn't  go  out  to  Patagonia  as  his  wife." 

"  We  know  the  Senator  here  well  enough."  This  was  said  in  the 
inner  room  by  Mounser  Green  to  Morton,  who  had  breakfasted  with 
the  Senator  that  morning  and  had  made  an  appointment  to  meet  him 
at  the  Foreign  Office.  The  Senator  wanted  to  secure  a  seat  for  himself 
at  the  opening  of  Parliament  which  was  appointed  to  take  place  in  the 
course  of  the  next  month,  and  being  a  member  of  the  Committee  on 
Foreign  Affaus  in  the  American  Senate,  of  course  thought  himself 
entitled  to  have  things  done  for  him  by  the  Foreign  Office  clerks. 
"Oh  yes,  I'll  see  him.  Lord  Drummond  will  get  him  a  seat  as  a. 
matter  of  course.  How  is  he  getting  on  with  your  neighbour  at 
Dillsborough?" 

"  So  you've  heard  of  that  ?  " 

"Heard  of  it!  who  hasn't  heard  of  it?"— At  this  moment  the- 
messenger  came  in  again  and  the  Senator  was  announced.  "Lord 
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Drummond  will  manage  about  the  seats  in  the  Honse  of  Lords, 
I\Ir.  Gotobed.  Of  course  he'll  see  you  if  you  wish  it ;  but  I'll  take  a 
note  of  it." 

"  If  you'll  do  that,  Mr.  Green,  I  shall  be  fixed  up  straight.  And 
I'd  a  great  deal  sooner  see  you  than  his  lordship." 

"  That's  very  flattering,  Mr.  Gotobed,  but  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why." 

"  Because  Lord  Drummond  always  seems  to  me  to  have  more  on 
hand  than  he  knows  how  to  get  through,  and  you  never  seem  to  have 
anything  to  do." 

"  That's  not  quite  so  flattering, — and  would  be  killing  only  that  I  feel 
that  your  opinion  is  founded  on  error.  Mens  conscia  recti,  Mr.  Gotobed. 

"  Exactly.  I  understand  English  pretty  well ; — better,  as  far  as  I 
can  see,  than  some  of  those  I  meet  around  me  here ;  but  I  don't  go 
beyond  that,  Mr.  Green." 

"  I  merely  meant  to  observe,  Mr.  Gotobed,  that  as,  within  my  own 
breast,  I  am  conscious  of  my  zeal  and  diligence  in  Her  Majesty's 
service  your  shafts  of  satire  pass  me  by  without  hurting  me.  Shall  I 
offer  you  a  cigar  ?  A  candle  burned  at  both  ends  is  soon  consumed." 
It  was  quite  clear  that  as  quickly  as  the  Senator  got  through  one  end 
of  his  cigar  by  the  usual  process  of  burning,  so  quickly  did  he  eat  the 
other  end.  But  he  took  that  which  Mounser  Green  offered  him  without 
any  displeasure  at  the  allusion.  "  I'm  sorry  to  say  that  I  haven't  a 
spittoon,"  said  Mounser  Green,  "  but  the  whole  fire-place  is  at  your 
service."  The  Senator  could  hardly  have  heard  this,  as  it  made  no 
difference  in  his  practice. 

Morton  at  this  moment  was  sent  for  by  the  Secretary  of  State,  and 
the  Senator  expressed  his  intention  of  waiting  for  him  in  Mr.  Green's 
room.  "  How  does  the  great  Goarly  case  get  on,  Mr.  Gotobed  ?  "  asked 
the  clerk. 

"  "Well !    I  don't  know  that  it's  getting  on  very  much." 
"  You  are  not  growing  tired  of  it.  Senator  ? " 

"  Not  by  any  means.  But  it's  getting  itself  complicated,  Mr.  Green. 
I  mean  to  see  the  end  of  it,  and  if  I'm  beat, — why  I  can  take  a  beating 
as  well  as  another  man." 

"  Ton  begin  to  think  you'll  be  beat  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  say  so,  Mr.  Green.  It  is  very  hard  to  understand  all  the 
ins  and  outs  of  a  case  like  that  in  a  foreign  country." 

"  Then  I  shouldn't  try  it.  Senator." 

"  There  I  differ.    It  is  my  object  to  learn  all  I  can." 

"  At  any  rate,  I  shouldn't  pay  for  the  lesson  as  you  are  like  to  do. 
What'll  the  bill  be  ?   Four  hundred  dollars  ?  " 

"  Never  mind,  Mr.  Green.  If  you'll  take  the  opinion  of  a  good 
deal  older  man  than  yourself  and  one  who  has  perhaps  worked  harder, 
you'll  understand  that  there's  no  knowledge  got  so  thoroughly  as  that 
for  which  a  man  pays."  Soon  after  this  Morton  came  out  from  the 
great  man's  room  and  went  away  in  company  with  the  Senator. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  senator's  LETTER. 

Soox  after  tbis  Senator  Gotobed  went  down,  alone,  to  Dillsborougb  and 
put  bimself  up  at  tbo  Bush  Inn.  Although  he  had  by  no  means  the 
reputation  of  being  a  rich  man,  he  did  not  seem  to  care  much  what 
money  he  spent  in  furthering  any  object  he  had  taken  in  hand.  Ho 
never  knew  how  near  he  had  been  to  meeting  the  direst  of  inhospitality 
at  Mr.  Eunciman's  house.  That  worthy  innkeeper,  knowing  well  the 
Senator's  sympathy  with  Goarly,  Scrobby,  and  Bearside,  and  being 
heart  and  soul  devoted  to  the  Euffbrd  interest,  had  almost  refused  the 
.Senator  the  accommodation  he  wanted.  It  was  only  when  Mrs.  Eunci- 
man  rei^resented  to  him  that  she  could  charge  ten  shillings  a  day  for 
the  use  of  her  sitting-room,  and  also  that  Lord  Eufford  himself  had 
condescended  to  entertain  the  gentleman,  that  Eunciman  gave  way. 
3Ir.  Gotobed  would,  no  doubt,  have  delighted  in  such  inhospitality. 
He  would  have  gone  to  the  second-rate  inn,  which  was  very  second- 
rate  indeed,  and  have  acquired  a  further  insight  into  British  manners 
and  British  prejudices.  As  it  was  he  made  himself  at  home  in  the 
best  upstairs  sitting-room  at  the  Bush,  and  was  quite  unaware  of  the 
indignity  offered  to  him  when  Eunciman  refused  to  send  him  up 
the  best  sherry.  Let  us  hope  that  this  refasal  was  remembered 
by  the  young  woman  in  the  bar  when  she  made  out  the  Senator's  bill. 

He  stayed  at  Dillsborough  for  three  or  four  days,  during  which  he 
saw  Goarly  once  and  Bearside  on  two  or  three  occasions, — and  more- 
over handed  to  that  busy  attorney  three  bank  notes  for  £5  each.  Bear- 
side was  clever  enough  to  make  him  believe  that  Goarly  would  cer- 
tainly obtain  serious  damages  from  the  lord.  With  Bearside  he  was 
fau'ly  satisfied,  thinking  however  that  the  man  was  much  more  illite- 
rate and  ignorant  than  the  general  run  of  lawyers  in  the  United  States ; 
but  with  Goarly  he  was  by  no  means  satisfied.  Goarly  endeavoured 
to  keep  out  of  his  way  and  could  not  be  induced  to  come  to  him  at  the 
Bush.  Three  times  he  walked  out  to  the  house  near  Dillsborough 
AVood,  on  each  of  which  occasions  Mrs.  Goarly  pestered  him  for  money, 
and  told  him  at  great  length  the  history  of  her  forlorn  goose.  Scrobby, 
of  whom  he  had  heard,  he  could  not  see  at  all ;  and  he  found  that 
Bearside  was  very  unwilling  to  say  anything  about  Scrobby.  Scrobby 
and  the  red  herrings  and  the  strychnine  and  the  dead  fox  were,  accord- 
ing to  Bearside,  to  be  kept  quite  distinct  from  the  pheasants  and  the 
wheat.  Bearside  declared  over  and  over  again  that  there  was  no 
evidence  to  connect  his  client  with  the  demise  of  the  fox.  When  asked 
whether  he  did  not  think  that  his  cUent  had  compassed  the  death  of 
the  animal,  he  assured  the  Senator  that  in  such  matters  he  never  ven- 
tured to  think.    "  Let  us  go  by  the  evidence,  Mr.  Gotobed,"  he  said. 
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"  But  I  am  paying  my  money  for  the  sake  of  getting  at  tlie  facts/' 
"  Evidence  is  facts,  sir,"  said  the  attorney.    "  Any  way,  let  us  settle 
about  the  pheasants  first." 

The  condition  of  the  Senator's  mind  may  perhaps  be  best  made 
known  by  a  letter  which  he  wrote  from  Dillsborongh  to  his  especial 
and  well-trusted  friend  Josiah  Scroome,  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Eepresentatives  from  his  own  state  of  Mikewa.  Since  he  had  been  in 
England  he  had  written  constantly  to  his  friend,  giving  him  the  result 
of  his  British  experiences. 

"  Bush  Inn,  Dillsborongli, 

"  Ufford  County,  England, 

"December  16,  187 — . 

"  My  deap.  Sir, 

"  Since  my  last  I  have  enjoyed  myself  very  well,  and  I  am,  I 
trust,  beginning  to  understand  something  of  the  mode  of  thinking  of 
this  very  peculiar  people.  That  there  should  be  so  wide  a  difference 
between  us  Americans  and  these  English,  from  whom  we  were  divided, 
so  to  say,  but  the  other  day,  is  one  of  the  most  peculiar  physiological 
phenomena  that  the  history  of  the  world  will  have  afforded.  As  far  as 
I  can  hear,  a  German  or  even  a  Frenchman  thinks  much  more  as  an 
Englishman  thinks  than  does  an  American.  Nor  does  this  come 
mainly  from  the  greater  prevalence  with  us  of  democratic  institutions. 
I  do  not  think  that  any  one  can  perceive  in  half  an  hour's  conversation 
the  difference  between  a  Swiss  and  a  German ;  but  I  fancy,  and  I  may 
say  I  flatter  myself,  that  an  American  is  as  easily  distinguished  from 
an  Englishman,  as  a  sheep  from  a  goat,  or  a  tall  man  from  one  who  is 
short. 

"  And  yet  there  is  a  pleasure  in  associating  with  those  here  of  the 
highest  rank  which  I  find  it  hard  to  describe,  and  which  perhaps 
I  ought  to  regard  as  a  pernicious  temptation  to  useless  luxury. 
There  is  an  ease  of  manner  with  them  which  recalls  with  \m- 
favourable  reminiscences  the  hard  self-consciousness  of  the  better 
class  of  our  citizens.  There  is  a  story  of  an  old  hero  who  with  his 
companions  fell  among  beautiful  women  and  luscious  wine,  but 
the  hero  had  been  warned  in  time  that  they  would  all  be  turned 
into  filthy  animals  should  they  yield  to  the  allurements  around  them. 
The  temptation  here  is  perhaps  the  same.  I  am  not  a  hero;  and, 
though  I  too  have  been  warned  by  the  lessons  I  have  learned  under 
our  happy  Constitution,  I  feel  that  I  might  easily  become  one  of  the 
animals  in  question. 

"  And,  to  give  them  their  due,  it  is  better  than  merely  beautiful 
women  and  luscious  wine.  There  is  a  reality  about  them,  and  a 
desire  to  live  up  to  their  principles,  which  is  very  grand.  Their 
principles  are  no  doubt  very  bad,  utterly  antagonistic  to  all  progress, 
unconscious  altogether  of  the  demand  for  progressive  equality  which 
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is  made  by  tlic  united  voices  of  suffering  mankind.  Tho  man  who  is 
liorn  a  lord,  and  wlio  sees  a  dozen  serfs  around  him  who  have  been 
born  to  bo  half-starved  ploughmen,  tliinks  that  God  arranged  it  all, 
and  that  he  is  bound  to  maintain  a  state  of  things  so  comfortable 
to  himself,  as  being  God's  vicegerent  here  on  earth.  But  they  do 
"their  work  as  vicegerents  with  an  easy  grace,  and  with  sweet  pleasant 
voices  and  soft  movements,  which  almost  make  a  man  doubt  whether 
the  Almighty  has  not,  in  truth,  intended  that  such  injustice  should  be 
])ermancnt.  That  one  man  should  be  rich  and  another  poor  is  a 
necessity  in  the  present  imperfect  state  of  civilisation ; — but  that  one 
man  should  be  born  to  be  a  legislator,  born  to  have  everything,  born 
to  be  a  tyrant, — and  should  think  it  all  right,  is  to  me  miraculous.  But 
the  greatest  miracle  of  all  is  that  they  who  are  not  so  born,— who 
have  been  born  to  suffer  the  reverse  side, — sliould  also  think  it  to  be 
all  right. 

"  With  us  it  is  necessary  that  a  man,  to  shine  in  society,  should 
have  done  something,  or  should,  at  any  rate,  have  the  capacity  of  doing 
something.  But  here  the  greatest  fool  that  you  meet  will  shine,  and 
will  be  admitted  to  be  brilliant,  simply  because  he  has  possessions. 
Such  a  one  will  take  his  part  in  conversation  though  he  knows 
nothing,  and,  when  inquired  into,  he  will  own  that  he  knows  nothing. 
To  know  anything  is  not  in  his  line  in  life.  But  he  can  move  about, 
and  chatter  like  a  child  of  ten,  and  amuse  himself  from  morning  to 
night  with  various  empty  playthings, — and  be  absolutely  proud  of  his 
life! 

"  I  have  lately  become  acquainted  with  a  certain  young  lord  here 
of  this  class,  who  has  treated  me  with  great  kindness,  although  I  have 
taken  it  into  my  head  to  oppose  him  as  to  a  matter  in  which  he 
is  very  keen.  I  ventured  to  inqiiire  of  him  as  to  the  pursuits  of  his 
life.  He  is  a  lord,  and  therefore  a  legislator,  but  he  made  no  scruple 
to  tell  me  that  he  never  went  near  the  Chamber  in  which  it  is  his 
privilege  to  have  a  seat.  But  his  party  does  not  lose  his  support. 
Though  he  never  goes  near  the  place  he  can  vote,  and  is  enabled 
io  trust  his  vote  to  some  other  more  ambitious  lord  who  does  go 
there.  It  required  the  absolute  evidence  of  personal  information  from 
ihose  who  are  themselves  concerned  to  make  me  believe  that  legislation 
in  Great  Britain  could  be  carried  on  after  such  a  fashion  as  this ! 
Then  he  told  me  what  he  did  do.  All  the  winter  he  hunts  and 
shoots,  going  about  to  other  rich  men's  houses  when  there  is  no  longer 
sulBcient  for  him  to  shoot  left  on  his  own  estate.  That  lasts  him  from 
the  1st  of  September  to  the  end  of  March,  and  occupies  all  his  time. 
August  he  spends  in  Scotland,  also  shooting  other  animals.  During 
the  other  months  he  fishes,  and  plays  cricket  and  tennis,  and  attends 
races,  and  goes  about  to  parties  in  London.  His  evenings  he  spends 
at  a  card  table  when  he  can  get  friends  to  play  with  him.  It  is  the 
employment  of  his  life  to  fit  in  his  amusements  so  that  he  may  not 
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have  a  dull  day.  Wherever  he  goes  he  carries  his  wine  with  him  and 
his  valet  and  his  grooms ; — and  if  he  thinks  there  is  anything  to  fear, 
his  cook  also.  He  very  rarely  opens  a  book.  He  is  more  ignorant 
than  a  boy  of  fifteen  with  ua,  and  yet  he  m<anages  to  have  something 
to  say  about  everything.  When  his  ignorance  has  been  made  as  clear 
as  the  sun  at  noon-day,  he  is  no  whit  ashamed.  One  would  say  that 
such  a  life  would  break  the  heart  of 'any  man,  but,  upon  my  word,  I 
doubt  whether  I  ever  came  across  a  human  being  so  self-satisfied  as 
this  young  lord. 

"  I  have  come  down  here  to  support  the  case  of  a  poor  man  who  is, 
I  think,  being  trampled  on  by  this  do-nothing  legislator.  But  I  am 
bound  to  say  that  the  lord  in  his  kind  is  very  much  better  than  the 
poor  man  in  his.  Such  a  wretched,  squalid,  lying,  cowardly  creature 
I  did  not  think  that  even  England  could  produce.  And  yet  the  man 
has  a  property  in  land  on  which  he  ought  to  be  able  to  live  in  humble 
comfort.  I  feel  sure  that  I  have  leagued  myself  with  a  rascal,  whereas 
I  believe  the  lord,  in  spite  of  his  ignorance  and  his  idleness,  to  be 
honest.  But  yet  the  man  is  being  hardly  used,  and  has  had  the  spirit, 
or  rather ,  perhaps  has  been  instigated  by  others,  to  rebel.  His  crops 
have  been  eaten  up  by  the  lord's  pheasants,  and  the  lord,  exercising 
plenary  power  as  though  he  were  subject  to  no  laws,  will  only  pay 
what  compensation  he  himself  choses  to  award.  The  whole  country 
here  is  in  arms  against  the  rebel,  thinking  it  monstrous  that  a  man 
living  in  a  hovel  should  contest  such  a  point  with  the  owner  of  half-a- 
dozen  palaces.  I  have  come  forward  to  help  the  man  for  the  sake  of 
seeing  how  the  matter  will  go;  and  I  have  to  confess  that  though 
those  imder  the  lord  have  treated  me  as  though  I  were  a  miscreant, 
the  lord  himself  and  his  friends  have  been  civil  enough. 

"  I  say  what  I  think  wherever  I  go,  and  I  do  not  find  it  taken  in 
bad  part.  In  that  respect  we  might  learn  something  from  them. 
When  a  Britisher  over  in  the  States  says  what  he  thinks  about  us,  we 
are  apt  to  be  a  little  rough  with  him.  I  have,  indeed,  known  towns 
in  which  he  couldn't  speak  out  with  personal  safety.  Here  there  is  no 
danger  of  that  kind.  I  am  getting  together  the  materials  for  a  lecture 
on  British  institutions  in  general,  in  which  I  shall  certainly  speak  my 
mind  plainly,  and  I  think  I  shall  venture  to  deliver  it  in  London  before 
I  leave  for  New  York  in  the  course  of  next  spring.  I  will,  however, 
write  to  you  again  before  that  time  comes. 

"  Believe  me  to  be, 
"  Dear  sir, 

"  With  much  sincerity, 
"  Tlie  Honble.  Josiali  Scroome,  "  Yours  truly, 

"  125,  Q  Street,  «  Elias  Gotobed." 

*'  Minnesota  Avenue, 
"  Washington." 
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On  the  moniirig  of  the  Senator's  departiiro  from  Dillsborough,  Mr. 
Ennciman  met  him  standing  imder  the  covered  way  leading  from  the 
inn  yard  into  the  street.  He  was  waiting  for  the  omnibus  which  was 
being  driven  about  the  town,  and  which  was  to  call  for  him  and  take 
liim  down  to  the  railway  station.  Mr.  Eunciman  had  not  as  yet 
spoken  to  him  since  he  had  been  at  the  inn,  and  had  not  even  made 
himself  personally  known  to  his  guest.  "So,  sir,  you  are  going  to 
leave  us,"  said  the  landlord,  with  a  smile  which  was  intended  probably 
as  a  smile  of  triumph. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  Senator.  "  It's  about  time,  I  guess,  that  I 
should  get  back  to  London." 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,  sir,"  said  the  landlord.  "  I  dare  say  you've  seen 
enough  of  Mr.  Goarly  by  this  time." 

"  That's  as  may  be.  I  don't  know  whom  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
speaking  to." 

"  My  name  is  Eunciman,  sir.    I'm  the  landlord  here." 

"  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  Mr.  Eunciman.  I  have  about  come  to  an 
end  of  my  business  here." 

"I  dare  say  you  have,  sir.  I  should  say  so.  Perhaps  I  might 
express  an  opinion  that  you  never  came  across  a  greater  blackguard 
than  G-oarly  either  in  this  country  or  your  own." 

"  That's  a  strong  opinion,  Mr.  Eunciman." 

"  It's  the  general  opinion  here,  sir.  I  should  have  thought  you'd 
found  it  out  before  this." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  am  prepared  at  this  moment  to  declare  all 
that  I  have  found  out." 

"  I  thought  you'd  have  been  tired  of  it  by  this  time,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  Tired  of  what?" 

"  Tired  of  the  wrong  side,  sir." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I'm  on  the  wrong  side.  A  man  may  be  in  the 
right  on  one  point  even  though  his  life  isn't  all  that  it  ought  to  be." 

"  That's  true,  sir ;  but  if  they  told  you  all  that  they  knew  up  the 
street," — and  Eunciman  pointed  to  the  part  of  the  town  in  which 
Bearside's  office  was  situated,  "I  should  have  thought  you  would 
have  understood  who  was  going  to  win  and  who  was  going  to  lose. 
Good  day,  sir ;  I  hope  you'll  have  a  pleasant  journey.  Much  obliged 
to  you  for  your  patronage,  sir,"  and  Eunciman,  still  smiling  un- 
pleasantly, touched  his  hat  as  the  Senator  got  into  the  omnibus. 

The  Senator  was  not  very  happy  as  to  the  Goarly  business.  He 
had  paid  some  money  and  had  half  promised  more,  and  had  found  out 
that  he  was  in  a  boat  with  thoroughly  disreputable  persons.  As  ho 
had  said  to  the  landlord,  a  man  may  have  the  right  on  his  side  in  an 
action  at  law  though  he  be  a  knave  or  a  rascal ;  and  if  a  lord  be  unjust 
to  a  poor  man,  the  poor  man  should  have  justice  done  him,  even 
though  he  be  not  quite  a  pattern  poor  man.  But  now  he  was  led  to 
beheve,  by  what  the  landlord  had  said  to  him,  that  he  was  being  kept 
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in  the  dark,  and  that  there  -were  facts  generally  known  that  he  did 
not  know.  He  had  learned  something  of  English  manners  and 
English  institutions  by  his  interference,  but  there  might  be  a  question 
whether  he  was  not  paying  too  dearly  for  his  whistle.  And  there  was 
growing  upon  him  a  feeling  that  before  he  had  done  he  would  have 
to  blush  for  his  colleagues. 

As  the  omnibus  went  away  Dr.  Napper  joined  Mr.  Eunciman  under 
the  archway.  "  I'm  blessed  if  I  can  understand  that  man/'  said 
Eunciman.    "  What  is  it  he's  after  ?  " 

"  Notoriety,"  said  the  doctor,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  com- 
pletely solved  a  difiScult  question. 

"  He'll  have  to  pay  for  it,  and  that  pretty  smart/'  said  Eunciman. 
"I  never  heard  of  such  a  foohsh  thing  in  all  my  life.  What  the 
dickens  is  it  to  him  ?  One  can  understand  Bearside,  and  Scrobby  too. 
When  a  fellow  has  something  to  get,  one  does  understand  it.  But 
why  an  old  fellow  like  that  should  come  down  from  the  moon  to  pay 
ever  so  much  money  for  such  a  man  as  Goarly,  is  what  I  don't  under- 
stand." 

"  Notoriety/'  said  the  doctor. 

"  He  evidently  don't  know  that  Nickem  has  got  round  Goarly/' 
said  the  landlord. 


CHAPTEE  XXX. 

AT  CHELTENHAM. 

The  month  at  Cheltenham  was  passed  very  quietly,  and  would  have 
been  a  very  happy  month  with  Mary  Masters  but  that  there  grew 
upon  her  from  day  to  day  increasing  fears  of  what  she  would  have 
to  vmdergo  when  she  returned  to  Dillsborough.  At  the  moment  when 
she  was  hesitating  with  Larry  Twentyman,  when  she  begged  him 
to  wait  six  months,  and  then  at  last  promised  to  give  him  an  answer 
at  the  end  of  two,  she  had  worked  herself  up  to  think  that  it  might 
possibly  be  her  duty  to  accept  her  lover  for  the  sake  of  her  family. 
At  any  rate,  she  had  at  that  moment  tliought  that  the  question  of  duty 
ought  to  be  further  considered,  and  therefore  she  had  vacillated. 
When  the  two  months'  delay  was  accorded  to  her,  and  within  that 
period  the  privilege  of  a  long  absence  from  Dillsborough,  she  put  the 
trouble  aside  for  a  while  with  the  common  feeling  that  the  chapter 
of  accidents  might  do  something  for  her.  Before  she  had  reached 
Cheltenham  the  chapter  of  accidents  had  done  much.  When  Eeginald 
Morton  told  her  that  he  could  not  have  congratulated  her  on  such 
l^rospects,  and  had  explained  to  her  why,  in  truth,  he  had  been  angry 
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at  the  bridge, — how  he  had  been  anxious  to  be  alone  with  licr  that 
he  might  k'iim  whether  she  were  really  ungagud  to  this  man, — then 
she  had  known  that  her  answer  to  Larry  Twentyman  at  the  end  of  the 
two  months  must  be  a  positive  refusal. 

But  as  she  became  aware  of  this,  a  new  trouble  arose  and  harassed 
her  very  soul.  "When  she  had  asked  for  the  six  months  she  had  not 
at  the  moment  been  aware,  she  had  not  then  felt,  that  a  girl  who  asks 
lor  time  is  supposed  to  have  already  surrendered.  But  since  she  had 
made  tliut  unhappy  request  the  conviction  had  grown  upon  her.  She 
read  it  in  every  word  her  stepmother  said  to  her,  and  in  her  father's 
manner.  The  very  winks  and  hints  and  little  jokes  which  fell  from 
her  younger  sisters  told  her  that  it  Avas  so.  She  could  see  around  her 
the  satisfaction  which  had  come  from  the  settlement  of  that  difficult 
question, — a  satisfaction  which  was  perhaps  more  apparent  with  her 
father  than  even  with  the  others.  Then  she  knew  what  she  had  done, 
and  remembered  to  have  heard  that  a  girl  who  expresses  a  doubt  is 
supposed  to  have  gone  beyond  doubting.  While  she  was  still  at 
Dillsborough  there  was  a  feeling  that  no  evil  would  arise  from  this 
if  she  could  at  last  make  up  her  mind  to  be  Mrs.  Twentyman ;  but 
when  the  settled  conviction  came  upon  her,  after  hearing  Eeginald 
Morton's  words,  then  she  was  much  troubled. 

He  stayed  only  a  couple  of  days  at  Cheltenham,  and  during  that 
time  said  very  little  to  her.  He  certainly  spoke  no  word  which  would 
give  her  a  right  to  think  that  he  himself  was  attached  to  her.  He  had 
been  interested  about  her,  as  was  his  aunt.  Lady  Ushant,  because  she 
had  been  known,  and  her  mother  had  been  known  by  the  old  Mortons. 
But  there  was  nothing  of  love  in  all  that.  She  had  never  supposed 
that  there  would_be ; — and  yet  there  was  a  vague  feeling  in  her  bosom 
that  as  he  had  been  strong  in  expressing  his  objection  to  Mr.  Twenty- 
man,  there  might  have  been  something  more  to  stir  him  than  the 
memory  of  those  old  days  at  Bragton. 

"To  my  thinking  there  is  a  sweetness  about  her  which  I  have 
never  seen  equalled  in  any  young  woman."  This  was  said  by  Lady 
Ushant  to  her  nephew  after  Mary  had  gone  to  bed  on  the  night  before 
he  left. 

"  One  would  suppose,"  he  answered,  "  that  you  wanted  me  to  ask 
her  to  be  my  wife." 

"  I  never  want  anything  of  that  kind,  Eeg.  I  never  make  in  such 
matters, — or  mar  if  I  can  help  it." 

"  There  is  a  man  at  Dillsborough  wants  to  marry  her." 

"  I  can  easily  believe  that  there  should  be  two  or  three.  Who  is 
the  man?" 

"  Do  you  remember  old  Twentyman,  of  Chowton  ?  " 
"  He  was  our  nearest  neighbour.    Of  course  I  remember  him.  I 
can  remember  well  when  they  bought  the  land." 
"  It  is  his  son." 
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"  Surely,  he  can  hardly  be  worthy  of  her,  Eeg." 

"  And  yet  they  say  he  is  very  worthy.  I  have  asked  about  him,  and 
he  is  not  a  bad  fellow.  He  keeps  his  money,  and  has  ideas  of  living 
decently.  He  doesn't  drink  or  gamble.  But  he's  not  a  gentleman  nor 
anything  like  one.  I  should  think  he  never  opens  a  book.  Of  course 
it  would  be  a  degradation." 

"And  what  does  Mary  say  herself?  " 

"I  fancy  she  has  refused  him."  Then  he  added  after  a  pause, 
"  Indeed,  I  know  she  has." 

"  How  should  you  know  ?  Has  she  told  you  ? "  In  answer  to 
this  he  only  nodded  his  head  at  the  old  lady.  "  There  must  have  been 
close  friendship,  Eeg,  between  you  two  when  She  told  you  that.  I 
hope  you  have  not  made  her  give  up  one  suitor  by  leading  her  to  love 
another  who  does  not  mean  to  ask  her." 

"  I  certainly  have  not  done  that,"  said  Eeg.  Men  may  often  do 
much  without  knowing  that  they  do  anything,  and  such  probably  had 
been  the  case  with  Eeginald  Morton  during  the  journey  from  Dills- 
borough  to  Cheltenham. 

"  What  would  her  father  wish  ?  " 
,  "  They  all  want  her  to  take  the  man." 

"  How  can  she  do  better  ?  " 

"  Would  you  have  her  marry  a  man  who  is  not  a  gentleman, 
whose  wife  will  never  be  visited  by  other  ladies; — in  marrying 
whom  she  would  go  altogether  down  into  another  and  a  lower 
world?" 

This  was  a  matter  on  which  Lady  TJshant  and  her  nephew  had 
conversed  often,  and  he  thought  he  knew  her  to  be  thoroughly 
wedded  to  the  privileges  which  she  believed  to  be  attached  to  her 
birth.  With  him  the  same  feeling  was  almost  the  stronger,  because 
he  was  so  well  aware  of  the  blot  upon  himself  caused  by  the  lowness 
of  his  own  father's  marriage.  But  a  man,  he  held,  could  raise  a 
woman  to  his  own  rank,  whereas  a  woman  must  accept  the  level  of 
her  husband. 

"Bread  and  meat  and  chairs  and  tables  are  very  serious  things, 
Eeg." 

"You  would  then  recommend  her  to  take  this  man,  and  pass 
altogether  out  of  your  own  sphere  ?  " 

"  What  can  I  do  for  her  ?  I  am  an  old  woman  who  will  be 
dead  probably  before  the  first  five  years  of  her  married  life  have 
passed  over  her.  And  as  for  recommending,  I  do  not  know  enough 
to  recommend  anything.    Does  she  like  the  man  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  she  will  feel  herself  degraded  by  marrying  him." 

"I  trust  she  will  never  live  to  feel  herself  degraded.  I  do  not 
believe  that  she  could  do  anything  that  she  thought  would  degrade 
her.  But  I  think  that  you  and  I  had  better  leave  her  to  herself  in 
this  matter."   Further  on  in  the  same  evening,  or  rather  late  in 
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the  night, — for  they  had  then  sat  talking  together  for  hours  over 
the  fire,— she  made  a  direct  statement  to  him.  "When  I  die.  Keg, 
I  have  but  £5,000  to  leave  behind  me,  and  this  I  have  divided 
bet^-ocn  you  and  her.  I  shall  not  tell  her  because  I  might  do  more 
harm  than  good.    But  you  may  know." 

"  That  would  make  no  difference  to  me,"  he  said. 

"Very  likely  not,  but  I  wish  you  to  know  it.  What  troubles 
me  is  that  she  will  have  to  pay  so  much  out  of  it  for  legacy  duty. 
I  might  leave  it  all  to  you  and  you  could  give  it  her."  An  honester 
or  more  religious  or  better  woman  than  old  Lady  Ushant  there  was 
not  in  Cheltenham,  but  it  never  crossed  her  conscience  that  it  would 
be  wrong  to  cheat  the  revenue.  It  may  be  doubted  whether  any 
woman  has  ever  been  brought  to  such  honesty  as  that. 

On  the  next  morning  Morton  went  away  without  saying  another 
word  in  private  to  Mary  Masters,  and  she  was  left  to  her  quiet 
life  with  the  old  lady.  To  an  ordinary  visitor  nothing  could  have 
been  less  exciting,  for  Lady  Ushant  very  seldom  went  out  and 
never  entertained  company.  She  was  a  tall  thin  old  lady  with 
bright  eyes  and  grey  hair  and  a  face  that  was  still  pretty  in  spite 
of  sunken  eyes  and  sunken  cheeks  and  wrinkled  brow.  There  wa.s 
ever  present  with  her  an  air  of  melancholy  which  told  a  whole 
tale  of  the  sadness  of  a  long  life.  Her  chief  excitement  was  in 
her  two  visits  to  church  on  Sunday,  and  in  the  letter  which  she 
wrote  every  week  to  her  nephew  at  Dillsborough.  Now  she  had 
ber  young  friend  with  her,  and  that  too  was  an  excitement  to  her, — 
and  the  more  so  since  she  had  heard  of  the  tidings  of  Larry  Twenty- 
man's  courtship. 

She  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  not  spealt  on  the  subject 
to  her  young  friend  unless  her  young  friend  should  speak  to  her. 
In  the  first  three  weeks  nothing  was  said;  but  four  or  five  days 
before  Mary's  departure  there  came  up  a  conversation  about  Dills- 
borough  and  Bragton.  There  had  been  many  conversations  about 
Dillsborough  and  Bragton,  but  in  all  of  them  the  name  of  Lawrence 
Twentyman  had  been  scrupulously  avoided.  Each  had  longed  to 
name  him,  and  each  had  determined  not  to  do  so.  But  at  length 
it  was  avoided  no  longer.  Lady  Ushant  had  spoken  of  Chowton 
Farm  and  the  widow.  Then  Mary  had  spoken  of  the  place  and  its 
inhabitants.  "  Mr.  Twentyman  comes  a  great  deal  to  our  house 
now,"  she  said. 

"  Has  he  any  reason,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  He  goes  with  papa  once  a  week  to  the  club ;  and  he  sometimes 
I'jCds  my  sister  Kate  a  pony.    Kate  is  very  fond  of  riding." 
"  There  is  nothing  else  ?  " 

"  He  has  got  to  be  intimate  and  I  think  mamma  likes  him." 

"  He  is  a  good  young  man,  then  ?  " 

"  Very  good;  "  said  Mary,  with  an  emphasis. 
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"And  Chowton  belongs  to  him?  " 
"  Oh  yes ;— it  belongs  to  him." 

"  Some  young  men  make  such  ducks  and  drakes  of  their  property 
when  they  get  it." 

"  They  say  that  he's  not  like  that  at  all.  People  say  that  he  under- 
stands farming  very  well,  and  that  he  minds  everything  himself." 

"What  an  excellent  young  man!  There  is  no  other  reason  for 
his  coming  to  your  house,  Mary  ?  " 

Then  the  sluice-gates  were  opened  and  the  whole  story  was  told. 
Sitting  there  late  into  the  night  Mary  told  it  all  as  well  as  she  knew 
how, — all  of  it  except  in  regard  to  any  spark  of  love  which  might 
have  fallen  upon  her  in  respect  to  Eeginald  Morton.  Of  Eeginald 
Morton  in  her  story  of  course  she  did  not  speak ;  but  all  the  rest  she 
declared.  She  did  not  love  the  man.  She  was  quite  sure  of  that. 
Though  she  thought  so  well  of  him  there  was,  she  was  quite  sure,, 
no  feeling  in  her  heart  akin  to  love.  She  had  promised  to  take 
time,  because  she  had  thought  that  she  might  perhaps  be  able  to 
bring  herself  to  marry  him  without  loving  him, — to  marry  him 
because  her  father  wished  it,  and  because  her  going  from  home 
would  be  a  relief  to  her  stepmother  and  sisters,  because  it  would 
be  well  for  them  all  that  she  should  be  settled  out  of  the  way. 
But  since  that  she  had  made  up  her  mind, — she  thought  that  she 
had  quite  made  up  her  mind, — that  it  would  be  impossible. 

"  There  is  nobody  else,  Mary  ?  "  said  Lady  IJshant,  putting  her 
hand  on  Mary's  lap.  Mary  protested  that  there  was  nobody  else 
without  any  consciousness  that  she  was  telling  a  falsehood.  "  And 
you  are  quite  sure  that  you  cannot  do  it  ?  " 

"  Do  you  think  that  I  ought.  Lady  Ushant  ?  " 

"  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  say  that,  my  dear.  A  young  woman 
in  such  a  matter  must  be  governed  by  her  feelings.  Only  he  seems 
to  be  a  deserving  young  man ! "  Mary  looked  askance  at  her  friend, 
remembering  at  the  moment  Eeginald  Morton's  assurance  that  his 
aunt  would  have  disapproved  of  such  an  engagement.  "But  I 
never  would  persuade  a  girl  to  marry  a  man  she  did  not  love.  I 
think  it  would  be  wicked.    I  always  thought  so." 

There  was  nothing  about  degradation  in  all  this.  It  was  quite 
clear  to  Mary  that  had  she  been  able  to  tell  Lady  Ushant  that  she 
was  head  over  ears  in  love  with  this  young  man  and  that  therefore 
she  was  going  to  marry  him,  her  old  friend  would  have  found  no 
reason  to  lament  such  an  arrangement.  Her  old  friend  would  have 
congratulated  her.  Lady  Ushant  evidently  thought  Larry  Twenty- 
man  to  be  good  enough  as  soon  as  she  heard  what  Mary  found 
herself  compelled  to  say  in  the  young  mans  favour.  Mary  was 
almost  disappointed;  but  reconciled  herself  to  it  very  quickly,  telling 
herself  that  there  was  yet  time  for  her  to  decide  in  favour  of  her- 
lover  if  she  could  bring  herself  to  do  so. 
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And  she  did  try  that  night  aud  all  the  next  day,  thinking  that 
if  she  could  so  make  up  her  mind  slie  would  declare  her  purpose 
to  Lady  Ushant  before  she  left  Cheltenham.  But  she  could  not  do 
it,  aud  in  the  struggle  with  herself  at  last  she  learned  something 
of  the  truth.  Lady  Ushant  saw  nothing  but  what  was  right  and 
23roper  in  a  marriage  with  Lawrence  Twentyman,  but  Eeginald. 
IMorton  had  declared  it  to  be  improper,  and  therefore  it  was  out 
of  her  reach.  She  could  not  do  it.  She  could  not  bring  herself, 
after  what  he  had  said,  to  look  him  in  the  face  and  tell  him  that  she 
was  going  to  become  the  wife  of  Larry  Twentyman.  Then  she 
asked  herself  the  fatal  question,  was  she  in  love  with  Eeginald 
Morton  ?  I  do  not  think  that  she  answered  herself  in  the  afQrma- 
tive,  but  she  became  more  and  more  sure  that  she  could  never 
marry  Larry  Twentyman. 

Lady  Ushant  declared  herself  to  be  more  than  satisfied  with  the 
visit,  and  expressed  a  hope  that  it  might  be  repeated  in  the  next 
year.  "  I  would  ask  you  to  come  and,  make  your  home  here  while 
I  have  a  home  to  offer  you,  only  that  you  would  be  so  much  more 
buried  here  than  at  Dillsborough.  And  you  have  duties  there  which 
perhaps  you  ought  not  to  leave.  But  come  again  when  your  papa 
will  spare  you." 

On  her  journey  back  she  certainly  was  not  very  happy.  There 
were  yet  three  weeks  wanting  to  the  time  at  which  she  would  bo 
bound  to  give  her  answer  to  Larry  Twentyman;  but  why  should 
she  keep  the  man  waiting  for  three  weeks  when  her  answer  was 
ready?  Her  stepmother,  she  knew,  would  soon  force  her  answer 
from  her,  and  her  father  would  be  anxious  to  know  what  had  been 
the  result  of  her  meditations.  The  real  period  of  her  reprieve  had 
been  that  of  her  absence  at  Cheltenham,  and  that  period  was  now 
coming  to  an  end.  At  each  station  as  she  passed  them  she  re- 
membered what  Eeginald  Morton  had  been  saying  to  her,  and 
how  their  conversation  had  been  interrupted, — and  perhaps  occa- 
sionally aided, — by  the  absurdities  of  the  bird.  How  sweet  it  had 
been  to  be  near  him  and  to  listen  to  his  whispered  voice!  How 
great  was  the  difference  between  him  and  that  other  young  man, 
tlie  smartness  of  whose  apparel  was  now  becoming  peculiarly  dis- 
tasteful to  her!  Certainly  it  would  have  been  better  for  her  not  to 
have  gone  to  Cheltenham  if  it  was  her  fate  to  become  Mrs.  Twenty- 
man.    She  was  quite  sure  of  that  now. 

She  came  up  from  the  Dillsborough  Station  alone  in  the  Bush 
omnibus.  She  had  not  expected  any  one  to  meet  her.  Why  should 
any  one  meet  her?  The  porter  put  up  her  box,  and  the  omnibus 
left  her  at  the  door.  But  she  remembered  well  how  she  had  gone 
down  with  Eeginald  Morton,  and  how  delightful  had  been  every 
little  incident  of  the  journey.  Even  to  walk  with  him  up  and  down 
the  platform  while  waiting  for  the  train  had  been  a  privilege.  Slic 
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thought  of  it  as  she  got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  remembered  that 
she  had  felt  that  the  train  had  come  too  soon. 

At  her  own  door  her  father  met  her  and  took  her  into  the 
parlour  where  the  tea-things  were  spread,  and  where  her  sisters 
were  already  seated.  Her  stepmother  soon  came  in  and  kissed  her 
kindly.  She  was  asked  how  she  had  enjoyed  herself,  and  no  dis- 
agreeable questions  were  put  to  her  that  night.  No  qiiestions,  at 
least,  were  asked  which  she  felt  herself  bound  to  answer.  After 
she  was  in  bed  Kate  came  to  her  and  did  say  a  word.  "  Well,  Mary, 
do  tell  me.  I  won't  tell  any  one."  But  Mary  refused  to  speak  a 
word. 


CHAPTEE  XXXI. 

THE  EUFFOED  COEKESPONDENCB. 

It  might  be  surmised  from  the  description  which  Lord  Eufford  had 
-given  of  his  own  position  to  his  sister  and  his  sister's  two  friends,  when 
he  pictured  himself  as  falling  over  the  edge  of  the  precipice  while  they 
hung  on  behind  to  save  him,  that  he  was  sufficiently  aware  of  the  in- 
expediency of  the  proposed  intimacy  with  Miss  Trefoil.    Any  one 
hearing  him  would  have  said  that  Miss  Trefoil's  chances  in  that 
-direction  were  very  poor, — that  a  man  seeing  his  danger  so  plainly,  and 
so  clearly  understanding  the  nature  of  it,  would,  certainly  avoid  it. 
But  what  he  had  said  was  no  more  than  Iiliss  Trefoil  knew  that  he 
would  say,- — or,  at  any  rate,  would  think.    Of  course  she  had  against 
her  not  only  all  his  friends ; — but  the  man  himself  also  and  his  own 
fixed  intentions.    Lord  Eufford  was  not  a  marrying  man  : — which  was 
supposed  to  signify  that  he  intended  to  lead  a  life  of  pleasure  till  the 
necessity  of  providing  an  heir  should  be  forced  upon  him,  v.-hen  he 
would  take  to  himself  a  wife  out  of  his  own  class  in  life  twenty  years 
younger  than  himself  for  whom  he  would  not  care  a  straw.    The  odds 
against  Miss  Trefoil  were,  of  course,  great ; — but  girls  have  won  even 
against  such  odds  as  these.    She  knew  her  own  powers,  and  was  aware 
that  Lord  Eufford  was  fond  of  feminine  beauty  and  feminine  flutter 
and  feminine  flattery,  though  he  was  not  prepared  to  marry    It  vms 
quite  possible  that  she  might  be  able  to  dig  such  a  pit  for  him  that  it 
would  be  easier  for  him  to  marry  her  than  to  get  out  in  any  other  way. 
>0f  course  she  must  trust  something  to  his  own  folly  at  first.    Nor  did 
she  trust  in  vain.    Before  her  week  was  over  at  Mrs.  Gore's  she 
received  from  him  a  letter,  which,  with  the  correspondence  to  t^JiiV.Ii  -t- 
immediately  led;  shall  be  given  in  this  char'^fj?. 
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Letter  No.  1. 

"  Eufford,  Sunday. 

"My  dear  Miss  Trefoil, 

"  We  have  had  a  sad  house  since  you  left  us.  Poor  Caneback 
got  better  aud  tlicn  worse  and  then  better,— and  at  last  died  yesterday 
afternoon.  And  now ; — there  is  to  be  the  funeral !  The  poor  dear  old 
1  loy  seems  to  have  had  nobody  belonging  to  him  and  very  little  in  the  way 
of  possessions.  I  never  know  anything  of  him  accept  that  he  was,  or 
had  been,  in  the  Elucs,  and  that  he  was  about  the  best  man  in  England 
to  hounds  on  a  bad  horse.  It  now  turns  out  that  his  father  made 
some  money  in  India, — a  sort  of  Commissary  purveyor, — and  bought 
a  commission  for  him  twenty-five  years  ago.  Everybody  knew  him, 
but  nobody  knew  anything  about  him.  Poor  old  Caneback !  I  wish 
lie  had  managed  to  die  anywhere  else,  and  I  don't  feel  at  all  obliged  to 
Purefoy  for  sending  that  brute  of  a  mare  here.  He  said  something  to 
me  about  that  wretched  ball, — not  altogether  so  wretched !  was  it  ? 
But  I  didn't  like  what  he  said,  and  told  him  a  bit  of  my  mind.  Now 
we're  two  for  a  while ;  and  I  don't  care  for  how  long  unless  he  comes 
round. 

"  I  cannot  stand  a  funeral,  and  I  shall  get  away  from  this.  I  will 
pay  the  bill  and  Purefoy  may  do  the  rest.  I'm  going  for  Christmas 
to  Surbiton's,  near  Melton,  with  a  string  of  horses.  Surbiton  is  a 
bachelor,  and  as  there  will  be  no  young  ladies  to  interfere  with  me  I 
shall  have  the  more  time  to  think  of  you.  We  shall  have  a  little  play 
there  instead.  I  don't  know  whether  it  isn't  the  better  of  the  two,  as 
if  one  does  get  sat  upon,  one  doesn't  feel  so  confoundedly  sheep-faced. 
I  have  been  out  with  the  hounds  two  or  three  times  since  you  went, 
as  I  could  do  no  good  staying  with  that  poor  fellow,  and  there  was  a 
time  when  we  thought  he  would  have  pulled  through.  I  rode  Jack 
one  day,  but  he  didn't  carry  me  as  well  as  he  did  you.  I  think  he's 
more  of  a  lady's  horse.  If  I  go  to  Mistletoe  I  shall  have  some  horses 
in  the  neighbourhood  somewhere  and  I'll  make  them  take  Jack,  so 
that  you  may  have  a  chance. 

"  I  never  know  how  to  sign  myself  to  young  ladies.  Suppose  I  say 
that  I  am  yours, 

"Anything  you  like  best, 

"E." 

This  was  a  much  nicer  letter  than  Arabella  had  expected,  as  there 
were  one  or  two  touches  in  it,  apart  from  the  dead  man  and  the  horses, 
which  she  thought  might  lead  to  something, — and  there  was  a  tone  in 
the  letter  which  seemed  to  show  that  he  was  given  to  correspondence. 
She  took  care  to  answer  it  so  that  he  should  get  her  letter  on  his 
arrival  at  3Ir.  Surbiton's  house.  She  found  out  Mr.  Surbiton's  address, 
and  then  gave  a  great  deal  of  time  to  her  letter. 
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Letter  No.  2. 

Murray's  Hotel,  Green  Street, 
"  Thursday. 

"My  dear  Lord  Eufford, 

"  As  we  are  passing  through  London  on  onr  way  from  one 
purgatory  with  the  Gores  to  another  purgatory  with  old  Lady  De 
Browne,  and  as  mamma  is  asleep  in  her  chair  opposite,  and  as  I  have 
nothing  else  on  earth  to  do,  I  think  I  might  as  well  answer  your  letter. 
Poor  old  major !  I  am  sorry  for  him,  because  he  rode  so  braYely.  I 
shall  never  forget  his  face  as  he  passed  us,  and  again  as  he  rose  upon 
his  knee  when  that  horrid  blow  came !  How  very  odd  that  he  should 
have  been  like  that,  without  any  friends !  What  a  terrible  nuisance  to 
jou !  I  think  you  were  quite  wise  to  come  away.  I  am  sure  I  should 
have  done  so.  I  can't  conceive  what  right  Sir  John  Purefoy  can  have 
had  to  say  anything,  for,  after  all,  it  was  his  doing.  Do  you  remember 
when  you  talked  of  my  riding  Jemima  ?  When  I  think  of  it  I  can 
hardly  hold  myself  for  shuddering. 

"  It  is  so  kind  of  you  to  think  of  me  about  Jack.  I  am  never  very 
fond  of  Mistletoe.  Don't  you  be  mischievous  now  and  go  and  tell  the 
Duchess  I  said  so.  But  with  Jack  in  the  neighbourhood  I  can  stand 
even  her  Grace.  I  think  I  shall  be  there  about  the  middle  of  January, 
but  it  must  depend  on  all  those  people  mamma  is  going  to.  I  shall 
have  to  make  a  great  fight,  for  mamma  thinks  that  ten  days  in  the 
jear  at  Mistletoe  is  all  that  duty  requires.  But  I  always  stick  up  for 
my  uncle,  and  mean  in  this  instance  to  have  a  little  of  my  own  way. 
V/hat  are  parental  commands  in  opposition  to  Jack  and  all  his  glories  ? 
Besides  mamma  does  not  mean  to  go  herself. 

"  I  shall  leave  it  to  you  to  say  whether  the  ball  was  '  altogether 
wretched.'  Of  course  there  must  have  been  infinite  vexation  to  you, 
and  to  us,  who  knew  of  it  all,  there  was  a  feeling  of  deep  sorrow. 
But  perhaps  we  were  able,  some  of  us,  to  make  it  a  little  lighter  for 
JOU.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  never  forget  Eufford,  whether  the  memory 
be  more  pleasant  or  more  painful.  There  are  moments  which  one 
never  can  forget ! 

"  Don't  go  and  gamble  away  your  money  among  a  lot  of  men. 
Though  I  dare  say  you  have  got  so  much  that  it  doesn't  signify 
whether  you  lose  some  of  it  or  not.  I  do  think  it  is  such  a  shame  that 
a.  man  like  you  should  have  such  a  quantity,  and  that  a  pioor  girl  such 
as  I  am  shouldn't  have  enough  to  pay  for  her  hats  and  gloves.  Why 
shouldn't  I  send  a  string  of  horses  about  just  when  I  please  ?  I  believe 
I  could  make  as  good  a  use  of  them  as  you  do,  and  then  I  could  lend 
you  Jack.  I  would  be  so  good-natured.  You  should  have  Jack  every 
day  you  wanted  him. 

"  You  must  write  and  tell  me  what  day  you  will  be  at  Mistletoe. 
It  is  you  that  have  tempted  me  and  I  don't  mean  to  be  there  without 
you, — or,  I  suppose  I  ought  to  say,  without  the  horse.    But,  of  course. 
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you  will  have  understootl  tluat.  No  young  lady  ever  is  suiiposed  to 
iesiro  tlie  presence  of  any  young  man.  It  would  be  very  improper  of 
course.    But  a  young  man's  Jack  is  quite  another  thing." 

So  far  her  pen  had  flown  with  her,  but  then  there  came  the  neces- 
sity for  a  conclusion  which  must  be  worded  in  some  peculiar  way,  as 
his  had  been  so  peculiar.  How  far  might  she  dare  to  be  affectionate 
without  putting  him  on  his  guard  ?  Or  in  what  way  might  she  be 
saucy  so  as  best  to  please  him  ?  She  tried  two  or  three,  and  at  last 
she  ended  her  letter  as  follows : — 

"I  have  not  had  much  experience  in  signing  myself  to  young 
gentlemen  and  am  therefore  quite  in  as  great  a  difficulty  as  you  were ; 
but,  though  I  can't  swear  that  I  am  everything  that  you  like  best,  I 
will  protest  that  I  am  pretty  nearly  what  you  ought  to  like, — as  far  as 
young  ladies  go. 

"  In  the  meantime  I  certainly  am, 

"  Yours  truly, 

"A.  T." 

"P.S.  Mind  you  write — about  Jack;  and  address  to  Lady  Smijth, 
Oreenacres  Manor,  Hastings." 

There  was  a  great  deal  in  this  letter  which  was  not  true.  But  then 
such  ladies  as  Miss  Trefoil  can  never  afford  to  tell  the  truth. 

The  letter  was  not  written  from  Murray's  Hotel,  Lady  Augustus 
having  insisted  on  staying  at  certain  lodgings  in  Orchard  Street, 
because  her  funds  were  low.  But  on  previous  occasions  they  had 
stayed  at  Murray's.  And  her  mamma,  instead  of  being  asleep  when 
the  letter  was  written,  was  making  up  her  accounts.  And  every  word 
a,bout  Mistletoe  had  been  false.  She  had  not  yet  secured  her  invita- 
tion. She  was  hard  at  work  on  the  attempt,  having  induced  her 
father  absolutely  to  beg  the  favour  from  his  brother.  But  at  the  pre- 
sent moment  she  was  altogether  dif&dent  of  success.  Should  she  fail, 
she  must  only  tell  Lord  Eufford  that  her  mother's  numerous  engage- 
ments had  at  the  last  moment  made  her  happiness  impossible.  That 
she  was  going  to  Lady  Smijth's  was  true,  and  at  Lady  Smijth's  house 
she  received  the  following  note  from  Lord  Eufford.  It  was  then 
January,  and  the  great  Mistletoe  question  was  not  as  yet  settled : — 

Letter  No.  3. 

"  December  31. 

"My  DT^AR  Miss  Teefoil, — 

"  Here  I  am  still  at  Surbiton's,  and  we  have  had  such  good 
sport  that  I'm  half  inclined  to  give  the  duke  the  slip.  What  a  pity 
that  you  can't  come  here  instead !  Wouldn't  it  be  nice  for  you  and 
half  a  dozen  more,  without  any  of  the  dowagers  or  duennas  ?  You 
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might  win  some  of  the  money  which  I  lose.  I  have  been  very  unlucky, 
and,  if  you  had  won  it  all,  there  would  have  been  plenty  of  room  for 
hats  and  gloves,  and  for  sending  two  or  three  Jacks  about  all  the. 
winter  into  the  bargain.  I  never  did  win  yet.  I  don't  care  very  much 
about  it,  but  I  don't  know  why  I  should  always  be  so  uncommonly 
unlucky. 

"  We  had  such  a  day  yesterday, — an  hour  and  ten  minutes  all  in 
the  open,  and  then  a  kill  just  as  the  poor  fellow  was  trying  to  make 
a  drain  under  the  high  road.  There  were  only  five  of  us  up.  Sur- 
biton  broke  his  horse's  back  at  a  bank,  and  young  De  Canute  came 
down  on  to  a  road  and  smashed  his  collar  bone.  Three  or  four  of  the 
hounds  were  so  done  that  they  couldn't  be  got  home.  I  was  riding 
Black  Harry,  and  he  won't  be  out  again  for  a  fortnight.  It  was  the 
best  thing  I've  seen  these  two  years.  We  never  have  it  quite  like  that 
with  the  U.E.U. 

"  If  I  don't  go  to  Slistletoe,  I'll  send  Jack  and  a  groom  if  you  think 
the  duke  would  take  them  in  and  let  you  ride  the  horse.  If  so,  I 
shall  stay  here  pretty  nearly  all  Jantiary,  unless  there  should  be 
a  frost.  In  that  case  I  should  go  back  to  Evifford,  as  I  have  a  deal 
of  shooting  to  do.  I  shall  be  so  sorry  not  to  see  you ;  but  there  is 
always  a  sort  of  sin  in  not  sticking  to  hunting  when  it's  good.  It  so 
seldom  is  just  what  it  ought  to  be. 

"  I  rather  think  that,  after  all,  we  shall  be  down  on  that  fellow  who 
poisoned  our  fox,  in  spite  of  your  friend  the  Senator. 

"  Yours  always  faithfully, 

"E." 

There  was  a  great  deal  in  this  letter  which  was  quite  terrible  to 
Miss  Trefoil.  In  the  first  place,  by  the  time  she  received  it,  she  had 
managed  the  matter  with  her  uncle.  Her  father  had  altogether 
refused  to  mention  Lord  Eufford's  name,  though  he  had  heard  the 
very  plain  proposition  which  his  daughter  made  to  him  with  perfect 
serenity.  But  he  had  said  to  the  duke  that  it  would  be  a  great  con- 
venience if  Bell  could  be  received  at  Mistletoe  for  a  few  days,  and  the 
duke  had  got  the  duchess  to  assent.  Lady  Augustus,  too,  had  been 
disposed  of,  and  two  very  handsome  new  dresses  had  been  acquired. 
Her  habit  had  been  altered  with  reckless  disregard  of  the  coming 
spring,  and  she  was  fully  prepared  for  her  campaign.  But  what 
would  Mistletoe  be  to  her  without  Lord  Euiford  ?  In  spite  of  all  that 
had  been  done  she  would  not  go  there.  Unless  she  could  turn  him  by 
her  entreaties  she  would  pack  up  everything  and  start  for  Patagonia, 
with  the  determination  to  throw  herself  overboard  on  the  way  there, 
if  she  could  find  the  courage. 

She  had  to  think  very  much  of  her  next  letter.  Should  she  write 
in  anger,  or  should  she  write  in  love,  or  should  she  mingle  both  ? 
There  was  no  need  for  care  now,  as  there  had  been  at  first.   She  must 
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reach  him  at  once,  or  everything  would  be  over.  She  must  say  some- 
thing that  would  bring  him  to  Mistletoe,  whatever  that  something 
might  be.  After  much  thought  she  determined  that  mingled  anger 
and  love  would  be  the  best.    So  she  mingled  them  as  follows : — • 

Letter  No.  4, 

"  Greenacre  Manor,  Monday. 
"  Your  last  letter,  which  I  have  just  got,  has  killed  me.  You  must 
know  that  I  have  altered  my  plans,  and  done  it  at  immense  trouble, 
for  the  sake  of  meeting  you  at  Mistletoe.  It  will  be  most  unkind— I 
might  say  worse — if  you  put  me  off.  I  don't  think  you  can  do  it  as 
a  gentleman.  I'm  sure  you  would  not  if  you  knew  what  I  have  gone 
through  with  mamma  and  the  whole  set  of  them  to  arrange  it.  Of 
course  I  shan't  go  if  you  don't  come.  Your  talk  of  sending  the  horse 
tlierc  is  adding  an  insult  to  the  injury.  You  must  have  meant  to 
annoy  me,  or  you  wouldn't  have  pretended  to  suppose  that  it  was  the 
horse  I  wanted  to  see.  I  didn't  think  I  could  have  taken  so  violent 
a  dislike  to  poor  Jack  as  I  did  for  a  moment.  Let  me  tell  you  that 
I  think  you  are  bound  to  go  to  Mistletoe,  though  the  hunting  at 
Melton  should  be  better  than  was  ever  known  before.  When  the 
hunting  is  good  in  one  place,  of  course  it  is  good  in  another.  Even 
I  am  sportsman  enough  to  know  that.  I  suppose  you  have  been 
losing  a  lot  of  money,  and  are  foolish  enough  to  think  you  can  win 
it  back  again. 

"  Please,  please  come.  It  was  to  be  the  little  cream  of  the  year  for 
me.  It  wasn't  Jack.  There  1  That  ought  to  bring  you.  And  yet,  if 
you  come,  I  will  worship  Jack.  I  have  not  said  a  word  to  mamma 
about  altering  my  plans,  nor  shall  I  while  there  is  hope.  But  to 
Mistletoe  I  will  not  go,  unless  you  are  to  be  there.  Pray  answer  this 
by  return  of  post.    If  we  have  gone  your  letter  will,  of  course,  follow 

us.   Pray  come.   Yours,  if  you  do  come  ■ ;  what  shall  I  say  ?  Fill 

it  as  you  please. 

"  A.  T." 


Lord  Eufford,  when  he  received  the  above  very  ardent  epistle,  was 
quite  aware  that  he  had  better  not  go  to  Mistletoe.  He  understood 
the  matter  nearly  as  well  as  Arabella  did  herself.  But  there  was  a 
feeling  with  him  that,  up  to  that  stage  of  the  affair,  he  ought  to  do 
what  he  was  asked  by  a  young  lady,  even  though  there  might  be 
danger.  Though  there  was  danger,  there  would  still  be  amusement. 
He  therefore  wrote  again  as  follows : — 

Letter  No.  5. 
"  Dear  i\Iiss  Trefoil,— 

"You  shan't  be  disappointed,  whether  it  be  Jack  or  any 
less  useful  animal  that  you  wish  to  see.    At  any  rate.  Jack— and  the 

M 


162 


THE  AMEEICAN  SENATOE. 


otlier  animal — will  be  at  Mistletoe  on  the  15th.  I  have  -written  to 
the  duke  by  this  post.  I  can  only  hope  that  you  will  be  grateful. 
After  all  your  abuse  about  my  getting  back  my  money,  I  think  you 
ought  to  be  very  grateful.  I  have  got  it  back  again,  but  I  can  assure 
you  that  has  had  nothing  to  do  with  it. 

"  Yours  ever, 

"K." 

"  We  had  two  miserably  abortive  days  last  week." 
Arabella  felt  that  a  great  deal  of  the  compliment  was  taken  away 
by  the  postscript ;  but  still  she  was  grateful  and  contented. 


CHAPTEE  XXXII. 

"it  is  a  long  WAV." 

While  the  correspondence  given  in  the  last  chapter  was  going  on,  Miss 
Trefoil  had  other  troubles  besides  those  there  narrated,  and  other 
letters  to  answer.    Soon  after  her  departure  from  Eufford  she  received 
a  very  serious  but  still  an  afifecionate  epistle  from  John  Morton  in 
which  he  asked  her  if  it  was  her  intention  to  become  his  wife  or  not. 
The  letter  was  very  long  as  well  as  very  serious  and  need  not  be  given 
here  at  length.  But  that  was  the  gist  of  it ;  and  he  went  on  to  say  that  in 
regard  to  money  he  had  made  the  most  liberal  proposition  in  his  power, 
that  he  must  decline  to  have  any  further  communication  with  lawyers, 
and  that  he  must  ask  her  to  let  him  know  at  once, — quite  at  once,— 
whether  she  did  or  did  not  regard  herself  as  engaged  to  him.    It  was 
a  manly  letter,  and  ended  by  a  declaration  that,  as  far  as  he  himself  was 
concerned,  his  feelings  were  not  at  all  altered.    This  she  received  while 
staying  at  the  Gores',  but,  in  accordance  with  her  predetermined 
strategy,  did  not  at  once  send  any  answer  to  it.    Before  she  heard 
again  from  Morton  she  had  received  that  pleasant  first  letter  from 
Lord  Eufford,  and  was  certainly  then  in  no  frame  of  mind  to  assure 
Mr.  Morton  that  she  was  ready  to  declare  herself  his  afSanced  wife 
before  all  the  world.    Then,  after  ten  days,  he  had  written  to  her  again 
and  had  written  much  more  severely.    It  wanted  at  that  time  but  a  few 
days  to  Christmas,  and  she  was  waiting  for  a  second  letter  from  Lord 
Eufford.    Let  what  might  come  of  it  she  could  not  now  give  up  the 
Eufford  chance.    As  she  sat  thinking  of  it,  giving  the  very  best  of  her 
mind  to  it,  she  remembered  the  warmth  of  that  embrace  in  the  little 
room  behind  the  drawing-room,  and  those  halcyon  minutes  in  which 
her  head  had  been  on  his  shoulder,  and  his  arm  round  her  waist.  Not 
that  they  were  made  halcyon  to  her  by  any  of  the  joys  of  love.  In 
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giving  the  girl  her  dne  it  must  bo  owned  that  she  rarely  allowed  her- 
self to  indulge  in  simple  pleasures.    If  Lord  Eufford,  with  the  same 
rank  and  property,  had  been  personally  disagreeable  to  her  it  would 
have  been  the  same.    Business  to  her  had  for  many  years  been  business, 
and  her  business  had  been  so  very  hard  that  she  had  never  allowed 
lighter  things  to  interfere  with  it.    She  had  had  justice  on  her  side 
when  she  rebuked  her  mother  for  accusing  her  of  flirtations.  But 
could  such  a  man  as  Lord  Eufford, — with  his  hands  so  free, — venture 
to  tell  himself  that  such  tokens  of  affection  with  such  a  girl  would 
mean  nothing  ?   If  she  might  contrive  to  meet  him  again  of  course 
they  would  be  repeated,  and  then  he  should  be  forced  to  say  that  they 
did  mean  something.    When  therefore  the  severe  letter  came  from 
jMorton, — severe  and  pressing,  telling  her  that  she  was  bound  to  answer 
him  at  onpe,  and  that  were  she  still  silent  he  must,  in  regard  to  his  own 
honour,  take  that  as  an  indication  of  her  intention  to  break  off  the 
match, — she  felt  that  she  must  answer  it.    The  answer  must,  however, 
still  be  ambiguous.    She  would  not  if  possible  throw  away  that  stool 
quite  as  yet,  though  her  mind  was  intent  on  ascending  to  the  throne 
which  it  might  be  within  her  power  to  reach.    She  wrote  to  him  an 
ambigiious  letter, — but  a  letter  which  certainly  was  not  intended  to 
liberate  him.    "  He  ought,"  she  said,  "  to  understand  that  a  girl 
situated  as  she  was  could  not  ultimately  dispose  of  herself  till  her 
friends  had  told  her  that  she  was  free  to  do  so.    She  herself  did  not 
pretend  to  have  any  interest  in  the  affairs  as  to  which  her  father  and 
his  lawyers  were  making  themselves  busy.    They  had  never  even  con- 
descended to  tell  her  what  it  was  they  wanted  on  her  behalf ; — nor,  for 
the  matter  of  th&,fc,  had  he,  Morton,  ever  told  her  what  it  was  that  he 
refused  to  do.    Of  course  she  could  not  throw  herself  into  his  arms 
till  these  things  were  settled." — By  that  expression  she  had  meant  a 
metaphorical  throwing  of  herself,  and  not  such  a  flesh  and  blood  em- 
bracing as  she  had  permitted  to  the  lord  in  the  little  room  at  Eufford. 
Then  she  suggested  that  he  should  appeal  again  to  her  father.  It 
need  hardly  be  said  that  her  father  knew  very  little  about  it,  and  that 
the  lawyers  had  long  since  written  to  Lady  Augustus  to  say  that  better 
terms  as  to  settlement  could  not  be  had  from  Mr.  John  Morton. 

Morton,  when  he  wrote  his  second  letter,  had  received  the  offer  of 
the  mission  to  Patagonia,  and  had  asked  for  a  few  days  to  think  of  it. 
After  much  consideration  he  determined  that  he  would  say  nothing  to 
Arabella  of  the  offer.  Her  treatment  of  him  gave  her  no  right  to  be 
consulted.  Should  she  at  once  write  back  declaring  her  readiness 
to  become  his  wife,  then  he  would  consult  her, — and  would  not  only 
consult  her  but  would  be  prepared  to  abandon  the  mission  at  the  ex- 
pression of  her  lightest  wish.  Indeed,  in  that  case  he  thought  that  he 
would  himself  advise  that  it  should  be  abandoned.  Why  should  lie 
expatriate  himself  to  such  a  place  with  such  a  wife  as  Arabella  Trefoil  '> 
He  received  her  answer  and  at  once  accepted  the  offer.    He  accepted 
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it,  tlaongh  ho  by  no  means  assured  himself  that  the  engagement  was 
irreYocaWy  annulled.  But  now,  if  she  came  to  him,  she  must  take  her 
chance.  She  must  be  told  that  he,  at  any  rate,  was  going  to  Patagonia, 
and  that  unless  she  could  make  up  her  mind  to  do  so  too,  she  must 
remain  Arabella  Trefoil  for  him.  He  would  not  even  tell  her  of  his 
appointment.  He  had  done  all  that  in  him  lay,  and  would  prepare 
himself  for  his  journey  as  a  single  man.  A  minister  going  out  to  Pata- 
gonia would,  of  course,  have  some  little  ^leave  of  absence  allowed 
him,  and  he  arranged  with  his  friend  Mounser  Green  that  he  should 
not  start  till  April. 

But  when  Lord  Eufford's  second  letter  reached  Miss  Trefoil  down 
at  Greenacre  Manor,  where  she  had  learned  by  common  report  that 
Mr.  Morton  was  to  be  the  new  minister  at  Patagonia, — when  she 
believed  as  she  then  did  that  the  lord  was  escaping  her,  that,  seeing 
and  feeling  his  danger  he  had  determined  not  to  jump  into  the  lion's 
mouth  by  meeting  her  at  Mistletoe,  that  her  chance  there  was  all 
over ;  then  she  remembered  her  age,  her  many  seasons,  the  hard  work 
of  her  toilet,  those  tedious,  long,  and  bitter  quarrels  with  her  mother, 
the  ever-renewed  trouble  of  her  smiles,  the  hopelessness  of  her  future 
should  she  smile  in  vain  to  the  last,  and  the  countless  miseries  of  her 
endless  visitings;  and  she  remembered,  too,  the  £1200  a  year  that 
Morton  had  oifered  to  settle  on  her  and  the  assurance  of  a  home  of  her 
own,  though  that  home  should  be  at  Bragton.  Por  an  hoiw  or  two  she 
had  almost  given  up  the  hope  of  Eufford,  and  had  meditated  some 
letter  to  her  other  lover  which  might  at  any  rate  secure  him.  But  she 
had  collected  her  courage  sufficiently  to  make  that  last  appeal  to 
the  lord,  which  had  been  successful.  Three  weeks  now  might  settle 
all  that  and  for  three  weeks  it  might  still  be  possible  so  to  manage 
her  affairs  that  she  might  fall  back  upon  Patagonia  as  her  last 
resource. 

About  this  time  Morton  returned  to  Bragton,  waiting  however  till 
he  was  assured  that  the  Senator  had  completed  his  visit  to  Dillsborough. 
He  had  been  a  little  ashamed  of  the  Senator  in  regard  to  the  great 
Goarly  conflict  and  was  not  desirous  of  relieving  his  solitude  by  the 
presence  of  the  American.  On  this  occasion  he  went  quite  alone  and 
ordered  no  carriages  from  the  Bush,  and  no  increased  establishment  of 
servants.  He  certainly  was  not  happy  in  his  mind.  The  mission  to 
Patagonia  was  well  paid,  being  worth,  with  house  and  etceteras,  nearly 
£3000  a  year ;  and  it  was  great  and  quick  promotion  for  one  so  young 
fts  himself.  For  one  neither  a  lord  nor  connected  with  a  Cabinet 
IMinister,  Patagonia  was  a  great  place  at  which  to  begin  his  career  as 
Plenipotentiary  on  his  own  bottom ; — but  it  is  a  long  way  off  and  has 
its  drawbacks.  He  could  not  look  to  be  there  for  less  than  four 
years ;  and  there  was  hardly  reason  why  a  man  in  his  position  should 
expatriate  himself  to  such  a  place  for  so  long  a  time.  He  felt  that  he 
should  not  have  gone  but  for  his  engagement  to  Arabella  Trefoil,  and 
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that  neither  would  he  have  gone  had  his  engagement  been  sohd  and 
permanent.  He  was  going  in  order  that  he  might  be  rid  of  that 
trouble,  and  a  man's  feelings  in  such  circumstances  cannot  be 
satisfactory  to  himself.  Uowover  he  had  said  that  he  would  go,  and 
he  knew  enough  of  himself  to  be  certain  that  having  said  so  he  would 
not  alter  his  mind.  But  he  was  very  melancholy  and  Mrs.  Hopkins 
declared  to  old  Mrs.  Twentyman  that  the  young  squire  was  "  hipped," 
— "  along  of  his  lady  love,"  as  she  thought. 

His  hands  had  been  so  full  of  his  visitors  when  at  Bragton  before, 
and  he  had  been  carried  off  so  suddenly  to  Eufford,  and  then  had 
hui-ried  up  to  London  in  such  misery,  that  he  had  hardly  had  time  to 
attend  to  his  own  business.  Mr.  Masters  had  made  a  claim  upon  him 
since  he  had  been  in  England  for  £127  8s.  id.  in  reference  to  certain 
long-gone  affairs  in  which  the  attorney  declared  he  had  been  badly 
treated  by  those  who  had  administered  the  Morton  estate.  John 
Morton  had  promised  to  look  into  the  matter  and  to  see  Mr.  Masters. 
He  had  partially  looked  into  it  and  now  felt  ashamed  that  he  had  not 
fully  kept  his  promise.  The  old  attorney  had  not  had  much  hope  of 
getting  his  money.  It  was  doubtful  to  himself  whether  he  could  make 
good  his  claim  against  the  squire  at  law,  and  it  was  his  settled 
purpose  to  make  no  such  attempt  although  he  was  quite  sure  that  the 
money  was  his  due.  Indeed,  if  Mr.  Morton  would  not  'do  anything 
further  in  the  matter,  neither  would  he.  He  was  almost  too  mild  a 
man  to  be  a  successful  la  vyer,  and  had  a  dislike  to  asking  for  money. 
Mr.  Morton  had  promised  to  see  him,  but  Mr.  Morton  had  probably- 
forgotten  it.    Some  gentlemen  seem  apt  to  forget  such  promises. 

Sir.  Masters  was  somewhat  surprised,  therefore,  when  he  was  told 
one  morning  in  his  ofBce  that  Mr.  Morton  from  Bragton  wished  to  see 
him.  He  thought  that  it  must  be  Eeginald  Morton,  having  not  heard 
that  the  Squire  had  returned  to  the  country.  But  John  Morton  was 
shown  into  the  ofiSce,  and  the  old  attorney  immediately  arose  from  his 
arm-chair.  Sundown  was  there,  and  was  at  once  sent  out  of  the  room. 
Sundown  on  such  occasions  was  accustomed  to  retire  to  some  settle- 
ment seldom  visited  by  the  public,  which  was  called  the  back  oflSce. 
Xickem  was  away  intent  on  unravelling  the  Goarly  mystery,  and  the 
attorney  could  ask  his  visitor  to  take  a  confidential  seat.  Mr.  Morton, 
however,  had  very  little  to  say.  He  was  full  of  apologies  and  at  once 
handed  out  a  cheque  for  the  sum  demanded.  The  money  was  so 
much  to  the  attorney  that  he  was  flurried  by  his  own  success. 
"  Perhaps,"  said  Morton,  "  I  ought  in  fairness  to  add  interest." 

"  Xot  at  all ; — by  no  means.  Lawyers  never  expect  that.  Eeally, 
Mr.  Morton,  I  am  very  much  obliged.  It  was  so  long  ago  that  I 
thought  that  perhaps  you  might  think  " 

"  I  do  not  doubt  that  it's  all  right." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Morton — it's  all  right.  It's  quite  right.  But  your 
coming  in  this  way  is  quite  a  compliment.    I  am  so  proud  to  see  tho 
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owner  of  Bragton  once  more  in  this  house.    I  respect  the  family  as  1 

always  did ;  and  as  for  the  money  " 

"  I  am  only  sorry  that  it  has  been  delayed  so  long.  Good  morning, 
Mr.  Masters." 

The  attorney's  affairs  were  in  such  a  condition  that  an  unexpected 
cheque  for  £127  8s.  id.  sufficed  to  exhilarate  him.  It  was  as  though 
the  money  had  come  down  to  him  from  the  very  skies.  As  it 
happened,  Mary  returned  from  Cheltenham  on  that  same'evening, 
and  the  attorney  felt  that  if  she  had  brought  back  with  her  an 
intention  to  be  Mrs.  Twentyman  he  could  still  be  a  happy  and 
contented  man. 

And  there  had  been  another  trouble  on  John  Morton's  mind.  He 
had  received  his  cousin's  card,  but  had  not  returned  the  visit  while  his 
grandmother  had  been  at  Bragton.  Now  he  walked  on  to  Hoppet 
Hall  and  knocked  at  the  door. — Yes  ;  Mr.  Morton  was  at  home,  and 
then  he  was  shown  into  the  presence  of  his  cousin  whom  he  had  not 
seen  since  he  was  a  boy.  "  I  ought  to  have  come  sooner,"  said  the 
squire,  who  was  hardly  at  his  ease. 

"  I  heard  you  had  a  house  full  of  people  at  Bragton." 

"  Just  that, — and  then  I  went  off  rather  suddenly  to  the  other  side 
of  the  country ;  and  then  I  had  to  go  up  to  London.  Now  I'm  going 
to  Patagonia." 

"  Patagonia !    That's  a  long  way  off." 

"  We  Foreign  Office  slaves  have  to  be  sent  a  long  way  off." 

"  But  we  heard,  John,"  said  Eeginald,  who  did  not  feel  it  to  be  his 
duty  to  stand  on  any  ceremony  with  his  younger  cousin, — "  we  heard 
that  you  were  going  to  be  married  to  Miss  Trefoil.  Are  you  going  to 
take  a  wife  out  to  Patagonia  ?  " 

This  was  a  question  which  he  certainly  had  not  expected.  "I 
don't  know  how  that  may  be,"  he  said,  frowning. 

"  We  were  told  here  in  Dillsborough  that  it  was  all  settled.  I  hope 
I  haven't  asked  an  improper  question." 

"  Of  course  people  will  talk." 

"  If  it's  only  talk,  I  beg  pardon.  Whatever  concerns  Bragton  is 
interesting  to  me,  and  from  the  way  in  which  I  heard  this  I  thought  it 
was  a  certainty.  Patagonia ; — well !  You  don't  want  an  assistant 
private  secretary,  I  suppose  ?    I  should  like  to  see  Patagonia." 

"  We  are  not  allowed  to  appoint  those  gentlemen  ourselves." 

"  And  I  suppose  I  should  be  too  old  to  get  in  at  the  bottom.  It 
seems  a  long  way  off  for  a  man  who  is  tne  owner  of  Bragton." 

"  It  is  a  long  way." 

"  And  what  will  you  do  with  the  old  place  ?  " 

"  There's  no  one  to  live  there.  If  you  were  married  you  might 
perhaps  take  it."  This  was  of  course  said  in  a  joke,  as  old  Mrs.  Morton 
would  have  thought  Bragton  to  be  disgraced  for  ever,  even  by  such  a 
proposition. 
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"You  might  let  it." 

"  Who  would  take  such  a  place  for  five  years  ?  I  suppose  old  Mrs. 
Hopkins  will  remain,  and  that  it  will  become  more  and  more  desolate 
r\'ery  A'car.  I  mustn't  let  the  old  house  tumble  down; — that's  all." 
Then  the  Jlinister  Plenipotentiary  to  Patagonia  took  his  departure  and 
walked  back  to  Bragton,  thinking  of  the  publicity  of  his  engagement. 
All  Dillsborough  had  heard  that  he  was  to  be  married  to  Miss  Trefoil, 
and  this  cousin  of  his  had  been  so  sure  of  the  fact  that  he  had  not 
hesitated  to  ask  a  question  about  it  in  the  first  moment  of  their  first 
interview.  Under  such  circumstances  it  would  be  better  for  him  to  go 
to  Patagonia  than  to  remain  in  England. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIII. 

THE  BEGINNING  OF  PEESECUTION. 

When  Mary  Masters  got  up  on  the  morning  after  her  arrival,  she 
knew  that  she  would  have  to  endure  much  on  that  day.  Everybody 
had  smiled  on  her  the  preceding  evening,  but  the  smiles  were  of  a 
nature  which  declared  themselves  to  be  preparatory  to  some  coming 
events.  The  people  around  her  were  gracious  on  the  presumption 
that  she  was  going  to  do  as  they  wished,  and  would  be  quite  prepared 
to  withdraw  their  smiles  should  she  prove  to  be  contumacious.  Mary, 
as  she  crept  down  in  the  morning,  understood  all  this  perfectly.  She 
found  her  mother  alone  in  the  parlour,  and  was  at  once  attacked  with 
the  all- important  question.  "  My  dear,  I  hope  you  have  made  up 
your  mind  about  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  There  were  to  be  two  months,  mamma." 

"That's  nonsense,  Mary.  Of  course  you  must  know  what  you 
mean  to  tell  him."  Mary  thought  that  she  did  know,  but  was  not 
at  the  present  moment  disposed  to  make  known  her  knowledge,  and 
therefore  remained  silent.  "You  should  remember  how  much  this 
is  to  your  papa  and  me,  and  should  speak  out  at  once.  Of  course 
you  need  not  tell  Mr.  Twentyman  till  the  end  of  the  time  unless  you 
like  it." 

"  I  thought  I  was  to  be  left  alone  for  two  months." 

"  Mary,  that  is  wicked.  When  your  papa  has  so  many  things  to 
think  of  and  so  much  to  provide  for,  you  should  be  more  thoughtful 
of  him.  Of  course  he  will  want  to  be  prepared  to  give  you  what 
things  will  be  necessary."  Mrs.  Masters  had  not  as  y.et  heard  of  Mr. 
Morton's  cheque,  and  perhaps  would  not  hear  of  it  till  her  husband's 
bank  book  fell  into  her  hands.    The  attorney  had  lately  found  it 
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necessary  to  keep  such  matters  to  himself  when  it  was  possible,  as 
otherwise  he  was  asked  for  explanations  which  it  was  not  always  easy 
for  him  to  give.    "  You  know,"  continued  Mrs.  Masters,  "  how  hard 
your  father  finds  it  to  get  money  as  it  is  wanted." 
"  I  don't  want  anything,  mamma." 

"  You  must  want  things  if  you  are  to  be  married  in  March  or 
April." 

"  But  I  shan't  be  married  in  March  or  April.  Oh,  mamma,  pray 
don't." 

"  In  a  week's  time  or  so  you  must  tell  Larry.  After  all  that  has 
passed,  of  course  he  won't  expect  to  have  to  wait  long;  and  you  can't 
ask  him.  Kate,  my  dear," — Kate  had  just  entered  the  room, — "  go 
into  the  oflBce  and  tell  your  father  to  come  in  to  breakfast  in  five 
minutes.    You  must  know,  Mary,  and  I  insist  on  your  telling  me." 

"  When  I  said  two  months, — only  it  was  he  said  two  months  " 

"[What  difference  does  it  make,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  It  was  only  because  he  asked  me  to  put  it  off.  I  knew  it  could 
make  no  difference." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Mary,  that  you  are  going  to  refuse  him 
after  all  ?  " 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  said  Mary,  bursting  out  into  tears. 

"  Can't  help  it !  Did  anybody  ever  see  such  an  idiot  since  girls 
were  first  created  ?  Not  help  it,  after  having  given  him  as  good  as  a 
promise !    You  must  help  it.    You  must  be  made  to  help  it." 

There  was  an  injustice  in  this  which  nearly  killed  poor  Mary. 
She  had  been  persuaded  among  them  to  put  off  her  final  decision,  not 
because  she  had  any  doubt  in  her  own  mind,  but  at  their  request,  and 
now  she  was  told  in  granting  this  delay  she  had  "  given  as  good  as  a 
promise ! "  And  her  stepmother  also  had  declared  that  she  "  must  be 
made  to  help  it," — or  in  other  words,  be  made  to  marry  Mr.  Twenty- 
man  in  opposition  to  her  own  wishes !  She  was  quite  sure  that  no 
Human  being  could  have  such  right  of  compulsion  over  her.  Her 
father  would  not  attempt  it,  and  it  was,  after  all,  to  her  father  alone, 
that  she  was  bound  by  duty.  At  the  moment  she  could  make  no 
reply,  and  then  her  father  with  the  two  girls  came  in  from  the  office. 

The  attorney  was  still  a  little  radiant  with  his  triumph  about  the 
cheque,  and  was  also  pleased  with  his  own  discernment  in  the  matter 
of  Goarly.  He  had  learned  that  morning  from  Nickem  that  Goarly 
had  consented  to  take  7s.  6d.  an  acre  from  Lord  Eufford,  and  was 
prepared  to  act  "  quite  the  honourable  part "  on  behalf  of  his  lordship. 
Nickem  had  seemed  to  think  that  the  triumph  would  not  end  here, 
but  had  declined  to  make  any  very  definite  statements.  Nickem 
clearly  fancied  that  he  had  been  doing  great  things  himself,  and  that 
he  might  be  allowed  to  have  a  little  mystery.  But  the  attorney  took 
great  credit  to  himself  in  that  he  had  rejected  Goarly's  case,  and  had 
been  employed  by  Lord  Eufford  in  lieu  of  Goarly.    When  he  entered 
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the  parlour  ho  had  for  the  moment  forgotten  Larry  Twentyman  and 
his  love,  and  was  disiDOscd  to  greet  his  girl  lovingly; — but  he  found 
her  dissolved  in  bitter  tears.  "Mary, my  darling,  what  is  it  ails  you?" 
he  said. 

"Never  mind  about  your  darling  now,  but  come  to  breakfast. 
She  is  giving  herself  airs, — as  usual." 

But  Mary  never  did  give  herself  airs,  and  her  father  could  not 
endure  the  accusation.  "  She  would  not  be  crying,"  he  said,  "  unless 
.s'le  had  something  to  cry  for." 

"  Pray  don't  make  a  fuss  about  things  you  don't  understand,"  said 
his  wife.  "  Mary,  are  you  coming  to  the  table  ?  If  not  you  had 
better  go  upstairs.  I  hate  such  ways,  and  I  won't  have  them.  This 
comes  of  Ushanting  1  I  knew  what  it  would  be.  The  place  for  girls 
is  to  stay  at  home  and  mind  their  work, — till  they  have  got  houses 
of  their  own  to  look  after.  That's  what  I  intend  my  girls  to  do. 
There's  nothing  on  earth  so  bad  for  girls  as  that  twiddle-your-thumbs 
visiting  about  when  they  think  they've  nothing  to  do  but  to  show 
what  sort  of  ribbons  and  gloves  they've  got.  Now,  Dolly,  if  you've 
got  any  hands  will  you  cut  the  bread  for  your  father  ?  Mary's  a  deal 
too  fine  a  lady  to  do  anything  but  sit  there  and  rub  her  eyes."  After 
that  the  breakfast  was  eaten  in  silence. 

When  the  meal  was  over,  Mary  followed  her  father  into  the  office, 
and  said  that  she  wanted  to  speak  to  him.  When  Sundown  had  dis- 
appeared, she  told  her  tale.  "  Papa,"  she  said,  "  I  am  so  sorry,  but  I 
can't  do  what  you  want  about  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  Is  it  so,  Mary  ?  " 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  papa." 

"Angry!  No; — I  won't  be  angry.  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  be 
angry  with  my  girl.  But  what  you  tell  me  will  make  us  all  very 
unhappy ; — very  unhappy  indeed.  What  will  you  say  to  Lawrence 
Twentyman?" 

"  What  I  said  before,  papa." 

"But  he  is  quite  certain  now  that  you  mean  to  take  him.  Of 
course  we  were  all  certain  when  you  only  wanted  a  few  more  days  to 
think  of  it."  Mary  felt  this  to  be  the  cruellest  thing  of  all.  "  When 
he  asked  me  I  said  I  wouldn't  pledge  you,  but  I  certainly  had  no 
doubt.    What  is  the  matter,  Mary  ?  " 

She  could  understand  that  a  girl  might  be  asked  why  she  wanted 
to  maiTy  a  man,  and  that  in  such  a  condition  she  ought  to  be  able  to 
give  a  reason ;  but  it  was,  she  thought,  very  hard  that  she  should  be 
asked  why  she  didn't  want  to  marry  a  man.  "  I  suppose,  papa,"  she 
said  after  a  pause,  "  I  don't  like  him  in  that  way." 

"  Your  mamma  will  be  sure  to  say  that  it  is  because  you  went  to 
Lady  Ushant's." 

And  so  in  part  it  was, — as  Mary  herself  very  well  knew ;  though 
Lady  Ushant  herself  had  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.   "  Lady  Ushant," 
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she  said,  "  would  be  very  well  pleased, — if  she  thought  that  I  liked 
him  well  enough." 

"  Did  you  tell  Lady  Ushant  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  told  her  all  about  it, — and  how  you  would  all  be  pleased. 
And  I  did  try  to  bring  myself  to  it.  Papa, — pray,  pray  don't  want  to 
send  me  away  from  you." 

"  You  would  be  so  near  to  us  all  at  Chowton  Farm !  " 

"  I  am  nearer  here,  papa."  Then  she  embraced  him,  and  he  in  a 
manner  yielded  to  her.  He  yielded  to  her  so  far  as  to  part  with  her 
at  the  present  moment  with  soft  loving  words. 

Mrs.  Masters  had  a  long  conversation  with  her  husband  on  the 
subject  that  same  day,  and  condescended  even  to  say  a  few  words  to 
the  two  girls.  She  had  her  own  theory  and  her  own  plan  in  the 
present  emergency.  According  to  her  theory  girls  shouldn't  be 
indulged  in  any  vagaries,  and  this  rejecting  of  a  highly  valuable  suitor 
was  a  most  inexcusable  vagary.  And,  if  her  plan  were  followed,  a 
considerable  amount  of  wholesome  coercion  would  at  once  be  exercised 
towards  this  refractory  young  woman.  There  was,  in  fact,  more  than 
a  fortnight  wanting  to  the  expiration  of  Larry's  two  months,  and  Mrs. 
Masters  was  strongly  of  opinion  that  if  Mary  were  put  into  a  sort  of 
domestic  "  Coventry "  during  this  period,  if  she  were  debarred  from 
friendly  intercourse  with  the  family  and  made  to  feel  that  such 
wickedness  as  hers,  if  continued,  would  make  her  an  outcast,  then  she 
would  come  round  and  accept  Larry  Twentyman  before  the  end  of 
the  time.  But  this  plan  could  not  be  carried  out  without  her 
husband's  co-operation.  Were  she  to  attempt  it  single-handed,  Mary 
would  take  refuge  in  her  father's  softness  of  heart,  and  there  would 
simply  be  two  parties  in  the  household.  "  If  you  would  leave  her  to 
me  and  not  speak  to  her,  it  would  be  all  right,"  Mrs.  Masters  said  to 
her  husband. 

"  Not  speak  to  her ! " 

"Not  cosset  her  and  spoil  her  for  the  next  week  or  two.  Just 
leave  her  to  herself  and  let  her  feel  what  she's  doing.  Think  what 
Chowton  Farm  would  be,  and  you  with  your  business  all  slipping 
through  your  fingers." 

"  I  don't  know  that  it's  slipping  through  my  fingers  at  all,"  said 
the  attorney  mindful  of  his  recent  successes. 

"  If  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  c?,re  about  it  ! " 

"  I  do  care  about  it  very  much.  You  know  I  do.  You  ought  not 
to  talk  to  me  in  that  way." 

"  Then  why  won't  you  be  said  by  me  ?  Of  course  if  you  cocker 
her  up,  she'll  think  she's  to  have  her  own  way  like  a  grand  lady.  She 
don't  like  him  because  he  works  for  his  bread, — that's  what  it  is ;  and 
because  she's  been  taught  by  that  old  woman  to  read  poetry.  I  never 
knew  that  stuff  do  any  good  to  anybody.  I  hate  them  fandangled 
lines  that  are  all  cut  up  short  to  make  pretence.    If  she  wants  to  read 
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why  can't  she  tako  tho  cookery  book  and  learn  something  nseful  ?  It 
just  comes  to  this; — if  you  want  her  to  marry  Larry  Twentyman  you 
had  better  not  notice  her  for  the  next  fortnight.  Let  her  go  and 
come  and  say  nothing  to  her.  She'll  think  about  it,  if  she's  left  to 
herself." 

The  attorney  did  want  his  daughter  to  marry  the  man  and  was 
half  convinced  by  his  wife.  He  could  not  bring  himself  to  be  cruel 
and  felt  that  his  heart  would  bleed  every  hour  of  the  day  that  he 
separated  himself  from  his  girl ; — but  still  he  thought  that  he  might 
perhaps  best  in  this  way  bring  about  a  result  which  would  bo  so 
manifestly  for  her  advantage.  It  might  be  that  the  books  of  poetry 
and  the  modes  of  thought  which  his  wife  described  as  "  TJshanting  " 
were  of  a  nature  to  pervert  his  girl's  mind  from  the  material  necessities 
of  life,  and  that  a  little  hardship  would  bring  her  round  to  a  more 
rational  condition.  With  a  very  heavy  heart  he  consented  to  do  his 
part, — which  was  to  consist  mainly  of  silence.  Any  words  which 
might  be  considered  expedient  were  to  come  from  his  wife. 

Three  or  four  days  went  on  in  this  way,  which  were  days  of 
absolute  misery  to  Mary.  She  soon  perceived  and  partly  understood 
her  father's  silence.  She  knew  at  any  rate  that  for  the  present  she 
was  debarred  from  his  confidence.  Her  mother  did  not  say  much,  but 
what  she  did  say  was  all  founded  on  the  theory  that  Ushanting  and 
softness  in  general  are  very  bad  for  young  women.  Even  Dolly  and 
Kate  were  hard  to  her,— each  having  some  dim  idea  that  Mary  was  to 
be  coerced  towards  Larry  Twentyman  and  her  own  good.  At  the  end 
of  that  time,  when  Mary  had  been  at  home  nearly  a  week,  Larry  came 
as  usual  on  the  Satiirday  evening.  She,  well  knowing  his  habit,  took 
care  to  be  out  of  the  way.  Larry,  with  a  pleasant  face,  asked  after 
her,  and  expressed  a  hope  that  she  had  enjoyed  herself  at  Cheltenham. 

"  A  nasty  idle  place  where  nobody  does  anything,  as  I  believe,"  said 
Mrs.  Masters.  Larry  received  a  shock  from  the  tone  of  the  lady's 
voice.  He  had  allowed  himself  to  think  that  all  his  troubles  were  now 
nearly  over,  but  the  words  and  the  voice  frightened  him.  He  had  told 
himself  that  he  was  not  to  speak  of  his  love  again  till  the  two  months 
were  over,  and,  like  an  honourable  man,  was  prepared  to  wait  the  full 
time.  He  would  not  now  have  come  to  the  attorney's  house  but  that 
he  knew  the  attorney  would  wait  for  him  before  going  over  to  the  club. 
He  had  no  right  to  draw  deductions  till  the  time  should  be  up.  But 
he  could  not  help  his  own  feelings  and  was  aware  that  his  heart  sank 
within  him  when  he  was  told  that  Cheltenham  was  a  nasty  idle  place. 
Abuse  of  Cheltenham  at  the  present  moment  was,  in  fact,  abuse  of 
Mary ; — and  the  one  sin  which  Mary  could  commit  was  persistence  in 
her  rejection  of  his  suit.  But  he  determined  to  be  a  man  as  he  walked 
across  the  street  with  his  old  friend,  and  said  not  a  word  about  his 
love.    "  They  tell  me  that  Goarly  has  taken  his  7s.  6d.,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  Of  course  he  has  taken  it,  Larry.   The  worse  luck  for  me.   If  he 
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had  gone  on  I  might  have  had  a  bill  against  his  lordship  as  long  as 
my  arm.    Now  it  won't  be  worth  looking  after." 
"  I'm  sure  you're  very  glad,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  Well,  yes ;  I  am  glad.  I  do  hate  to  see  a  fellow  like  that  who 
hasn't  got  a  farthing  of  his  own,  propjoed  up  from  behind  just  to  annoy 
his  betters." 

"  They  say  that  Bearside  got  a  lot  of  money  out  of  that  American." 
"  I  suppose  he  got  something." 

"  What  an  idiot  that  man  must  be !  Can  you  understand  it,  Mr. 
Masters?" 

They  now  entered  the  club,  and  Goarly  and  Nickem  and  Scrobby 
were  of  course  being  discussed.  "  Is  it  true,  Mr.  Masters,  that  Scrobby 
is  to  be  arrested  ?  "  asked  Fred  Botsey  at  once. 

"  Upon  my  word  I  can't  say,  Mr.  Botsey ;  but  if  you  tell  me  it  is  so 
I  shan't  cry  my  eyes  out." 

"  I  thought  you  would  have  known." 

"  A  gentleman  may  know  a  thing,  Mr.  Botsey,"  said  the  landlord, 
"and  not  exactly  choose  to  tell  it." 

"  I  didn't  suppose  there  was  any  secret,"  said  the  brewer.  As  Mr. 
Masters  made  no  further  remark  it  was,  of  course,  conceived  that  he 
knew  all  about  it,  and  he  was  therefore  treated  with  some  increased 
deference.  But  there  was  on  that  night  great  triumph  in  the  club  as 
it  was  known  as  a  fact  that  Goarly  had  withdrawn  his  claim,  and  that 
the  American  Senator  had  paid  his  money  for  nothing.  It  was  more- 
over very  generally  believed  that  Goarly  was  going  to  turn  evidence 
against  Scrobby  in  reference  to  the  poison. 


CHAPTEB  XXXIV. 

mart's  letter. 

The  silent  system  in  regard  to  Mary  was  carried  on  in  the  attorney's 
house  for  a  week,  during  which  her  sufferings  were  very  great.  From 
the  first  she  made  up  her  mind  to  oppose  her  stepmother's  cruelty  by 
sheer  obstinacy.  She  had  been  told  that  she  must  be  made  to  marry 
Mr.  Twentyman,  and  the  injustice  of  that  threat  had  at  once  made  her 
rebel  against  her  stepmother's  authority.  She  would  never  allow 
her  stepmother  to  make  her  marry  any  one.  She  put  herself  into  a 
state  of  general  defiance,  and  said  as  little  as  was  said  to  her.  But  her 
father's  silence  to  her  nearly  broke  her  heart.  On  one  or  two  occa- 
sions, as  opportunity  offered  itself  to  her,  she  said  little  soft  words  to 
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him  in  privacy.  Then  ho  would  partly  rolcnt,  would  kiss  her  and  bid 
her  be  a  t^dml  c:h-l,  and  would  quickly  hurry  away  from  her.  She 
could  uiulovstaud  that  he  suffered  as  well  as  herself,  and  she 
]icrhaps  got  some  consolation  from  the  conviction.  At  last,  on  the 
following  Saturday,  she  watched  her  opportunity  and  brought  to  him 
when  he  was  alone  in  his  office  a  letter  which  she  had  written  to  Larry 
Twontyman.  "Papa,"  she  said,  "would  you  read  that?"  He  took 
and  read  the  letter,  which  was  as  follows : — 

"My  dear  Mk.  Twentyman, 

"Something  was  said  about  two  months,  which  are  now 
very  nearly  over.  I  think  I  ought  to  save  you  from  the  trouble  of 
coming  to  me  again  by  telling  you  in  a  letter  that  it  cannot  be  as  you 
would  have  it.  I  have  thought  of  it  a  great  deal,  and  have,  of  course, 
been  anxious  to  do  as  my  friends  wish.  And  I  am  very  grateful  to 
you,  and  know  how  good  and  how  kind  you  are.  And  I  woxild  do  any- 
thing for  you, — except  this.  But  it  never  can  be.  I  should  not  write 
like  this  tmless  I  were  quite  certain.  I  hope  you  won't  be  angry  with 
me  and  think  that  I  should  have  spared  you  the  trouble  of  doubting 
so  long.  I  know  now  that  I  ought  not  to  have  doubted  at  all ;  but 
I  was  so  anxious  not  to  seem  to  be  obstinate,  that  I  became  foolish 
about  it  when  you  asked  me.    What  I  say  now  is  quite  certain. 

"  Dear  Mr.  Twentyman, — I  shall  always  think  of  you  with  esteem 
and  regard,  because  I  know  how  good  you  are ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
come  to  like  somebody  a  great  deal  better  than  me,  who  will  always 
love  you  with  her  whole  heart. 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"  Maey  Masters. 

"  P.S. — I  shall  show  this  letter  to  papa." 

Mr.  Masters  read  the  letter  as  she  stood  by  him,  and  then  read  it 
again  very  slowly,  rubbing  one  hand  over  the  other  as  he  did  so.  He 
was  thinking  what  he  should  do— or  rather  what  he  should  say.  The 
idea  of  stopping  the  letter  never  occurred  to  him.  If  she  chose  to 
refuse  the  man,  of  course  she  must  do  so;  and  perhaps,  if  she  did 
refuse  him,  there  was  no  way  better  than  this.  "Must  it  be  so, 
Mary  ?  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Yes,  papa." 

"  But  why  ?  " 

"  Bci-aiiHC  I  do  not  love  him  as  I  should  have  to  love  any  man  that 
I  wanted  to  marry.  I  have  tried  it,  because  you  wished  it,  but  I 
cannot  do  it." 

"  What  will  mamma  say?" 

"  I  am  thinking  more,  papa,  of  you,"  she  said,  putting  her  arm 
over  his  shouMir.  "You  have  always  been  so  good  to  me,  and  sO' 
kind."    llorc  his  heart  misgave  him,  for  he  felt  that,  during  the  last 
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week,  he  had  not  been  kind  to  her.    "  But  you  would  not  vfish  me  to 
give  myself  to  a  man  and  then  not  to  care  for  him  ?  " 
"  No,  my  dear." 

"  I  couldn't  do  it.  I  should  fall  down  dead  first.  I  have  thought 
so  much  about  it, — for  your  sake ;  and  have  tried  it  with  myself.  I 
couldn't  do  it." 

"  Is  there  anybody  else,  Mary  ?  "  As  he  asked  the  question  he  held 
her  hand  beneath  his  own  on  the  desk,  but  he  did  not  dare  to  look 
into  her  face.  He  had  been  told  by  his  wife  that  there  was  somebody 
else;  that  the  girl's  mind  was  running  upon  Mr.  Surtees,  because 
Mr.  Surtees  was  a  gentleman.  He  was  thinking  of  Mr.  Surtees,  and 
certainly  not  of  Eeginald  Morton. 

To  her  the  moment  was  very  solemn,  and  when  the  question  was 
asked,  she  felt  that  she  could  not  tell  her  father  a  falsehood.  She  had 
gradually  grown  bold  enough  to  assure  herself  that  her  heart  was  occu- 
pied with  that  man  who  had  travelled  with  her  to  Cheltenham ;  and 
she  felt  that  that  feeling  alone  must  keep  her  apart  from  any  other  love. 
And  yet,  as  she  had  no  hope,  as  she  had  assured  herself  that  her  love 
was  a  burden  to  be  borne  and  could  never  become  a  source  of  enjoy- 
ment, why  should  her  secret  be  wrested  from  her  ?  "What  good  would 
such  a  violation  do?  But  she  could  not  tell  the  falsehood,  and 
therefore  she  held  her  tongue. 

Gradually  he  looked  up  into  her  face,  still  keeping  her  hand 
pressed  on  the  desk  under  his.  It  was  his  left  hand  that  so  guarded 
her,  while  she  stood  by  his  right  shoulder.  Then  he  gently  wound 
his  right  arm  round  her  waist,  and  pressed  her  to  him.  "  Mary,"  he 
said,  "  if  it  is  so,  had  you  not  better  tell  me  ?  "  But  she  was  sure  that 
she  had  better  not  mention  that  name,  even  to  him.  It  was  impossible 
that  she  should  mention  it.  She  would  have  outraged  to  herself  her 
own  maiden  modesty  by  doing  so.  "  Is  it,"  he  asked  very  softly,  "  is 
it— Mr.  Surtees?" 

"  Oh  no ! "  she  said  quickly,  almost  escaping  from  the  grasp  of  his 
arm  in  her  start. 

Then  he  was  absolutely  at  a  loss.  Beyond  Mr.  Surtees  or  Larry 
Twentyman  he  did  not  know  what  possible  lover  Dillsborough  could 
have  afforded.  And  yet  the  very  rapidity  of  her  answer  when  the 
curate's  name  had  been  mentioned  had  convinced  him  that  there 
was  some  other  person, — had  increased  the  strength  of  that  con- 
viction which  her  silence  had  produced.  "Have  you  nothing  that 
you  can  tell  me,  Mary  ? " 

"  No,  papa."  Then  he  gave  her  back  the  letter  and  she  left  the 
room  without  another  word.  Of  course  his  sanction  to  the  letter 
had  now  been  given,  and  it  was  addressed  to  Chowton  Farm  and 
posted  before  half  an  hour  was  over.  She  saw  him  again  in  the 
afternoon  of  the  same  day,  and  asked  him  to  tell  her  stepmother  what 
she  had  done.   "  Mamma  ought  to  know  "  she  said. 
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"  But  you  haven't  sent  it." 

"  Yes,  papa ; — it  is  in  the  post." 

Then  it  occurred  to  him  that  his  wife  would  tell  him  that  he 
should  have  prevented  the  sending  of  the  letter, — that  he  should 
have  destroyed  it  and  altogether  taken  the  matter  with  a  high  hand. 
"  You  can't  tell  her  yourself  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  would  rather  you  did.  Mamma  has  been  so  hard  to  me  since 
I  came  home." 

Ho  did  tell  his  wife,  and  she  overwhelmed  him  by  the  violence  of 
her  reproaches.  He  could  never  have  been  in  earnest,  or  he  would 
not  have  allowed  such  a  letter  as  that  to  pass  through  his  hands. 
He  must  be  afraid  of  his  own  child.  He  did  not  know  his  own  duty. 
He  had  been  deceiving  her, — his  wife, — from  first  to  last.  Then  she 
threw  herself  into  a  torrent  of  tears,  declaring  that  she  had  been 
betrayed.  There  had  been  a  conspiracy  between  them,  and  now 
everything  might  go  to  the  dogs,  and  she  would  not  lift  up  her 
hands  to  save  them.  But  before  the  evening  came  round  she  was 
again  on  the  alert,  and  again  resolved  that  she  would  not  even  yet 
give  way.  What  was  there  in  a  letter  more  than  in  a  spoken  word  ? 
She  would  tell  Larry  to  disregard  the  letter.  But  first  she  made  a 
futile  attempt  to  clutch  the  letter  from  the  guardianship  of  the  Post 
OflSce,  and  she  went  to  the  Postmaster  assuring  him  that  there  had 
been  a  mistake  in  the  family,  that  a  wrong  letter  had  been  put  into 
a  wrong  envelope,  and  begging  that  the  letter  addressed  to  Mr. 
Twentyman  might  be  given  back  to  her.  The  Postmaster,  half 
vacillatory  in  his  desire  to  oblige  a  neighbour,  produced  a  letter  and 
Mrs.  Masters  put  out  her  hand  to  grasp  it;  but  the  servant  of  the 
public, — who  had  been  thoroughly  grounded  in  his  duties  by  one  of 
those  trusty  guardians  of  our  correspondence  who  inspect  and  survey 
our  provincial  post  offices, — remembered  himself  at  the  last  moment, 
and  expressing  the  violence  of  his  regret,  replaced  the  letter  in  the 
box.  Mrs.  Masters,  in  her  anger  and  grief,  condescended  to  say 
very  hard  things  to  her  neighbour; — but  the  man  remembered  his 
duty  and  was  firm. 

On  that  evening  Larry  Twentyman  did  not  attend  the  Dillsborough 
Club, — having  in  the  course  of  the  week  notified  to  the  attorney  that 
he  should  be  a  defaulter.  Mr.  Masters  himself  went  over  earlier  than 
usual,  his  own  house  having  become  very  uncomfortable  to  him.  Mrs. 
Masters  for  an  hour  sat  expecting  that  Larry  would  come,  and  when 
the  evening  passed  away  without  his  appearance,  she  was  convinced 
that  the  unusual  absence  was  a  part  of  the  conspiracy  against  her. 

Larry  did  not  get  his  letter  till  the  Monday  morning.  On  the  last 
Thursday  and  Saturday  ho  had  consoled  himself  for  his  doubts  with 
the  U  E.  U.,  and  was  minded  to  do  so  on  the  IMonday  also.  He  had 
not  gone  to  the  club  on  Saturday  and  had  moped  about  Chowton  all 
the  Sunday  in  a  feverish  state  because  of  his  doubts.   It  seemed  to 
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him  that  the  two  months  would  never  be  over.  On  the  Monday  he 
was  out  early  on  the  farm,  and  then  came  down  in  his  boots  and 
breeches,  and  had  his  red  coat  ready  at  the  fire  while  he  sat  at  break- 
fast. The  meet  was  fifteen  miles  off,  and  he  had  sent  on  his  hunter 
intending  to  travel  thither  in  his  dog  cart.  Just  as  he  was  cutting 
himself  a  slice  of  beef  the  postman  came,  and  of  course  he  read  his 
letter.  He  read  it  with  the  carving  knife  in  his  hand,  and  then  he 
stood  gazing  at  his  mother.  "What  is  it,  Larry  ?"  she  asked;  "is 
anything  wrong  ?  " 

"  Wrong, — well ;  I  don't  know,"  he  said.  "  I  don't  know  what  you 
call  wrong.  I  shan't  hunt;  that's  all."  Then  he  threw  aside  the 
knife  and  pushed  away  his  plate  and  marched  out  of  the  room  with 
the  open  letter  in  his  hands. 

Mrs.  Twentyman  knew  very  well  of  his  love, — as  indeed  did  nearly 
all  Dillsborough ;  but  she  had  heard  nothing  of  the  two  months,  and 
did  not  connect  the  letter  with  Mary  Masters.  Surely  he  must  have 
lost  a  large  sum  of  money.  That  was  her  idea  till  she  saw  him  again 
late  in  the  afternoon. 

He  never  went  near  the  hounds  that  day  or  near  his  business.  He 
was  not  then  man  enough  for  either.  But  he  walked  about  the  fields, 
keeping  out  of  sight  of  everybody.  It  was  all  over  now.  It  must  be 
all  over  when  she  wrote  to  him  a  letter  like  that.  Why  had  she 
tempted  him  to  thoughts  of  happiness  and  success  by  that  promise  of 
two  months'  grace  ?  He  supposed  that  he  was  not  good  enough ; — 
or  that  she  thought  he  was  not  good  enough.  Then  he  remembered 
his  acres,  and  his  material  comforts,  and  tried  to  console  himself  by 
reflecting  that  Mary  Masters  might  very  well  do  worse  in  the  world. 
But  there  was  no  consolation  in  it.  He  had  tried  his  best  because  he 
had  really  loved  the  girl.  He  had  failed,  and  all  the  world, — all  his 
world, — would  know  that  he  had  failed.  There  was  not  a  man  in  the 
club, — hardly  a  man  in  the  hunt, — who  was  not  aware  that  he  had 
offered  to  Mary  Masters.  During  the  last  two  months  he  had  not  been 
so  reticent  as  was  prudent,  and  had  almost  boasted  to  Fred  Botsey  of 
success.  And  then  how  was  he  to  live  at  Chowton  Farm  without  Mary 
Masters  as  his  wife  ?  As  he  returned  home  he  almost  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  not  continue  to  live  at  Chowton  Farm. 

He  came  back  through  Dillsborough  Wood ;  and  there,  prowling 
about,  he  met  Goarly.  "  Well,  Mr.  Twentyman,"  said  the  man,  "  I  am 
making  it  all  straight  now  with  his  lordship." 

"  I  don't  care  what  you're  doing,"  said  Larry,  in  his  misery.  "  You 
are  an  infernal  blackguard,  and  that's  the  best  of  you." 
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John  Morton  had  retiirned  to  town  soon  after  his  walk  into  Dills- 
borougli  and  had  there  learned  from  different  sources  that  both  Ara- 
bella Trefoil  and  Lord  Eufford  had  gone  or  were  going  to  Mistletoe. 
He  had  seen  Lord  Augustus  who,  though  he  could  tell  him  nothing 
else  about  his  daughter,  had  not  been  slow  to  inform  him  that  she  was 
going  to  the  house  of  her  noble  uncle.  When  Morton  had  spoken  to 
him  very  seriously  about  the  engagement  he  declared  that  he  knew 
nothing  about  it,  except  that  he  had  given  his  consent  if  the  settle- 
ments were  all  right.  Lady  Augustus  managed  all  that.  Morton  had 
then  said  that  under  those  circumstances  he  feared  he  must  regard  the 
honour  which  he  had  hoped  to  enjoy  as  being  beyond  his  reach.  Lord 
Augustus  had  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  had  gone  back  to  his  whist, 
this  interview  having  taken  place  in  the  strangers'  room  of  his  club. 
That  Lord  Eufford  was  also  going  to  Mistletoe  he  heard  from  young 
Glossop  at  the  Foreign  OflSce.  It  was  quite  possible  that  Glossop  had 
been  instructed  to  make  this  known  to  Morton  by  his  sister  Lady 
Penwether.  Then  Morton  declared  that  the  thing  was  over  and  that 
he  would  trouble  himself  no  more  about  it.  But  this  resolution  did 
not  make  him  at  all  contented,  and  in  his  misery  he  went  again  down 
to  his  solitude  at  Bragton. 

And  now  when  he  might  fairly  consider  himself  to  be  free,  and  when 
he  should  surely  have  congratulated  himself  on  a  most  lucky  escape 
from  the  great  danger  into  which  he  had  fallen,  his  love  and  admira- 
tion for  the  girl  returned  to  him  in  a  most  wonderful  manner.  He 
thought  of  her  beauty  and  her  grace,  and  the  manner  in  which  she 
would  sit  at  the  head  of  his  table  when  the  time  should  come  for  him 
to  be  promoted  to  some  great  capital.  To  him  she  had  fascinations 
which  the  reader,  who  perhaps  knows  her  better  than  he  ever  did,  will 
not  share.  He  could  forgive  the  coldness  of  her  conduct  to  himself 
— he  himself  not  being  by  nature  demonstrative  or  impassioned, — if 
only  she  were  not  more  kind  to  any  rival.  It  was  the  fact  that  she 
should  be  visiting  at  the  same  house  with  Lord  Eufford  after  what  he 
had  seen  at  Eufford  Hall  which  had  angered  him.  But  now  in  his 
solitude  he  thought  that  he  might  have  been  wrong  at  Eufford  Hall. 
If  it  were  the  case  that  the  girl  feared  that  her  marriage  might  be 
prevented  by  the  operations  of  lawyers  and  family  friends,  of  course 
she  would  be  right  not  to  throw  herself  into  his  arms, — even  meta- 
phorically. He  was  a  cold,  just  man,  who,  when  he  had  loved,  could 
not  easily  get  rid  of  his  love,  and  now  he  would  ask  himself  whether 
he  was  not  hard  upon  the  girl.  It  was  natural  that  she  should  be  at 
Mistletoe  ;  but,  then,  why  should  Lord  Eufford  be  there  with  her  ? 
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His  prospects  at  Patagonia  did  not  console  him  much.  No  doubt 
it  was  a  handsome  mission  for  a  man  of  his  age,  and  there  were  sundry 
Patagonian  questions  of  importance  at  the  present  moment  which  would 
give  him  a  certain  weight.  Patagonia  was  repudiating  a  loan,  and  it 
was  hoped  that  he  might  induce  a  better  feeling  in  the  Patagonian 
Parliament.  There  was  the  Patagonian  railway,  for  joining  the  Straits 
to  the  Cape,  the  details  of  which  he  was  now  studying  with  great  dili- 
gence. And  then  there  was  the  vital  question  of  boundary  between 
Patagonia  and  the  Argentine  Eepublic,  by  settling  which,  shoi;ld  he  be 
hapjoy  enough  to  succeed  in  doing  so,  he  would  prevent  the  horrors  of 
warfare.  He  endeavoured  to  fix  his  mind  with  satisfaction  on  these 
great  objects  as  he  pored  over  the  reports  and  papers  which  had  been 
heaped  upon  him  since  he  had  accepted  the  mission.  But  there  was 
present  to  him  always  a  feeling  that  the  men  at  the  Foreign  Office  had 
been  glad  to  get  any  respectable  diplomate  to  go  to  Patagonia,  and  that 
his  brethren  in  the  profession  had  marvelled  at  his  acceptance  of  such 
a  mission.  One  never  likes  to  be  thanked  over  much  for  doing  any- 
thing. It  creates  a  feeling  that  one  has  given  more  than  was  expedient. 
He  knew  that  he  must  now  go  to  Patagonia,  but  he  repented  the  alac- 
rity with  which  he  had  acceded  to  the  proposition.  Whether  he  did 
marry  Arabella  Trefoil  or  whether  he  did  not,  there  was  no  adequate 
reason  for  such  a  banishment.    And  yet  he  could  not  now  escape  it ! 

It  was  on  a  Monday  morning  that  Larry  Twentyman  had  found 
himself  unable  to  go  hunting.  On  the  Tuesday  he  gave  his  workmen 
about  the  farm  such  a  routing  as  they  had  not  received  for  many  a 
month.  There  had  not  been  a  dungheap  or  a  cowshed  which  he  had 
not  visited,  nor  a  fence  about  the  place  with  which  he  had  not  found 
fault.  He  was  at  it  all  day,  trying  thus  to  console  himself,  but  in 
Tain ;  and  when  his  mother  in  the  evening  said  some  word  of  her 
misery  in  regard  to  the  turkeys  he  had  told  her  that  as  far  as  he  was 
concerned  Goarly  might  poison  every  fox  in  the  county.  Then  the 
poor  woman  knew  that  matters  were  going  badly  with  her  son.  On 
the  Wednesday,  when  the  hounds  met  within  two  miles  of  Chowton, 
he  again  stayed  at  home;  but  in  the  afternoon  he  rode  into  Dills- 
borough  and  contrived  to  see  the  attorney  without  being  seen  by  any 
of  the  ladies  of  the  family.  The  interview  did  not  seem  to  do  him 
any  good.  On  the  Thursday  morning  he  walked  across  to  Bragton, 
and  with  a  firm  voice  asked  to  see  the  squire.  Morton  who  was  deep  in 
the  boundary  question  put  aside  his  papers,  and  welcomed  his  neighbour. 

Now  it  must  be  explained  that  when,  in  former  years,  his  son's 
debts  had  accumulated  on  old  Mr.  Eeginald  Morton,  so  that  he  had 
been  obliged  to  part  with  some  portion  of  his  unentailed  property, 
he  had  sold  that  which  lay  in  the  parish  of  St.  John's,  Dillsborough. 
The  lands  in  Bragton  and  Mallingham  he  could  not  sell; — ^but 
Chowton  Farm,  which  was  in  St.  John's,  had  been  bought  by  Larry 
Twentyman's  grandfather.    For  a  time  there  had  been  some  bitterness 
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of  feeling;  but  the  Twentymans  had  been  -^'ell-to-do  respcctablo 
people,  most  anxious  to  be  good  neighbours,  and  had  gradually  in  ado 
themselves  liked  by  the  owner  of  Bragton.  The  present  squire  had  of 
course  known  nothing  of  Chowton  as  a  part  of  the  Morton  property, 
and  had  no  more  desire  for  it  than  for  any  of  Lord  Eufford's  acres, 
which  were  contiguous  to  his  own.  He  shook  hands  cordially  witli 
his  neighbour,  as  though  this  visit  were  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world,  and  asked  some  questions  about  Goarly  and  the  hunt. 

I  believe  that'll  all  come  square,  Mr.  Morton.  I'm  not  interesting 
myself  much  about  it  now."  Larry  was  not  dressed  like  himself.  He 
had  on  a  dark  brown  coat,  and  dark  pantaloons  and  a  chimney-pot 
bat.  He  was  conspicuous  generally  for  light-coloured  close-fitting 
garments  and  for  a  billicock  hat.  He  was  very  unlike  his  usual  self 
on  the  present  occasion. 

"  I  thought  you  were  just  the  man  who  did  interest  himself  about 
those  things." 

'■'  Well ;  yes ;  once  it  was  so,  Mr.  Morton.  What  I've  got  to  say 
now,  Mr.  Morton,  is  this.  Chowton  Farm  is  in  the  market !  But  I 
wouldn't  say  a  word  to  any  one  about  it  till  you  had  had  the  offer." 

"  Yon  going  to  sell  Chowton  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Morton,  I  am." 

"  From  all  I  have  heard  of  you  I  wouldn't  have  believed  it  if  any- 
body else  had  told  me." 

"  It's  a  fact,  Mr.  Morton.  There  are  three  hundred  and  twenty 
acres.  I  put  the  rental  at  30s.  an  acre.  You  know  what  you  get, 
Mr.  Morton,  for  the  land  that  lies  nest  to  it.  And  I  think  twenty- 
■eight  years'  purchase  isn't  more  than  it's  worth.  Those  are  my  ideas 
as  to  price,  Mr.  Morton.  There  isn't  a  halfpenny  owing  on  it — not  in 
the  way  of  mortgage." 

"  I  dare  say  it's  worth  that." 

"  Up  at  auction  I  might  get  a  turn  more,  Mr.  Morton ; — but  those 
are  my  ideas  at  present." 

John  Morton,  who  was  a  man  of  business,  went  to  work  at  once  with 
his  pencil  and  in  two  minutes  had  made  out  a  total.  "  I  don't  know 
that  I  could  put  my  hand  on  £14,000  even  if  I  were  minded  to  make 
the  purchase." 

"  That  needn't  stand  in  the  way,  sir.  Any  part  you  please  could 
lie  on  mortgage  at  4i  per  cent."  Larry  in  the  midst  of  his  distress 
had  certain  clear  ideas  about  business. 

"  This  is  a  very  serious  proposition,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  sir." 

"  Have  you  any  other  views  in  life  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say  as  I  have  any  fixed.  I  shan't  be  idle,  Mr.  Morton.  I 
never  was  idle.    I  was  thinking  perhaps  of  New  Zealand." 

"  A  very  fine  colony  for  a  young  man,  no  doubt.  But,  seeing  hov«- 
wcU  you  are  established  here  ." 
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"  I  cfin't  stay  here,  Mr.  Morton.  I've  made  up  my  mind  aboiit 
that.  There  are  things  which  a  man  can't  bear, — not  and  live  quiet. 
As  for  hunting  I  don't  care  about  it  any  more  than — nothing." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  anything  should  have  made  you  so  unhappy." 

"Well; — I  am  unhappy.  That's  about  the  truth  of  it.  And  I 
always  shall  be  unhappy  here.  There's  nothing  else  for  it  but  going 
away." 

"  If  it's  anything  sudden,  Mr.  Twentyman,  allow  me  to  say  that 
you  ought  not  to  sell  your  property  without  grave  consideration." 

"  I  have  considered  it, — very  grave,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  Ah, — but  I  mean  long  consideration.  Take  a  year  to  think  of  it. 
You  can't  buy  such  a  place  back  in  a  year.  I  don't  know  you  well 
enough  to  be  justified  in  inquiring  into  the  circumstances  of  your 
trouble ; — but  unless  it  be  something  which  makes  it  altogether  in- 
expedient, or  almost  impossible  that  you  should  remain  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, you  should  not  sell  Chowton." 

"I'll  tell  you,  Mr.  Morton,"  said  Larry,  almost  weeping.  Poor 
Larry  whether  in  his  triumph  or  his  sorrow  had  no  gift  of  reticence 
and  now  told  his  neighbour  the  whole  story  of  his  love.  He  was 
certain  it  had  become  quite  hopeless.  He  was  sure  that  she  would 
never  have  written  him  a  letter  if  there  had  been  the  smallest  chance 
left.  According  to  his  ideas  a  girl  might  say  "No"  half-a-dozen 
times  and  yet  not  mean  much ;  but  when  she  had  committed  herself 
to  a  letter  she  could  not  go  back  from  it. 

"  Is  there  anybody  else  ?  "  asked  Morton. 

"  Not  as  I  know.  I  never  saw  anything  like — ^like  lightness  with 
her,  with  any  man.  They  said  something  about  the  curate,  but  I  don't 
believe  a  word  of  it." 

"  And  the  family  approve  of  it  ?  " 

"  Every  one  of  them, — father  and  stepmother  and  sisters  and  all. 
My  own  mother  too !  There  ain't  a  ha'porth  against  it.  I  don't  want 
anyone  to  give  me  sixpence  in  money.  And  she  should  live  just  like  a 
lady.  I  can  keep  a  servant  for  her  to  cook  and  do  every  mortal  thing. 
But  it  ain't  nothing  of  all  that,  Mr.  Morton." 

"What  is  it,  then?" 

The  poor  man  paused  before  he  made  his  answer ;  but  when  he 
did,  he  made  it  plain  enough.  "  I  ain't  good  enough  for  her !  No 
more  I  ain't,  Mr.  Morton.  She  was  brought  up  in  this  house,  Mr. 
Morton,  by  your  own  grand-aunt." 

"  So  I  have  heard,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  And  there's  more  of  Bragton  than  there  is  of  Dillsborough  about 
her ;— that's  just  where  it  is.  I  know  what  I  am,  and  I  know  what 
she  is,  and  I  ain't  good  enough  for  her.  It  should  be  somebody  that 
can  talk  books  to  her.  I  can  tell  her  how  to  plant  a  field  of  wheat,  or 
how  to  run  a  foal ; — but  I  can't  sit  and  read  poetry,  nor  yet  be  read 
to.   There's  plenty  of  'em  would  sell  themselves  because  the  land's 
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all  there,  and  the  house,  and  the  things  in  it.  What  makes  me  mad  is 
that  I  should  love  her  all  the  better  because  she  won't.  My  belief 
is,  Mr.  Morton,  they're  as  poor  as  Job.  That  makes  no  difference  to 
nie,  because  I  don't  want  it; — but  it  makes  no  difference  to  her  neither! 
She's  right,  Mr.  Morton.  I'm  not  good  enough,  and  so  I'll  just  cut  it 
as  far  as  Dillsborough  is  concerned.  You'll  think  of  what  I  said  of 
taking  the  land  ? " 

Mr.  Morton  said  much  more  to  him,  walking  with  him  to  the  gate 
of  Chowton  Farm.  He  assured  him  that  the  young  lady  might  yet  be 
won.  He  had  only,  ]\Iorton  said,  to  plead  his  cause  to  her  as  well 
ns  he  had  done  up  at  Bragton  and  he  thought  that  she  would  bo  won. 
^'  I  couldn't  speak  out  free  to  her, — not  if  it  was  to  save  the  whole 
place,"  said  the  unfortunate  lover.  But  Morton  still  continued  his 
advice.  As  to  leaving  Chowton  because  a  young  lady  refused  him, 
that  would  be  unmanly.  "  There  isn't  a  bit  of  a  man  left  about  me," 
said  Larry,  weeping.  Morton,  nevertheless,  went  on.  Time  would 
cure  these  wounds ;  but  no  time  would  give  him  back  Chowton  should 
he  once  part  with  it.  If  he  must  leave  the  place  for  a  time  let  him 
put  a  care-taker  on  the  farm,  even  though  by  doing  so  the  loss  might 
be  great.  He  should  do  anything  rather  than  surrender  his  house. 
As  to  buying  the  land  himself  Morton  would  not  talk  about  it  in  the 
present  circumstances.  Then  they  parted  at  Chowton  gate  with 
many  expressions  of  friendship  on  each  side. 

John  Slorton,  as  he  returned  home,  could  not  help  thinking  that 
the  young  farmer's  condition  was  after  all  better  than  his  own.  There 
was  an  honesty  about  both  the  persons  concerned  of  which  at  any 
Tate  they  might  be  proud.  There  was  real  love, — and  though  that 
love  was  not  at  present  happy  it  was  of  a  nature  to  inspire  perfect 
respect.   But  in  his  own  case  he  was  sure  of  nothing. 


CHAPTEE  XXXYI. 

MISTLETOE. 

When  Arabella  Trefoil  started  from  London  for  Mistletoe,  with  no 
companion  but  her  own  maid,  she  had  given  more  serious  considera- 
tion to  her  visit  than  she  had  probably  ever  paid  to  any  matter  VlJ)  to 
that  time.  She  had  often  been  much  in  earnest,  but  never  so  much 
in  earnest  as  now.  Those  other  men  had  perhaps  been  worthy, — 
worthy  as  far  as  her  ideas  went  of  worth,— but  none  of  them  so  worthy 
as  tliis  man.  Everything  was  there,  if  she  could  only  get  it— money, 
rank,  fashion,  and  an  appetite  for  pleasure.    And  ho  was  handsome. 
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too,  and  good-humoured,  though  these  qualities  told  less  with  her 
than  the  others.  And  now  she  was  to  meet  him  in  the  house  of 
her  great  relations — in  a  position  in  which  her  rank  and  her  fashion 
would  seem  to  be  equal  to  his  own.  And  she  would  meet  him  with 
the  remembrance  fresh  in  his  mind,  as  in  her  own,  of  those  passages 
of  love  at  Eufford.  It  would  be  impossible  that  he  should  even  seem 
to  forget  them.  The  most  that  she  could  expect  would  be  four  or  five 
days  of  his  company,  and  she  knew  that  she  must  be  upon  her  mettle. 
She  must  do  more  now  than  she  had  ever  attempted  before.  She  must 
scruple  at  nothing  that  might  bind  him.  She  would  be  in  the  house 
of  her  uncle,  and  that  uncle  a  duke,  and  she  thought  that  those  facts- 
might  help  to  quell  him.  And  she  would  be  there  without  her 
mother,  who  was  so  often  a  heavy  incubus  on  her  shoulders.  She 
thought  of  it  all,  and  made  her  plans  carefully  and  even  painfully. 
She  would  be,  at  any  rate,  two  days  in  the  house  before  his  arrival. 
During  that  time  she  would  curry  favour  with  her  uncle  by  all  her 
arts,  and  would,  if  possible,  reconcile  herself  to  her  aunt.  She  thought 
once  of  taking  her  aunt  into  her  full  confidence,  and  balanced  the 
matter  much  in  her  mind.  The  duchess,  she  knew,  was  afraid  of  her, 
or  rather  afraid  of  the  relationship,  and  would,  of  course,  be  pleased 
to  have  all  fears  set  at  rest  by  such  an  alliance.  But  her  aunt  was  a 
woman  who  had  never  suffered  hardships,  whose  own  marriage  had  been 
easily  arranged,  and  whose  two  daughters  had  been  pleasantly  married 
before  they  were  twenty  years  old.  She  had  had  no  experience  of 
feminine  difficulties,  and  would  have  no  mercy  for  such  labours 
as  those  to  which  her  less  fortunate  niece  was  driven.  It  would  have 
been  a  great  thing  to  have  the  cordial  co-operation  of  her  aunt,  but  she 
could  not  venture  to  ask  for  it. 

She  had  stretched  her  means  and  her  credit  to  the  utmost  in  regard 
to  her  wardrobe,  and  was  aware  that  she  had  never  been  so  well 
equipped  since  those  early  days  of  her  career  in  which  her  father  and 
mother  had  thought  that  her  beauty,  assisted  by  a  generous  expendi- 
ture, would  serve  to  dispose  of  her  without  delay.  A  generous 
expenditure  may  be  incurred  once  even  by  poor  people,  but  cannot 
jiossibly  be  maintained  over  a  dozen  years.  Now  she  had  taken  the 
matter  into  her  own  hands,  and  had  done  that  which  would  be  ruinous 
if  not  successful.  She  was  venturing  her  all  upon  the  die — with  the 
prospect  of  drowning  herself  on  the  way  out  to  Patagonia  should 
the  chances  of  the  game  go  against  her.  She  forgot  nothing.  She 
could  hardly  hope  for  more  than  one  day's  hunting,  and  yet  that  had 
been  provided  for  as  though  she  were  going  to  ride  with  the  hounds 
through  all  the  remainder  of  the  season. 

When  she  reached  Mistletoe,  there  were  people  going  and  coming 
every  day,  so  that  an  arrival  was  no  event.  She  was  kissed  by  her 
uncle,  and  welcomed  with  characteristic  coldness  by  her  aunt,  then 
allowed  to  settle  in  among  the  other  guests  as  though  she  had  been 
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there  all  tlie  winter.  Everybody  knew  that  she  was  a  Trefoil,  and  her 
presence,  therefore,  raised  no  question.  Tlie  Duchess  of  Omnium  was 
among  the  guests.  The  duchess  knew  all  about  her,  and  vouchsafed 
to  her  the  smallest  possible  recognition.  Lady  Chiltern  had  met  her 
before,  and,  as  Lady  Chiltern  was  always  generous,  she  was  gracious 
to  Arabella.  She  was  sorry  to  see  Lady  Drummond,  because  she  con- 
nected Lady  Drummond  with  the  Foreign  Office,  and  feared  that  the 
conversation  might  be  led  to  Patagonia  and  its  new  minister.  She 
contrived  to  squeeze  her  uncle's  hand,  and  to  vxtter  a  word  of  warm 
thanks,  w^hich  his  grace  did  not  perfectly  understand.  The  girl  was 
his  niece,  and  the  duke  had  an  idea  that  he  should  be  kind  to  the 
family  of  which  he  was  the  head.  His  brother's  wife  had  become 
objectionable  to  him,  but  as  to  the  girl,  if  she  wanted  a  home  for  a 
week  or  two,  he  thought  it  to  be  his  duty  to  give  it  to  her. 

Mistletoe  is  an  enormous  house  with  a  frontage  nearly  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  long,  combining  as  it  does  all  the  offices,  coach-houses,  and  stables. 
There  is  nothing  in  England  more  ugly  or  perhaps  more  comfortable. 
It  stands  in  a  huge  park  which,  as  it  is  quite  iiat,  never  shows  its  size, 
and  is  altogether  unattractive.  The  duke  himself  was  a  hospitable 
easy  man,  who  was  very  fond  of  his  dinner  and  performed  his  duties 
well ;  but  could  never  be  touched  by  any  sentiment.  He  always  spent 
six  months  in  the  country,  in  which  he  acted  as  landlord  to  a  great 
crowd  of  shooting,  hunting,  and  flirting  visitors,  and  six  in  London,  in 
which  he  gave  dinners  and  dined  out,  and  regularly  took  his  place  in 
the  House  of  Lords  without  ever  opening  his  mouth.  He  was  a  grey- 
haired  comely  man  of  sixty,  with  a  large  body  and  a  wonderful  appe- 
tite. By  many  who  understood  the  subject  he  was  supposed  to  be  the 
best  amateur  judge  of  wine  in  England.  His  son,  Lord  Mistletoe,  was 
member  for  the  county,  and  as  the  duke  had  no  younger  sons  he  was 
supposed  to  be  happy  at  all  points.  Lord  Mistletoe,  who  had  a  large 
family  of  his  own,  lived  twenty  miles  off, — so  that  the  father  and  son 
could  meet  pleasantly  without  fear  of  quarrelling. 

During  the  first  evening  Arabella  did  contrive  to  make  herself  very 
agi-eeable.  She  was  much  quieter  than  had  been  her  wont  when  at 
Mistletoe  before,  and  though  there  were  present  two  or  three  very  well 
circumstanced  young  men  she  took  but  little  notice  of  them.  She 
went  out  to  dinner  with  Sir  Jeffrey  Bunker,  and  made  herself  agreeable 
to  that  old  gentleman  in  a  remarkable  manner.  After  dinner,  some- 
thing having  been  said  of  the  respectable  old  game  called  cat's  cradle, 
she  played  it  to  perfectiori  with  Sir  Jeffrey, — till  her  aunt  thought  that 
she  must  have  been  unaware  that  Sir  Jeffrey  had  a  wife  and  family. 
She  was  all  smiles  and  all  pleasantness,  and  seemed  to  want  no  other 
happiness  than  what  the  present  moment  gave  her.  Nor  did  she  once 
mention  Lord  Eufford's  name. 

On  the  next  morning  after  breakfast  her  aunt  sent  for  her  to  come 
upstairs.    Such  a  thing  had  never  happened  to  her  before.    She  could 
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not  recollect  that,  on  any  of  those  annual  visits  which  she  had  made 
to  Mistletoe  for  more  years  than  she  now  liked  to  think  of,  she  had  ever 
had  five  minutes'  conversation  alone  with  her  aunt.  It  had  always 
seemed  that  she  was  to  be  allowed  to  come  and  go  by  reason  of  her 
relationship,  but  that  she  was  to  receive  no  special  mark  of  confidence 
or  affection.  The  message  was  whispered  into  her  ear  by  her  aunt's 
own  woman  as  she  was  listening  with  great  attention  to  Lady  Drum- 
mond's  troubles  in  regard  to  her  nursery  arrangements.  She  nodded 
her  head,  heard  a  few  more  words  from  Lady  Drummond,  and  then, 
with  a  pretty  apology  and  a  statement  made  so  that  all  should  hear 
her,  that  her  aunt  wanted  her,  followed  the  maid  upstairs.  "My 
dear,"  said  her  aunt,  when  the  door  was  closed,  "  I  want  to  ask  you 
whether  you  would  like  me  to  ask  Mr.  Morton  to  come  here  A^'hile  you 
are  with  us?  "  A  thunderbolt  at  her  feet  could  hardly  have  surprised 
or  annoyed  her  more.  If  there  was  one  thing  that  she  wanted  less 
than  another  it  was  the  presence  of  the  Paragon  at  ^Mistletoe.  It  would 
utterly  subvert  everything  and  rob  her  of  every  chance.  With  a  great 
effort  she  restrained  all  emotion,  and  simply  shook  her  head.  She  did 
it  very  well,  and  betrayed  nothing.  "  I  ask,"  said  the '  duchess, 
"  because  I  have  been  very  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  engaged  to 
marry  him.  Lord  Drummond  tells  me  that  he  is  a  most  respectable 
young  man." 

"  Mr.  Morton  will  be  so  much  obliged  to  Lord  Drummond." 

"  And  I  thought  that  if  it  were  so,  you  would  be  glad  that  he 
should  meet  you  here.  I  could  manage  it  very  well,  as  the  Drum- 
monds  are  here,  and  Lord  Drummond  would  be  glad  to  meet  him." 

They  had  not  been  above  a  minute  or  two  together,  and  Arabella 
had  been  called  upon  to  expend  her  energy  in  suppressing  any  expres- 
sion of  her  horror ;  but  still,  by  the  time  that  she  was  called  on  to 
speak,  she  had  fabricated  her  story.  "  Thanks,  aunt ;  it  is  so  good  of 
you ;  and  if  everything  was  going  straight,  there  would  be  nothing 
of  course  that  I  should  like  so  much." 

"  You  are  engaged  to  him  ?  " 

"  Well ;  I  was  going  to  tell  you.  I  dare  say  it  is  not  his  fault ;  but 
papa  and  mamma  and  the  lawyers  thinks  that  he  is  not  behaving  well 
about  money ; — settlements  and  all  that.  I  suppose  it  will  all  come 
right ;  but  in  the  meantime  perhaps  I  had  better  not  meet  him." 

"  But  you  were  engaged  to  him  ?  " 

This  had  to  be  answered  without  a  moment's  pause.  "  Yes,"  said 
Arabella,  "1  was  engaged  to  him." 

"  And  he  is  going  out  as  minister  to  Patagonia  almost  imme- 
diately?" 

"  He  is  going,  I  know." 

"  I  suppose  you  will  go  with  him  ?  " 

This  was  very  hard.  She  could  not  say  that  she  certainly  was 
not  going  with  him.    And  yet  she  had  to  remember  that  her  coming 
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campaign  with  Lord  Eufford  must  be  carried  on  in  part  beneath 
lier  aunt's  eyes.  When  she  liad  come  to  Mistletoe  she  had  fondly 
hoped  that  none  of  the  family  there  would  know  anything  about 
3Ir.  Morton.  And  now  she  was  called  upon  to  answer  these  horrid 
<luestions  without  a  moment's  notice!  "I  don't  think  I  shall  go 
Avith  him,  aunt ;  though  I  am  unable  to  say  anything  certain  just 
at  present.  If  he  behaves  badly  of  course  the  engagement  must 
be  off." 

"  I  hope  not.  You  should  think  of  it  very  seriously.  As  for 
money,  you  know,  you  have  none  of  your  own,  and  I  am  told  that 
he  has  a  very  nice  property  in  Eufford.  There  is  a  neighbour  of  his 
coming  here  to-morrow,  and  perhaps  he  knows  him-" 

"  Who  is  the  neighbour,  aunt  ?  "  asked  Arabella,  innocently. 

"  Lord  Eufford.  He  is  coming  to  shoot.  I  will  ask  him  about  the 
property." 

"  Pray  don't  mention  my  name,  aunt.  It  would  be  so  unpleasant  if 
nothing  were  to  come  of  it.   I  know  Lord  Eufford  very  well." 

"  Know  Lord  Eufford  very  well ! " 

"  As  one  does  know  men  that  one  meets  about." 

"  I  thought  it  might  settle  everything  if  we  had  Mr.  Morton  here." 

"  I  couldn't  meet  him,  aunt ;  I  couldn't  indeed.  Mamma  doesn't 
think  that  he  is  behaving  well."  To  the  duchess  condemnation  from 
Lady  Augustus  almost  amounted  to  praise.  She  felt  sure  that  Mr. 
Morton  was  a  worthy  man  who  would  not  probably  behave  badly,  and 
though  she  could  not  unravel  the  mystery,  and  certainly  had  no 
suspicion  iu  regard  to  Lord  Eufford,  she  was  sure  that  there  was 
something  wrong.  But  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  said  at  present. 
After  what  Arabella  had  told  her,  Mr.  Morton  could  not  be  asked 
there  to  meet  her  niece.  But  all  the  slight  feeling  to  the  girl  which 
had  been  created  by  the  tidings  of  so  respectable  an  engagement  were 
at  once  obliterated  from  the  duchess's  bosom.  Arabella,  with  many 
expressions  of  thanks  and  a  good-humoured  countenance,  left  the 
room,  cursing  the  untowardness  of  her  fate  which  would  let  nothing 
run  smooth. 

Lord  Eufford  was  to  come.  That,  at  any  rate,  was  now  almost 
certain.  Up  to  the  present  she  had  doubted,  knowing  the  way  in 
which  such  men  will  change  their  engagements  at  the  least  caprice. 
But  the  duchess  expected  him  on  the  morrow.  She  had  prepared  the 
way  for  meeting  him  as  an  old  friend  without  causing  surprise,  and 
had  gained  that  step.  But  should  she  succeed,  as  she  hoped,  in 
exacting  continued  homage  from  the  man, — homage  for  the  four  or 
five  days  of  his  sojourn  at  Mistletoe, — this  must  be  carried  on  with  the 
knowledge  on  the  part  of  many  in  the  house  that  she  was  engaged  to 
that  horrid  Patagonian  Minister  1  Was  ever  a  girl  called  upon  to  risk 
her  entire  fate  under  so  many  disadvantages  ? 

When  she  went  up  to  dress  for  dinner  on  the  day  of  his  expected 
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arrival  Lord  Eufforcl  had  not  come.  Since  the  interview  in  her  annt's 
room  she  had  not  heard  his  name  mentioned.  When  she  came  into 
the  dining-room,  a  little  late,  he  ■was  not  there.  "  We  won't  wait, 
duchess,"  said  the  duke  to  his  wife  at  three  minutes  past  eight.  The 
duke's  punctuality  at  dinner-time  was  well  known,  and  everybody  else 
was  then  assembled.  Within  two  minutes  after  the  duke's  word 
dinner  was  announced,  and  a  party  numbering  about  thirty  walked 
away  into  the  dinner-room.  Arabella,  when  they  were  all  settled, 
found  that  there  was  a  vacant  seat  next  herself.  If  the  man  were  to^ 
come,  fortune  would  have  favoured  her  in  that. 

The  fish  and  soup  had  already  disappeared  and  the  duke  was 
wakening  himself  to  eloquence  on  the  tii'st  entree  when  Lord  Eufford 
entered  the  room.  "  There  never  were  trains  so  late  as  yours, 
duchess,"  he  said,  "  nor  any  part  of  the  world  in  which  hired  horses 
travel  so  slowly.  I  beg  the  duke's  pardon,  but  I  suffer  the  less  because 
I  know  his  grace  never  Maits  for  anybody." 

"Certainly  not,"  said  the  duke,  "  having  some  regard  for  my 
friends'  dinners." 

"  And  I  find  myself  next  to  you,"  said  Lord  Eufford,  as  he  took  his 
seat.   "  Well ;  that  is  more  than  I  deserve." 


CHAPTEE  XXXVn. 

HOW  THINGS  WEEE  AERAXGED. 

"  Jack  is  here,"  said  Lord  Eufford,  as  soon  as  the  fuss  of  his  late 
arrival  had  worn  itself  away. 

"  I  shall  be  proud  to  renew  my  acquaintance." 

"  Can  you  come  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Arabella,  rapturously. 

"  There  are  difficulties,  and  I  ought  to  have  written  to  you  about 
them.  I  am  going  with  the  Fitzwilliam."  Now  Mistletoe  was  in 
Lincolnshire,  not  very  far  from  Peterborough,  not  very  far  from 
Stamford,  not  very  far  from  Oakham.  A  regular  hunting  man  like 
Lord  Eufford  knew  how  to  compass  the  difficulties  of  distance  in  all 
hunting  countries.  Horses  could  go  by  one  train  or  over  night,  and 
he  could  follow  by  another.  And  a  postchaise  could  meet  him  her& 
or  there.  But  when  a  lady  is  added,  the  difficulty  is  often  increased 
fivefold. 

"Is  it  very  far?"  asked  Arabella. 

"  It  is  a  little  far.   I  wonder  who  are  going  from  here  ?  " 
"Heaven  only  knows.    I  have  passed  my  time  in  playing  cat's 
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cradle  with  Sir  Jeffrey  Bunker  for  tlie  aimisoment  of  the  company,  and 
iu  conluluntial  communications  with  my  aunt  and  Lady  Drummond. 
I  haven't  heard  hunting  mentioned." 

"  Have  you  anything  on  wheels  going  across  to  Holcombe  Cross 
to-morrow,  duke  ?  "  asked  Lord  Rufford.  The  duke  said  that  he  did 
not  know  of  anything  on  wheels  going  to  Holcombe  Cross.  Then 
a  hunting  man  who  had  heard  the  question  said  that  ho  and  another 
intended  to  travel  by  train  to  Oundlo.  Upon  this  Lord  Eufford  turned 
round  and  looked  at  Arabella  mournfully. 

"  Cannot  I  go  by  train  to  Oundle  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Nothing  on  earth  so  jolly  if  your  pastors  and  masters  and  all  that 
will  let  you."' 

"  I  haven't  got  any  pastors  and  masters," 

"  The  duchess ! "  suggested  Lord  Eufford. 

"  I  thought  all  that  kind  of  nonsense  was  over,"  said  Arabella. 

"  I  believe  a  great  deal  is  over.  You  can  do  many  things  that  your 
mother  and  grandmother  couldn't  do ;  but  absolute  freedom,— what 
you  may  call  universal  suffrage, — hasn't  come  yet,  I  fear.  It's  twenty 
miles  by  road,  and  the  duchess  would  say  something  awful  if  I  were 
to  propose  to  take  you  in  a  postchaise." 

"  But  the  railway  ! " 

"  I'm  afraid  that  would  be  worse.  We  couldn't  ride  back,  you 
know,  as  we  did  at  Eufford.  At  the  best  it  would  be  rather  a  rough 
and  tumble  kind  of  arrangement.  I'm  afraid  we  must  put  it  off'. 
To  tell  you  the  truth  I'm  the  least  bit  in  the  world  afraid  of  the 
duchess." 

'•'  I  am  not  at  all,"  said  Arabella,  angrily. 

Then  Lord  Eufford  ate  his  dinner  and  seemed  to  think  that  that 
matter  was  settled.  Arabella  knew  that  he  might  have  hunted  else- 
where,— that  the  Cottesmore  would  be  out  in  their  own  county  within 
twelve  miles  of  them,  and  that  the  difficulty  of  that  ride  would  be 
very  much  less.  The  duke  might  have  been  persuaded  to  send  a 
carriage  that  distance.  But  Lord  Eufford  cared  more  about  the  chance 
of  a  good  run  than  her  company !  For  a  while  she  was  sulky ; — for  a 
little  while,  till  she  remembered  how  ill  she  could  afford  to  indulge  in 
such  a  feeling.  Then  she  said  a  demure  word  or  two  to  the  gentleman 
on  the  other  side  of  her  who  happened  to  be  a  clergyman,  and  did  not 
return  to  the  hunting  till  Lord  Eufford  had  eaten  his  cheese.  "  And 
is  that  to  be  the  end  of  Jack  as  far  as  I'm  concerned  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  thinking  about  it  ever  since.    This  is  Thursday." 

"  Not  a  doubt  about  it." 

"  To-morrow  will  be  Friday  and  the  duke  has  his  great  shooting  on 
Saturday.  There's  nothing  within  a  hundred  miles  of  us  on  Saturday. 
I  shall  g')  with  the  Pytchley  if  I  don't  shoot,  but  I  shall  have  to  get 
up  just  when  other  people  are  going  to  bed.  That  wouldn't  suit 
you." 
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"  I  wouldn't  mind  if  I  didn't  go  to  bed  at  all." 

"  At  any  rate,  it  wouldn't  suit  the  duchess.  I  had  meant  to  go 
away  on  Sunday.  I  hate  being  anywhere  on  Sunday  except  in  a  rail- 
way carriage.  But  if  I  thought  the  duke  would  keep  me  till  Tuesday 
morning,  we  might  manage  Peltry  on  Monday.  I  meant  to  have  got 
back  to  Surbiton's  on  Sunday,  and  have  gone  from  there." 

"Where  is  Peltry?" 

"  It's  a  Cottesmore  meet,  about  five  miles  this  side  of  Melton." 
'•'  We  could  ride  from  here." 

"  It's  rather  far  for  that ;  but  we  could  talk  over  the  duke  to  send 
a  carriage.  Ladies  always  like  to  see  a  meet,  and  perhaps  wo  could 
make  a  party.  If  not,  we  must  put  a  good  face  on  it  and  go  in  any- 
thing we  can  get.  I  shouldn't  fear  the  duchess  so  much  for  twelve 
miles  as  I  should  for  twenty." 

"  I  don't  mean  to  let  the  duchess  interfere  with  me,"  said  Arabella, 
in  a  whisper. 

That  evening  Lord  Eufford  was  very  good-natured,  and  managed 
to  arrange  everything.  Lady  Chiltern  and  another  lady  said  that  they 
would  be  glad  to  go  to  the  meet,  and  a  carriage  or  carriages  were 
organized.  But  nothing  was  said  as  to  Arabella's  hunting,  because 
the  question  would  immediately  be  raised  as  to  her  return  to  Mistletoe 
in  the  evening.  It  was,  however,  understood  that  she  was  to  have  a 
place  in  the  carriage. 

Arabella  had  gained  two  things.  She  would  have  her  one  day's 
hunting,  and  she  had  secured  the  presence  of  Lord  Eufford  at  Mistle- 
toe for  Sunday.  With  such  a  man  as  his  lordship  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  find  a  moment  for  confidential  conversation.  He  worked 
so  hard  at  his  amusements  that  he  was  as  bad  a  lover  as  a  barrister 
who  has  to  be  in  court  all  day, — almost  as  bad  as  a  sailor  who  is 
always  going  round  the  world.  On  this  evening  it  was  ten  o'clock 
before  the  gentlemen  came  into  the  drawing-room,  and  then  Lord 
Eufford's  time  was  spent  in  arranging  the  party  for  the  meet  on  Mon- 
day. When  the  ladies  went  up  to  bed  Arabella  had  had  no  other 
opportunity  than  what  fortune  had  given  her  at  dinner. 

And  even  then  she  had  been  watched.  That  juxta-position  at  tlie 
dinner- table  had  come  of  chance,  and  had  been  caused  by  Lord  Euf- 
ford's late  arrival.  Old  Sir  Jeffrey  should  have  been  her  neighbour, 
with  the  clergyman  on  the  other  side,  an  arrangement  which  her  grace 
had  thought  safe  with  reference  to  the  rights  of  the  minister  to  Pata- 
gonia. The  duchess,  though  she  was  at  some  distance  down  the 
table,  had  seen  that  her  niece  and  Lord  Eufford  were  intimate,  and 
remembered  immediately  what  had  been  said  upstairs.  They  could 
not  have  talked  as  they  were  then  talking — sometimes  whispering,  as 
the  duchess  could  perceive  very  well — unless  there  had  been  con- 
siderable former  intimacy.  She  began  gradually  to  understand 
various  other  things; — why  Arabella  Trefoil  had  been  so  anxious 
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to  come  to  Mistletoe  just  at  this  time,  why  she  had  behaved  so  unUko 
her  usual  self  hofore  Lord  Eufford's  arrival,  and  why  she  had  been  so 
imwilling  to  have  Mr.  ]Morton  invited.  The  duchess  was  in  her  way  a 
clever  woman,  and  could  see  many  things.  She  could  see  that  though 
her  niece  might  bo  very  anxious  to  marry  Lord  EulTord,  Lord  Eufford 
might  indulge  himself  in  a  close  intimacy  with  the  girl  without  any 
such  intention  on  his  part.  And,  as  far  as  the  family  was  concerned, 
she  would  have  been  quite  contented  with  the  Morton  alliance.  She 
would  have  asked  Morton  now,  only  that  it  would  be  impossible  that 
he  should  come  in  time  to  be  of  service.  Had  she  been  consulted  in 
the  first  instance,  she  would  have  put  her  veto  on  that  drive  to  the 
meet;  but  she  had  heard  nothing  about  it  until  Lady  Chiltern  had  said 
that  she  would  go.  The  Duchess  of  Omnium  had  since  declared  that 
she  also  would  go,  and  there  were  to  be  two  carriages.  But  still  it 
never  occurred  to  the  duchess  that  Arabella  intended  to  hunt.  Nor 
did  Arabella  intend  that  she  should  know  it  till  the  morning  came. 

The  Friday  was  very  dull;  the  hunting  men,  of  course,  gone 
before  Arabella  had  come  down  to  breakfast.  She  would  willingly 
have  got  up  at  seven  to  pour  out  Lord  Eufford's  tea,  had  that  been 
possible ;  but,  as  it  was,  she  strolled  into  the  breakfast-room  at  half- 
past  ten.  She  could  see  by  her  aunt's  eye,  and  hear  in  her  voice,  that 
she  was  in  part  detected,  and  that  she  would  do  herself  no  further 
service  by  acting  the  good  girl;  and  she  therefore  resolutely  de- 
termined to  listen  to  no  more  twaddle.  She  read  a  French  novel 
which  she  had  brought  with  her,  and  spent  as  much  of  the  day  as  she 
could  in  her  bedroom.  She  did  not  see  Lord  Eufford  before  dinner, 
and  at  dinner  sat  between  Sir  Jeffrey  and  an  old  gentleman  out  of 
Stamford,  who  dined  at  Mistletoe  that  evening.  "  We've  had  no  such 
luck  to-night,"  Lord  Eufford  said  to  her  in  the  drawing-room. 

"  The  old  dragon  took  care  of  that,"  replied  Arabella. 

"  Why  should  the  old  dragon  think  that  I'm  dangerous  ?  " 

"  Because          I  can't  very  well  tell  you  why,  but  I  dare  say  you 

know." 

"  And  do  you  think  I  am  dangerous  ?  " 

"  You're  a  sort  of  a  five-barred  gate,"  said  Arabella,  laughing.  "  Of 
course  there  is  a  little  danger,  but  who  is  going  to  be  stopped  by 
that?" 

He  could  make  no  reply  to  this,  because  the  duchess  called  him 
away  to  give  some  account  to  Lady  Chiltern  about  Goarly  and  the 
U.E.U.,  Lady  Chiltern's  husband  being  a  master  of  hounds  and  a  great 
authority  on  all  matters  relating  to  hunting.  "  Nasty  old  dragon ! " 
Arabella  said  to  herself  when  she  was  thus  left  alone. 

The  Saturday  was  the  day  of  the  great  shooting,  and  at  two  o'clock 
the  ladies  went  out  to  lunch  with  the  gentlemen  by  the  side  of  the 
wood.  Lord  Eufford  had  at  last  consented  to  be  one  of  the  party. 
With  logs  of  trees,  a  few  hurdles,  and  other  field  appliances,  a  rustic 
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banqueting  hall  was  prepared,  and  everything  was  very  nice.  Tons  of 
game  had  been  killed,  and  tons  more  were  to  be  killed  after  luncheon. 
The  duchess  was  not  there,  and  Arabella  contrived  so  to  place  herself 
that  she  could  be  waited  upon  by  Lord  Eufford,  or  could  wait  upon 
him.  Of  course  a  great  many  eyes  were  upon  her,  but  she  know  how 
to  sustain  that.  Nobody  was  present  who  could  dare  to  interfere  with 
her.  When  the  eating  and  drinking  were  over,  she  walked  with  him 
to  his  corner  by  the  next  covert,  not  heeding  the  other  ladies ;  and  she 
stood  with  him  for  some  minutes  after  the  slaughter  had  begun.  She 
had  come  to  feel  that  the  time  was  slipping  between  her  fingers,  and 
■that  she  must  say  something  effective.  The  fatal  word  upon  which 
-everything  would  depend  must  be  spoken  at  the  very  latest  on  their 
return  home  on  Monday,  and  she  was  aware  that  much  must  probably 
be  said  before  that.  "  Do  we  hunt  or  shoot  to-morrow  ?  "  she  said. 
"  To-morrow  is  Sunday." 

"  I  am  quite  aware  of  that,  but  I  didn't  know  whether  you  could 
live  a  day  without  sport." 

"  The  country  is  so  full  of  prejudice  that  I  am  driven  to  Sabbatical 
quiescence." 

"  Take  a  walk  with  me  to-morrow,"  said  Arabella. 

"  But  the  duchess  ?  "  exclaimed  Lord  Eufford,  in  a  stage  whisper. 
One  of  the  beaters  was  so  near  that  he  could  not  but  have  heard ;  but 
what  does  a  beater  signify  ? 

"H'm  h'm,  the  duchess!  You  be  at  the  path  behind  the  great  con- 
servatory at  half-past  three,  and  we  won't  mind  the  duchess."  Lord 
Eufford  was  forced  to  ask  for  many  other  particulars  as  to  the  lojality, 
and  then  promised  that  he  would  be  there  at  the  time  named. 


CHAPTEE  XXXVIII. 

"VOU  ARE  so  SEVERE." 

On  the  next  morning  Arabella  went  to  church,  as  did  of  course  a 
great  many  of  the  party.  By  remaining  at  home  she  could  only 
have  excited  suspicion.  The  church  was  close  to  the  house,  and  the 
family  pew  consisted  of  a  large  room  screened  off  from  the  rest  of 
the  church,  with  a  fire-place  of  its  own, — so  that  the  labour  of 
attending  divine  service  M'as  reduced  to  a  miuimum.  At  two 
o'clock  they  lunched,  and  that  amusement  lasted  nearly  an  hour. 
There  was  an  afternoon  service  at  three,  in  attending  which '  the 
duchess  was  very  particular.  The  duke  never  went  at  that  time, 
nor  was  it  expected  that  any  of  the  gentlemen  would  do  so ;  but 
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ladies  are  sniipdsid  to  roqiiiro  moro  church  than  men,  and  tho 
dnchess  rather  niado  it  a  jioint  that,  at  any  rate,  tho  yonng  ladies 
staying  in  the  house  should  accompany  her.  Over  the  other 
young  ladies  there  her  authority  could  only  be  that  of  influence, 
but  such  authority  generally  sulHced.  From  her  niece  it  might  be 
sup]iosod  that  she  would  exact  obedience,  and  in  this  instance  she 
tried  it.  "  We  start  in  five  minutes,"  she  said  to  Arabella  as  that 
young  lady  was  loitering  at  the  table. 

"  Don't  wait  for  me,  aunt ;  I'm  not  going,"  said  Arabella  boldly. 

"I  hope  you  will  come  to  church  with  us,"  said  the  duchess 
sternly. 

"Not  this  afternoon." 

"  "Why  not,  Arabella  ?  " 

"  I  never  do  go  to  church  twice  on  Sundays.  Some  people  do,  and 
some  people  don't.    I  supiDose  that's  about  it." 

"I  think  that  all  young  women  ought  to  go  to  church  on 
Sunday  afternoon  unless  there  is  something  particular  to  prevent 
them."  Arabella  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  the  duchess  stalked 
angrily  away. 

"  That  makes  me  feel  so  awfully  wicked,"  said  the  Duchess  of 
Omnium,  who  was  the  only  other  lady  then  left  in  the  room.  Then 
she  got  up  and  went  out,  and  Arabella  of  course  followed  her.  Lord 
EuflFord  had  heard  it  all,  but  had  stood  at  the  window  and  said 
nothing.  He  had  not  been  to  church  at  all,  and  was  quite  ac- 
customed to  the  idea  that  as  a  young  nobleman  who  only  lived  for 
pleasure  he  was  privileged  to  be  wicked.  Had  the  Duchess  of  May- 
fair  been  blessed  with  a  third  daughter  fit  for  marriage,  she  would 
not  have  thought  of  repudiating  such  a  suitor  as  Lord  Euftbrd  because 
he  did  not  go  to  church. 

When  the  house  was  cleared,  Arabella  went  upstairs  and  put  on 
her  hat.  It  was  a  bright  beautiful  winter's  day,  not  painfully  cold, 
because  the  air  was  dry,  but  still  a  day  that  warranted  furs  and 
a  muff.  Having  prepared  herself  she  made  her  way  alone  to  a  side 
door  which  led  from  a  branch  of  the  hall  on  to  the  garden  terrace,  and 
up  and  down  that  she  walked  two  or  three  times, — so  that  any  of 
the  household  that  saw  her  might  perceive  that  she  had  come  out 
simply  for  exercise.  At  the  end  of  the  third  turn  instead  of  coming 
back  she  went  on  quickly  to  the  conservatory  and  took  the  path 
which  led  round  to  the  further  side.  There  was  a  small  lawn  here 
fitted  for  garden  games,  and  on  the  other  end  of  it  an  iron  gate 
leading  to  a  path  into  the  woods.  At  the  further  side  of  the  iron 
gate  and  leaning  against  it,  stood  Lord  Eufford,  smoking  a  cigar. 
She  did  not  pause  a  m„oment,  but  hurried  across  the  lawn  to  join 
him.  He  opened  the  gate  and  she  passed  through.  "  I'm  not  going 
to  be  done  by  a  dragon,"  she  said,  as  she  took  her  place  alongside 
of  him. 
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"  Upon  my  -word,  Miss  Trefoil,  I  don't  think  I  ever  knew  a  human 
oeing  with  so  much  pluck  as  you  have  got." 

"  Girls  have  to  have  pluck  if  they  don't  mean  to  be  sat  upon ; — a 
great  deal  more  than  men.  The  idea  of  telling  me  that  I  was  to  go> 
to  church  as  though  I  were  twelve  years  old ! " 

"What  would  she  say  if  she  knew  that  you  were  walking  here 
with  me  ?  " 

"I  don't  care  what  she'd  say.  I  dare  say  she  walked  with, 
somebody  once ; — only  I  should  think  the  somebody  must  have 
found  it  very  dull." 

"  Does  she  know  that  you're  to  hunt  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  told  her  and  don't  mean.  I  shall  just  come  down  in  my 
habit  and  hat  and  say  nothing  about  it.    At  what  time  must  we  start  ?  " 

"  The  carriages  are  ordered  at  half-past  nine.  But  I'm  afraid  you 
haven't  clearly  before  your  eyes  all  the  dilSculties  which  are  inci- 
dental to  hunting." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  It  looks  as  like  a  black  frost  as  anything  I  ever  saw  in  my  life." 
"  But  we  should  go  ?  " 

"  The  horses  won't  be  there  if  there  is  a  really  hard  frost.  Nobody 
would  stir.  It  will  be  the  first  question  I  shall  ask  the  man  when- 
he  comes  to  me,  and  if  there  have  been  seven  or  eight  degrees  of  frost 
I  shan't  get  up." 

"  How  am  I  to  know  ?  " 

"My  man  shall  tell  your  maid.   But  everybody  will  soon  know- 
all  about  it.    It  will  alter  everything." 
"  I  think  I  shall  go  mad." 
"In  white  satin?" 

"  No ; — in  my  habit  and  hat.  It  will  be  the  hardest  thing,  after 
all !  I  ought  to  have  insisted  on  going  to  Holcombe  Cross  on  Friday. 
The  sun  is  shining  now.    Surely  it  cannot  freeze." 

"  It  will  be  uncommonly  ill-bred  if  it  does." 

But,  after  all,  the  hunting  was  not  the  main  point.  The  hunting 
had  been  only  intended  as  an  opportunity;  and  if  that  were  to' 
be  lost, — in  which  case  Lord  Eufford  would  no  doubt  at  once  leave 
Mistletoe, — there  was  the  more  need  for  using  the  present  hour,  the 
more  for  using  even  the  present  minute.  Though  she  had  said 
that  the  sun  was  shining,  it  was  the  setting  sun,  and  in  another 
half  hour  the  gloom  of  the  evening  would  be  there.  Even  Lord' 
Enfford  would  not  consent  to  walk  about  with  her  in  the  dark. 
"Oh,  Lord  Eufford,"  she  said,  "I  did  so  look  forward  to  your 
giving  me  another  lead."  Then  she  put  her  hand  upon  his  arm  and; 
left  it  there. 

"It  would  have  been  nice,"  said  he,  drawing  her  hand  a  little  on, 
and  remembering  as  he  did  so  his  own  picture  of  himself  on  the  cliff 
with  his  sister  holding  his  coat  tails. 
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"  If  you  could  possibly  know,"  she  said,  "  the  condition  I  am  in."' 
"What  condition?" 

"  I  know  that  I  can  trust  you.    I  am  sure  that  I  can  trust  you." 
"  Oh  dear,  yes.    If  you  mean  about  tolling,  I  never  tell  anything." 
"  That's  what  I  do  mean.    You  remember  that  man  at  your 
place?" 

"  What  man  ?    Poor  Caneback  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear  no !  I  wish  they  could  change  places  because  then  he 
could  give  me  no  more  trouble." 

"  That's  wishing  him  to  be  dead,  whoever  he  is." 

"  Yes.  Why  should  he  persecute  me  ?  I  mean  that  man  we  were 
staying  with  at  Bragton." 

"  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do.   Don't  you  remember  your  asking  me  about  him, 
and  my  telling  you  that  I  was  not  engaged  to  him  ?  " 
"  I  remember  that." 

"  Mamma  and  this  horrid  old  duchess  here  want  me  to  marry  him. 
They've  got  an  idea  that  he  is  going  to  be  ambassador  at  Pekin  or 
something  very  grand,  and  they're  at  me  day  and  night." 

"  You  needn't  take  him  unless  you  like  him." 

"  They  do  make  me  so  miserable ! "  And  then  she  leaned  heavily 
upon  his  arm.  He  was  a  man  who  could  not  stand  such  pressure  as 
tliis  without  returning  it.  Though  he  were  on  a  precipice,  and  though 
he  must  go  over,  still  he  could  not  stand  it.  "You  remember  that 
night  after  the  ball  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do." 

"  And  you,  too,  asked  me  whether  I  cared  for  that  horrid  man." 

"  I  didn't  see  anything  horrid.  You  had  been  staying  at  his  house 
and  people  had  told  me.    What  was  I  to  think  ?  " 

"  You  ought  to  have  known  what  to  think.  There ;  let  me  go," — 
for  now  he  had  got  his  arm  round  her  waist.  "  You  don't  care  for  me 
a  bit.  I  know  you  don't.  It  would  be  all  the  same  to  you  whom 
I  married ; — or  whether  I  died." 

"  You  don't  think  that,  Bella  ?  "  He  fancied  that  he  had  heard  her 
mother  call  her  Bella,  and  that  the  name  was  softer  and  easier  than 
the  full  four  syllables.  It  was,  at  any  rate,  something  for  her  to  have 
gained. 

"  I  do  think  it.  When  I  came  here  on  purpose  to  have  a  skurry 
over  the  country  with  you,  you  went  away  to  Holcombe  Cross,  though 
you  could  have  hunted  here,  close  in  the  neighbourhood.  And  now 
you  tell  me  there  will  be  a  frost  to-morrow." 

"  Can  I  help  that,  darling  ?  " 

"  Darling !  I  ain't  your  darling.  You  don't  care  a  bit  for  me.  I 
believe  you  hope  there'll  be  a  frost."  He  pressed  her  tighter,  but 
laughed  as  he  did  so.  It  was  evidently  a  joke  to  him ;— a  pleasant 
joke  no  doubt.    "  Leave  me  alone.  Lord  Paifford.    I  won't  let  you,  for 
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I  know  you  don't  love  me."  Yery  suddenly  he  did  leave  his  hold  of 
her  and  stood  erect  -with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  for  the  rustle  of  a 
dress  was  heard.  It  was  still  daylight,  butj  the  light  was  dim  and  the 
last  morsel  of  the  grandeur  of  the  sun  had  ceased  to  be  visible  through 
the  trees.  The  church-going  people  had  been  released,  and  the 
duchess,  having  probably  heard  certain  tidings,  had  herself  come  to 
take  a  walk  in  the  shrubbery  behind  the  conservatory.  Arabella  had 
probably  been  unaware  that  she  and  her  companion  by  a  turn  in  the 
walks  were  being  brought  back  towards  the  iron  gate.  As  it  was  they 
met  the  duchess  face  to  face. 

Lord  Eufford  had  spoken  the  truth  when  he  had  said  that  he  was 
a  little  afraid  of  the  duchess.  Such  was  his  fear  that  at  the  moment 
he  hardly  knew  what  he  was  to  say.  Arabella  had  boasted  when  she 
had  declared  that  she  was  not  at  all  afraid  of  her  aunt ; — but  she  was 
steadfastly  minded  that  she  would  not  be  cowed  by  her  fears.  She 
had  known  beforehand  that  she  would  have  occasion  for  much 
presence  of  mind,  and  was  prepared  to  exercise  it  at  a  moment's 
notice.  She  was  the  first  to  speak.  "  Is  that  you,  aunt  ?  you  are  out 
of  church  very  soon." 

"  Lord  Eufford,"  said  the  duchess,  "  I  don't  think,  this  is  a  proper 
time  for  walking  out." 

"  Don't  you,  duchess  ?    The  air  is  very  nice." 

"  It  is  becoming  dark,  and  my  niece  had  better  return  to  the  house 
with  me.  Arabella,  you  can  come  this  way.  It  is  just  as  short  as  the 
other.  If  you  go  on  straight.  Lord  Eufford,  it  will  take  you  to  the 
house."  Of  course  Lord  Eufford  went  on  straight,  and  of  com'se 
Arabella  had  to  turn  with  her  aunt.  "  Such  conduct  as  this  is  shock- 
ing," began  the  duchess. 

"  Aunt,  let  me  tell  you." 

"  What  can  you  teU  me  ?  " 

"  I  can  tell  you  a  great  deal  if  you  will  let  me.   Of  course  I  am 
quite  prepared  to  own  that  I  did  not  intend  to  tell  you  anything." 
"  I  can  well  beUeve  that." 

"Because  I  could  hardly  hope  for  your  sympathy.  You  have 
never  hked  me." 

"  Tou  have  no  right  to  say  that." 

"  I  don't  do  it  in  the  way  of  finding  fault.  I  don't  know  why  you 
should.  But  I  have  been  too  much  afraid  of  you  to  tell  you  my 
secrets.  I  must  do  so  now,  because  you  have  found  me  walking  with 
Lord  Eufford.    I  could  not  otherwise  excuse  myself." 

"  Is  he  engaged  to  marry  you  ?  " 

"  He  has  asked  me." 

"No!" 

"  But  he  has,  aunt.  You  must  be  a  little  patient,  and  let  me  tell 
you  it  all.  Mamma  did  make  up  an  engagement  between  me  and 
Mr.  Morton  at  Washington." 


"YOU  ARE  SO  SETERE.'^ 


"Did  you  know  Lord  Kufford  then?  ' 

"  I  knew  him,  but  did  not  think  he  was  behaving  quite  well.  It  is 
Tery  hard  sometimes  to  know  what  a  man  means.  I  was  angry  when 
I  went  to  "Washington.  He  has  told  me  since  that  he  loves  me,  and 
has  offered." 

"  But  you  are  engaged  to  marry  the  other  man." 

"  Nothing  on  eai'th  shall  make  me  marry  ilr.  Morton.  Mamma 
did  it,  and  mamma  now  has  very  nearly  broken  it  off,  because  she  says 
he  is  very  shabby  about  money.  Indeed,  it  is  broken  off.  I  had  told 
him  so  even  before  Lord  Rufford  had  proposed  to  me." 

"  When  did  he  propose,  and  where  ? 

"  At  Eufford.    We  were  staying  there  in  November." 

"  And  you  asked  to  come  here  that  you  might  meet  him  ? 

"  Just  so.  Was  that  strange  ?  Where  could  I  be  better  pleased  to 
meet  him  than  in  my  own  uncle's  house  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  if  you  had  told  us  aU  this  before." 

"Perhaps  I  ought;  but  you  are  so  severe,  aunt,  that  I  did  not 
dare.  Do  not  turn  against  me  now.  My  uncle  could  not  but  like  that 
his  niece  should  maiTy  Lord  Rufford." 

"  How  can  I  turn  against  you  if  it  is  settled  ?  Lord  Eufford  can 
do  as  he  pleases.   Has  he  told  your  father, — or  your  mother  ?  " 

"  Mamma  knows  it." 

"  But  not  from  him  ?  "  asked  the  duchess. 

Arabella  paused  a  moment,  but  hardly  a  moment,  before  she 
answered.  It  was  hard  upon  her  that  she  should  have  to  make  up  her 
mind  on  matters  of  such  importance,  with  so  little  time  for  considera- 
tion. "  Yes,"  she  said,  "  mamma  knows  it  from  him.  Papa  is  so  ver J 
indifferent  about  everything  that  Lord  Eufford  has  not  spoken  to 
him." 

"  If  so,  it  will  be  best  that  the  duke  should  speak  to  him." 

There  was  another  pause,  but  hardly  long  enough  to  attract 
notice.  "Perhaps  so,"  she  said;  "but  not  quite  yet.  He  is  so  peculiar, 
so  touchy.  The  duke  is  not  quite  like  my  father,  and  he  would  think 
himself  suspected." 

"  I  cannot  imagine  that  if  he  is  in  earnest." 

"  That  is  because  you  do  not  know  him  as  I  do.    Only  think  where 
I  should  be  if  I  were  to  lose  him  ! " 
"  Lose  him !  " 

"  Oh,  aunt,  now  that  you  know  it  I  do  hope  that  you  will  be  my 
friend.    It  would  kill  me  if  he  were  to  throw  me  over  now." 

"  But  why  should  he  throw  you  over  if  he  ,  proposed  to  you  only 
last  month  ?  " 

"  He  might  do  it  if  he  thought  that  he  were  interfered  with.  Of 
course  I  should  like  my  uncle  to  speak  to  him,  but  not  quite  imme- 
diately. If  he  were  to  say  that  he  had  changed  his  mind,  what  could 
I  do,  or  what  could  my  uncle  do  ?  " 
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"  That  would  be  very  singular  conduct." 

"  Men  are  so  different  now,  aunt.  They  give  themselves  so  much 
more  latitude.  A  man  has  only  to  say  that  he  has  changed  his  mind 
and  nothing  ever  comes  of  it." 

"  I  have  never  been  used  to  such  men,  my  dear." 

"  At  any  rate,  don't  ask  the  duke  to  speak  to  him  to-day.  I  will 
think  about  it  and  perhaps  you  will  let  me  see  you  to-morrow,  after 
we  all  come  in."  To  this  the  duchess  gravely  assented.  "  And  I  hope 
you  won't  be  angry  because  you  found  me  walking  with  him,  or 
because  I  did  not  go  to  church.  It  is  everything  to  me.  I  am  sure, 
dear  aunt,  you  will  understand  that."  To  this  the  duchess  made  no 
reply,  and  they  both  entered  the  house  together.  What  became  of 
Lord  Kufiford  neither  of  them  saw. 

Arabella  when  she  regained  her  room  thought  that  upon  the  whole 
fortune  had  favoured  her  by  throwing  her  aunt  in  her  way.  She  had, 
no  doubt,  been  driven  to  tell  a  series  of  barefaced,  impudent  lies, — 
lies  of  such  a  nature  that  they  almost  made  her  own  hair  stand  on 
end  as  she  thought  of  them ; — but  they  would  matter  nothing  if  she 
succeeded;  and  if  she  failed  in  this  matter  she  did  not  care  much 
what  her  aunt  thought  of  her.  Her  aunt  might  now  give  her  a  good 
turn ;  and  some  lies  she  must  have  told ; — such  had  been  the  emer- 
gencies of  her  position !  As  she  thought  of  it  all  she  was  glad  that 
her  aunt  had  met  her;  and  when  Lord  Eufford  was  summoned  to 
take  her  out  to  dinner  on  that  very  Sunday, — a  matter  as  to  which 
her  aunt  managed  everything  herself, — she  was  immediately  aware 
that  her  lies  had  done  her  good  service. 

"  This  was  more  than  I  expected,"  Lord  Eufford  said  when  they 
were  seated. 

"  She  knew  that  she  had  overdone  it  when  she  sent  you  away  in 
that  cavalier  way,"  replied  Arabella, "  and  now  she  wants  to  show 
that  she  didn't  mean  anything." 


CHAPTEE  XXXIX. 

THE   DAY  AT  PELTBY. 

The  duchess  did  tell  the  duke  the  whole  story  about  Lord  Eufford 
and  Arabella  that  night, — as  to  which  it  may  be  said  that  she  also  was 
false.  But  according  to  her  conscience  there  were  two  ways  of  telling 
such  a  secret.  As  a  matter  of  course  she  told  her  husband  everything. 
That  idle,  placid,  dinner-loving  man  was  in  truth  consulted  about  each 
detail  of  the  house  and  family ; — but  the  secret  was  told  to  him  with 
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injunctions  that  he  was  to  say  nothing  about  it  to  any  quo  for  twenty- 
four  hours.  After  that  the  duchess  was  of  opinion  that  he  should 
speak  to  Lord  Eufford.  "  What  could  I  say  to  him  ?  "  asked  the  duke, 
"  I'm  not  her  father." 

"  But  your  brother  is  so  indifferent." 

"  No  doubt.  But  that  gives  me  no  authority.  If  he  does  mean  to 
maiTy  the  girl  he  must  go  to  her  father ; — or  it  is  possible  that  he 
might  come  to  me.  But  if  he  does  not  mean  it,  what  can  I  do  ?  "  He 
promised,  however,  that  he  would  think  of  it. 

It  was  still  dark  night,  or  the  morning  was  still  dark  as  night, 
when  Arabella  got  out  of  bed  and  opened  her  window.  The  coming  of 
a  frost  now  might  ruin  her.  The  absence  of  it  might  give  her  every- 
thing in  life  that  she  wanted.  Lord  Eufford  had  promised  her  a 
tedious  communication  through  servants  as  to  the  state  of  the  weather. 
She  was  far  too  energetic,  far  too  much  in  earnest,  to  wait  for  that. 
She  opened  the  window  and  putting  out  her  hand  she  felt  a  drizzle  of 
rain.  And  the  air,  though  the  damp  from  it  seemed  to  chill  her  all 
through,  was  not  a  frosty  air.  She  stood  there  a  minute  so  as  to  be 
sure  and  then  retreated  to  her  bed. 

Fortune  was  again  favouring  her ; — but  then  how  would  it  be  if 
it  should  turn  out  to  hard  rain  ?  In  that  case  Lady  Chiltern  and  the 
other  ladies  certainly  would  not  go,  and  how  in  such  case  should  she 
get  herself  conveyed  to  the  meet  ?  She  would,  at  any  rate,  go  down  in 
her  hat  and  habit  and  trust  that  somebody  would  provide  for  her.  There 
might  be  much  that  would  be  disagreeable  and  difilcult,  but  hardly 
anything  could  be  worse  than  the  necessity  of  telling  such  lies  as  those 
which  she  had  fabricated  on  the  previous  afternoon. 

She  had  been  mtich  in  doubt  whether  her  aunt  had  or  had  not 
believed  her.  That  the  belief  was  not  a  thorough  belief  she  was 
almost  certain.  But  then  there  was  the  great  fact  that  after  the  story 
had  been  told  she  had  been  sent  out  to  dinner  leaning  on  Lord 
Eufford's  arm.  Unless  her  aunt  had  believed  something  that  would 
not  have  taken  place.  And  then  so  much  of  it  was  true.  Surely 
it  would  be  impossible  that  he  should  not  propose  after  what  had 
occurred!  Her  aunt  was  evidently  alive  to  the  advantage  of  the 
marriage, — to  the  advantage  which  would  accrue  not  to  her,  Arabella, 
individually,  but  to  the  Trefoils  generally.  She  almost  thought  that 
her  aunt  would  not  put  spokes  on  her  wheel  for  this  day.  She  wished 
now  that  she  had  told  her  aunt  that  she  intended  to  hunt,  so  that 
there  need  not  be  any  surprise. 

She  slept  again,  and  again  looked  out  of  the  window.  It  rained 
a  little,  but  still  there  were  hours  in  which  the  rain  might  cease. 
Again  she  slept,  and  at  eight  her  maid  brought  her  word  that  there 
would  be  hunting.  It  did  rain  a  little,  but  very  little.  Of  course  she 
would  dress  herself  in  riding  attire. 

At  nine  o'clock  she  walked  into  the  breakfast  parlour,  properly 
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equipped  for  the  day's  sport.  There  were  four  or  five  meir  there  in 
red  coats  and  top  bootSj  among  whom  Lord  Eufford  was  conspicuous. 
They  were  just  seating  themselves  at  the  breakfast  table,  and  her  aunt 
was  already  in  her  place.  Lady  Chiltern  had  come  into  the  room 
with  herself,  and  at  the  door  had  spoken  some  good-natured  words 
of  surprise.  "  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  a  sportswoman.  Miss 
Trefoil."  "  I  do  ride  a  little  when  I  am  well  mounted,"  Arabella  had 
said,  as  she  entered  the  room.  Then  she  collected  herself,  and  arranged 
her  countenance,  and  endeavoured  to  look  as  though  she  were  doing 
the  most  ordinary  thing  in  the  world.  She  went  round  the  room 
and  kissed  her  aunt's  brow.  This  she  had  not  done  on  any  other 
morning ;  but,  then,  on  other  mornings  she  had  been  late.  "Are  you 
going  to  ride  ?  "  said  the  duchess. 

"  I  believe  so,  aunt." 

"  Who  is  giving  you  a  horse  ?  " 

"  Lord  Eufford  is  lending  me  one.  I  don't  think  even  his  good 
nature  will  extend  to  giving  away  so  perfect  an  animal.  I  know  him 
well,  for  I  rode  him  when  I  was  at  Eufford."  This  she  said  so  that 
all  the  room  should  hear  her. 

"  You  need  not  be  afraid,  duchess^"  said  Lord  Eufford.  "  He  is 
quite  safe." 

''And  his  name  is  Jack,"  said  Arabella,  laughing,  as  she  took 
her  place  with  a  little  air  of  triumph.  "  Lord  Eulford  offered  to  let 
me  have  him  all  the  time  I  was  here,  but  I  didn't  know  whether  you 
would  take  me  in  so  attended." 

There  was  no  one  who  heard  her  who  did  not  feel  that  she  spoke 
as  though  Lord  Eufford  were  all  her  own.  Lord  Eufford  felt  it  him- 
self, and  almost  thought  he  might  as  well  turn  himself  round  and  bid 
his  sister  and  Miss  Penge  let  him  go.  He  must  marry  some  day,  and 
why  should  not  this  girl  do  as  well  as  any  one  else  ?  The  duchess  did 
not  approve  of  young  ladies  hunting.  She  certainly  would  not  have 
had  her  niece  at  Mistletoe  had  she  expected  such  a  performance.  But 
she  could  not  find  fa  alt  now.  There  was  a  feeling  in  her  bosom  that 
if  there  were  an  engagement,  it  would  be  cruel  to  cause  obstructions. 
She  certainly  could  not  allow  a  lover  in  her  house  for  her  husband's 
niece  without  having  official  authenticated  knowledge  of  the  respecta- 
bility of  the  lover; — but  the  whole  thing  had  come  upon  her  so 
suddenly  that  she  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do  or  what  to  say.  It  cer- 
tainly did  not  seem  to  her  that  Arabella  was  in  the  least  afraid  of 
being  found  out  in  any  untruth.  If  the  girl  were  about  to  become 
Lady  Eufford,  then  it  would  be  for  Lord  Eufford  to  decide  whether  or 
no  she  should  hunt.  Soon  after  this  the  duke  came  in,  and  he  also 
alluded  to  his  niece's  costume,  and  was  informed  that  she  was  to  ride 
one  of  Lord  Eufford's  horses.  "I  didn't  hear  it  mentioned  before," 
said  the  duke.  "He'll  carry  Miss  Trefoil  quite  safely,"  said  Lord 
Eufford,  who  was  at  the  moment  standing  over  a  game  pie  on  the  side- 
board.   Then  the  subject  was  allowed  to  drop. 
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At  half-past  nine  there  was  no  rairij  ami  the  ladies  wore  so  punctual 
tliat  the  carriages  absolutely  started  at  ton.  Some  of  tho  men  rode 
on ;  one  got  a  seat  on  the  carriage ;  and  Lord  Eufford  drove  himself 
and  a  friend  in  a  dog-cart,  tandem.  The  tandem  was  oif  before  the 
carriages,  but  Lord  Kulford  assured  them  that  he  would  get  the 
master  to  allow  them  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Arabella  contrived  to 
i?ay  one  word  to  him.  "  If  you  start  without  me  I'll  never  speak  to 
you  again."  He  nodded  and  smiled ;  but  perhaps  thought  that  if 
so  it  might  be  as  well  that  he  should  start  without  waiting  for  her. 

At  the  last  moment,  the  duchess  had  taken  it  into  her  head  that 
she  too  would  go  to  the  meet.  No  doubt  she  was  actuated  by  some 
feeling  in  regard  to  her  niece ;  but  it  was  not  till  Arabella  was  abso- 
lutely getting  on  to  Jack  at  the  side  of  the  carriage, — under  the 
auspices  of  Jack's  owner, — that  the  idea  occurred  to  her  grace  that 
there  would  be  a  great  difficulty  as  to  the  return  home.  "  Arabella, 
how  do  you  mean  to  get  back  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  That  will  be  all  right,  aunt,"  said  Arabella. 

"  I  will  see  to  that,"  said  Lord  Eufford. 

The  gracious,  but  impatient,  master  of  the  hounds  had  absolutely 
waited  full  twenty  minutes  for  the  duchess's  party; — and  was  not 
minded  to  wait  a  minute  longer  for  conversation.  The  moment  that 
the  carriages  were  there  the  huntsmen  had  started,  so  that  there  was 
an  excuse  for  hurry.  Lord  Eufford,  as  he  was  speaking,  got  on  to  his 
own  horse,  and  before  the  duchess  could  expostulate  they  were  away. 
There  was  a  feeling  of  triumph  in  Arabella's  bosom  as  she  told  herself 
that  she  had,  at  any  rate,  secured  her  day's  hunting  in  spite  of  such 
heart-breaking  difficulties. 

The  sport  was  fairly  good.  They  had  twenty  minutes  in  the  morn- 
ing and  a  kill.  Then  they  drew  a  big  wood,  during  which  they  ate 
their  lunch  and  drank  their  sherry.  In  the  big  wood  they  found  a 
fox,  but  could  not  do  anything  with  him.  After  that,  they  came  on 
a  third  in  a  stubble  field,  and  ran  him  well  for  half  an  hour,  when  he 
went  to  ground.  It  was  then  three  o'clock ;  and  as  the  days  were 
now  at  the  shortest,  the  master  declined  to  draw  again.  They  were 
then  about  sixteen  miles  from  Mistletoe,  and  about  ten  from  Stamford, 
where  Lord  Eufford's  horses  were  standing.  The  distance  from  Stam- 
ford to  Mistletoe  was  eight.  Lord  Eufford  proposed  that  they  should 
ride  to  Stamford,  and  then  go  home  in  a  hired  carriage.  There 
seemed,  indeed,  to  be  no  other  way  of  getting  home  without  taking 
three  tired  horses  fourteen  miles  out  of  their  way.  Arabella  made 
no  objection  whatever  to  the  arrangement.  Lord  Eufford  did,  in  truth, 
make  a  slight  effort — the  slightest  possible — to  induce  a  third  person 
to  join  their  party.  There  was  still  something  pulling  at  his  coat-tail, 
so  that  there  might  yet  be  a  chance  of  saving  him  from  the  precipice. 
But  he  failed.  The  tired  horseman,  before  whom  the  suggestion  was 
casually  thrown  out,  would  have  been  delighted  to  accept  it,  instead 
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of  riding  all  the  way  to  Mistletoe but  he  did  not  look  upon  it  as 
made  in  earnest.   Two,  he  knew,  were  company,  and  three  none. 

The  hunting-field  is  by  no  means  a  place  suited  for  real  love- 
making.  Very  much  of  preliminary  conversation  may  be  done  there 
in  a  pleasant  way,  and  intimacies  may  be  formed.  But  when  lovers 
have  already  walked  with  arms  round  each  other  in  a  wood,  riding 
together  may  be  very  pleasant,  but  can  hardly  be  ecstatic.  Lord 
Kufford  might,  indeed,  have  asked  her  to  be  Lady  E.  while  they  were 
breaking  up  the  first  fox,  or  as  they  loitered  about  in  the  big  wood ; 
— but  she  did  not  expect  that.  There  was  no  moment  during  the 
day's  sport  in  which  she  had  a  right  to  tell  herself  that  he  was  mis- 
behaving because  he  did  not  so  ask  her.  But  in  a  postchaise  it  would 
be  different. 

At  the  inn  at  Stamford  the  horses  were  given  up,  and  Arabella 
condescended  to  take  a  glass  of  cherry  brandy.  She  had  gone  through 
a  long  day, — it  was  then  half-past  four,  and  she  was  not  used  to  be 
many  hours  on  horseback.  The  fatigue  seemed  to  her  to  be  very 
much  greater  than  it  had  been  when  she  got  back  to  Eufford  imme- 
diately after  the  fatal  accident.  The  ten  miles  along  the  road,  which 
had  been  done  in  little  more  than  an  hour,  had  almost  overcome  her. 
She  had  determined  not  to  cry  for  mercy  as  the  hard  trot  went  on. 
She  had  passed  herself  off  as  an  accustomed  horsewoman,  and  having 
done  so  well  across  the  country,  would  not  break  down  coming  home. 
But,  as  she  got  into  the  carriage,  she  was  very  tired.  She  could 
almost  have  cried  with  fatigue ; — and  yet  she  told  herself  that  now, 
— now, — must  the  work  be  done.  She  would  perhaps  tell  him  that 
she  was  tired.  She  might  even  assist  her  cause  by  her  languor; — 
but,  though  she  should  die  for  it,  she  would  not  waste  her  precious 
moments  by  absolute  rest.  "  May  I  light  a  cigar  ? "  he  said,  as  he 
got  in. 

"  You  know  you  may.  Wherever  I  may  be  with  you  do  you  think 
that  I  would  interfere  with  your  gratifications  ?  " 

"  You  are  the  best  girl  in  all  the  world,"  he  said  as  he  took  out  his 
case  and  threw  himself  back  in  the  corner. 

"  Do  you  call  that  a  long  day  ?  "  she  asked,  when  he  had  lit  his  cigar. 

"  Not  very  long." 

"  Because  I  am  so  tired." 

"  We  came  home  pretty  sharp.  I  thought  it  best  not  to  shock  her 
grace  by  too  great  a  stretch  into  the  night.  As  it  is  you  will  have  time 
to  go  to  bed  for  an  hour  or  two  before  you  dress.  That's  what  I  do 
when  I  am  in  time.   You'll  be  right  as  a  trivet  then." 

"  Oh  ;  I'm  right  now,— only  tired.   It  was  very  nice." 

"  Pretty  well.  We  ought  to  have  killed  that  last  fox.  And  why  on 
earth  we  made  nothing  of  that  fellow  in  Gooseberry  Grove  I  couldn't 
understand.  Old  Tony  would  never  have  left  that  fox  alive  above 
ground.   Would  you  Uke  to  go  to  sleep  ?  " 
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"  Oh  dear,  no." 

"  Afraid  of  gloves  ?  "  sa-id  he,  drawing  nearer  to  her.  They  might 
pull  him  as  they  liked  by  his  coat  tails,  but  as  he  was  in  a  postchaiso 
with  her  he  must  make  himself  agreeable.  She  shook  her  head  and 
laughed  as  she  looked  at  him  through  the  gloom.  Then,  of  course,  he 
kissed  her. 

"  Lord  Eufford,  what  does  this  mean  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  know  what  it  means  ?  " 

"  Hardly." 

"  It  means  that  I  think  you  the  jolliest  girl  out.  I  never  liked 
anybody  so  well  as  I  do  you." 

"  Perhaps  you  never  liked  anybody  ?"  said  she. 

"  ^Vell ; — yes,  I  have ;  but  I  am  not  going  to  boast  of  what  fortune 
has  done  for  me  in  that  way.   I  wonder  whether  you  care  for  me  ?  " 

"  Do  you  want  to  know  ?  " 

"  I  should  like  to  know.    You  have  never  said  that  you  did." 
'•'  Because  you  have  never  asked  me." 
"  Am  I  not  asking  you  now,  Bella  ?  " 

"  There  are  different  ways  of  asking, — but  there  is  only  one  way 
that  you  will  get  an  answer  from  me.  No ; — no.  I  will  not  have  it. 
I  have  allowed  too  much  to  you  already.  Oh,  I  am  so  tired."  Then 
she  sank  back  almost  into  his  arms, — but  recovered  herself  very 
quickly.  "  Lord  Eufford,"  she  said,  "  if  you  are  a  man  of  honour  let 
there  be  an  end  of  this.  I  am  sure  you  do  not  wish  to  make  me 
wretched." 

"  I  would  do  anything  to  make  you  happy." 
"  Then  tell  me  that  ^you  love  me  honestly,  sincerely,  with  all  your 
heart, — and  I  shall  be  happy." 
"  You  know  I  do." 

"  Do  you  ?  Do  you  ?  "  she  said,  and  then  she  flung  herself  on  to  his 
shoulder,  and  for  a  while  she  seemed  to  faint.  For  a  few  minutes  she 
lay  there,  and  as  ;she  was  lying  she  calculated  whether  it  would  be 
better  to  try  at  this  moment  to  drive  him  to  some  clearer  declaration, 
or  to  make  use  of  what  he  had  already  said  without  giving  him  an 
opportunity  of  protesting  that  he  had  not  meant  to  make  her  an  offer 
of  marriage.  He  had  declared  that  he  loved  her  honestly  and  with  his 
whole  heart.  Would  not  that  justify  her  in  setting  her  uncle  at  him  ? 
And  might  it  not  be  that  the  duke  would  carry  great  weight  with 
him ; — that  the  duke  might  induce  him  to  utter  the  fatal  word  though 
she,  were  she  to  demand  it  now,  might  fail  ?  As  she  thought  of  it  all 
she  affected  to  swoon,  and  almost  herself  believed  that  she  was  swoon- 
ing. She  was  conscious,  but  hardly  more  than  conscious,  that  he  was 
kissing  her ; — and  yet  her  brain  was  at  work.  She  felt  that  he  would 
be  startled,  repelled,  perhaps  disgusted,  were  she  absolutely  to 
demand  more  from,  him  now.  "  Oh,  Eufford ; — oh,  my  dearest,"  she 
said  as  she  woke  up,  and  with  her  face  close  to  his,  so  that  he  could 
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look  into  her  eyes  and  see  their  brightness  even  through  the  gloom. 
Then  she  extricated  herself  from  his  embrace  with  a  shudder  and  a 
laugh.  "  You  would  hardly  believe  how  tired  I  am  "  she  said  putting 
out  her  ungloved  hand.  He  took  it  and  drew  her  to  him  and  there 
she  sat  in  his  arms  for  the  short  remainder  of  the  journey. 

They  were  now  in  the  park^  and  as  the  lights  of  the  house  came  in 
sight  he  gave  her  some  counsel.  "  Go  up  to  your  room  at  once,  dearest, 
and  lay  down." 

"  I  will.   I  don't  think  I  could  go  in  among  them.   I  should  fall." 
"  I  will  see  the  duchess  and  tell  her  that  you  are  all  right, — but 
very  tired.   If  she  goes  up  to  you  you  had  better  see  her." 
"  Oh,  yes.   But  I  had  rather  not." 

"  She'll  be  sure  to  come.   And,  Bella,  Jack  must  be  yours  now." 
"  You  are  joking." 

"  Never  more  serious  in  my  life.  Of  course  he  must  remain  with 
me  just  at  present,  but  he  is  your  horse."  Then,  as  the  carriage  was 
stopping,  she  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it. 

She  got  to  ,her  room  as  quickly  as  possible  ;  and  then,  before  she 
had  even  taken  off  her  hat,  she  sat  down  to  think  of  it  all,— sending 
her  maid  away  meanwhile  to  fetch  her  a  cup  of  tea.  He  must  have 
meant  it  for  an  offer.  There  had,  at  any  rate,  been  enough  to  justify 
her  in  so  taking  it.  The  present  he  had  made  to  her  of  the  horse 
could  mean  nothing  else.  Under  no  other  circumstances  would  it  be 
possible  that  she  should  either  take  the  horse  or  use  him.  Certainly 
it  was  an  offer,  and  as  such  she  would  instruct  her  uncle  to  use  it. 
Then  she  allowed  her  imagination  to  revel  in  thoughts  of  Eufford 
Hall,  of  the  Eufford  house  in  town,  and  a  final  end  to  all  those 
weary  labours  which  she  would  thus  have  brought  to  so  glorious  a 
■termination." 


CHAPTEE  XL. 

LOED  EUFFOKD  WANTS  TO  SEE  A  HORSE. 

Lord  Eufford  had  been  quite  right  about  the  duchess.  Arabella 
had  only  taken  off  her  hat,  and  was  drinking  her  tea  when  the  duchess 
came  up  to  her.  "  Lord  Eufford  says  that  you  were  too  tired  to  come 
in,"  said  the  duchess. 

"  I  am  tired,  aunt ; — very  tired.  But  there  is  nothing  the  matter 
with  me.  We  had  to  ride  ever  so  far  coming  home,  and  it  was  that 
knocked  me  up." 

"  It  was  very  bad,  your  coming  home  with  him  in  a  postchaise, 
Arabella." 
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"  "Why  ■n-as  it  bad,  aunt  ?    I  thought  it  very  nice." 

'•  3Jy  dear,  it  shouldn't  have  been  done.  You  ought  to  liave  known 
•chat.  I  certainly  wouldn't  have  had  you  here  had  I  thought  that 
there  would  be  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  It  is  going  to  be  all  right,"  said  Arabella,  laughing. 

According  to  her  grace's  view  of  things  it  was  not  and  could  not 
be  made  "  all  right."  It  would  not  have  been  all  right  were  the  girl 
to  become  Lady  Eufiford  to-morrow.  The  scandal,  or  loud  reproach 
due  to  evil  doings,  may  be  silenced  by  subsequent  conduct.  The 
merited  punishment  may  not  come  visibly.  But  nothing  happening 
after  could  make  it  right  that  a  young  lady  should  come  home  from 
hunting  in  a  postchaise  alone  with  a  young  unmarried  man.  When 
the  duchess  first  heard  it,  she  thought  what  would  have  been  her 
feelings  if  such  a  thing  had  been  suggested  in  reference  to  one  of  her 
own  daughters  1  Lord  Eufford  had  come  to  her  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  had  told  her  the  story  in  a  quiet,  pleasant  manner, — merely  say- 
ing that  Miss  Trefoil  was  too  much  fatigued  to  show  herself  at  the 
present  moment.  She  had  thought  from  his  manner  that  her  niece's 
story  had  been  true.  There  was  a  cordiality  and  apparent  earnestness 
as  to  the  girl's  comfort  which  seemed  to  be  compatible  with  the  story. 
But  still  she  could  hardly  understand  that  Lord  Eufford  should  wish 
to  have  it  known  that  he  travelled  about  the  country  in  such  a  fashion 
with  the  girl  he  intended  to  marry.  But  if  it  were  true,  then  she  must 
look  after  her  niece.  And  even  if  it  were  not  true, — in  which  case 
she  would  never  have  the  girl  at  Mistletoe  again, — yet  she  could  not 
ignore  her  presence  in  the  house.  It  was  now  the  18th  of  January. 
Lord  Eufford  was  to  go  on  the  following  day,  and  Arabella  on  the  20th. 
The  invitation  had  not  been  given  so  as  to  stretch  beyond  that.  If  it 
could  be  at  once  decided, — declared  by  Lord  Eufford  to  the  duke, — 
that  the  match  was  to  be  a  match,  then  the  invitation  should  be 
renewed,  Arabella  should  be  advised  to  put  off  her  other  friends,  and 
Lord  Eufford  should  be  invited  to  come  back  early  in  the  next  month, 
and  spend  a  week  or  two  in  the  proper  fashion  with  his  future  bride. 
All  that  had  been  settled  between  the  duke  and  the  duchess.  So 
much  should  be  done  for  the  sake  of  the  family.  But  the  duke  had 
not  seen  his  way  to  asking  Lord  Eufford  any  question. 

The  duchess  must  now  find  out  the  truth  if  she  could, — so  that 
if  the  story  were  false  she  might  get  rid  of  the  girl,  and  altogether 
shake  her  off  from  the  Mistletoe  roof-tree.  Arabella's  manner  was 
certainly  free  from  any  appearance  of  hesitation  or  fear.  "I  don't 
know  about  being  all  right,"  said  the  duchess.  "  It  cannot  be  right 
that  you  should  have  come  home  with  him  alone  in  a  hired  carriage." 

"  Is  a  hired  carriage  wickeder  than  a  private  one  ?  " 

"  If  a  carriage  had  been  sent  from  here  for  you,  it  would  have  been 
<Iiflerent ;  but  even  then  he  should  not  have  come  with  you." 

"  But  he  would,  I'm  sure  ; — and  I  should  have  asked  him.    What ; 
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—the  man  I'm  engaged  to  marry !  Mayn't  he  sit  in  a  carriage  witlj 
me  ?  " 

The  duchess  could  not  explain  herself,  and  thought  that  she  had 
better  drop  that  topic.   "  What  does  he  mean  to  do  now,  Arabella  ?  " 
"  "What  does  who  mean,  aunt  ?  " 
"LordEufford." 

"  He  means  to  marry  me.   And  he  means  to  go  from  here  to  Mr. 
Surbiton's  to-morrow.    I  don't  quite  understand  the  question." 
"  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  mean  to  marry  him.  And  I  mean  to  join  mamma  in  London 
on  Wednesday.  I  believe  we  are  to  go  to  the  Connop  Greens'  the 
next  day.  Mr.  Connop  Green  is  a  sort  of  cousin  of  mamma ; — but 
they  are  odious  people." 

"  Who  is  to  see  Lord  Eufford  ?  However,  my  dear,  if  you  are  very 
tired,  I  will  leave  you  now." 

"  No,  aunt.  Stay  a  moment  if  you  will  be  so  very  kind.  I  am 
tired ;  but  if  I  were  twice  as  tired  I  would  find  strength  to  talk  about 
this.  If  my  uncle  would  speak  to  Lord  Eufford  at  once,  I  should  take 
it  as  the  very  kindest  thing  he  could  do.  I  could  not  send  him  to 
my  uncle;  for,  after  all,  one's  uncle  and  one's  father  are  not  the 
same.  I  could  only  refer  him  to  papa.  But  if  the  duke  would 
speak  to  him ! " 

"  Did  he  renew  his  offer  to-day  ?  " 

He  has  done  nothing  else  but  renew  it  ever  since  he  has  been  in 
the  carriage  with  me.  That's  the  plain  truth.  He  made  his  offer  at 
Eufford.  He  renewed  it  in  the  wood  yesterday ; — and  he  repeated  it 
over  and  over  again  as  we  came  home  to-day.  It  may  have  been  very 
wrong,  but  so  it  was."  Miss  Trefoil  must  have  thought  that  kissing 
and  proposing  were  the  same  thing.  Other  young  ladies  have,  perhaps, 
before  now  made  such  a  mistake.  But  this  young  lady  had  had  much 
experience,  and  should  have  known  better. 

"  Lord  Eufford  had  better  perhaps  speak  to  your  uncle." 

"  Will  you  tell  him  so,  aunt  ?  " 

The  duchess  thought  about  it  for  a  moment.  She  certainly  could 
not  tell  Lord  Eufford  to  speak  to  the  duke  without  getting  the  duke's 
leave  to  tell  him  so.  And  then,  if  all  this  were  done,  and  Lord  Eufford 
were  to  assure  the  duke  that  the  young  lady  had  made  a  mistake, 
how  derogatory  would  all  that  be  to  the  exalted  quiescence  of  the 
house  of  Mayfair !  She  thoroughly  wished  that  her  niece  were  out  of 
the  house ;  for,  though  she  did  believe  the  story,  her  belief  was  not 
thorough.  "  I  will  speak  to  your  uncle,"  she  said.  "  And  now  you 
had  better  go  to  sleep." 

"  And,  dear  aunt,  pray  excuse  me  at  dinner.  I  have  been  so  excited, 
so  flurried,  and  so  fatigued,  that  I  fear  that  I  should  make  a  fool  of  my- 
self if  I  attempted  to  come  down.  I  should  get  into  a  swoon,  which 
would  be  dreadful.   My  maid  shall  bring  me  a  bit  of  something  and  a 
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glass  of  sherry,  and  you  shall  find  me  in  the  drawing-room  when  you 
come  out."  Then  the  duchess  went,  and  Arabella  was  left  alone  to 
take  another  view  of  the  circumstances  of  the  campaign. 

Though  there  were  still  infinite  dangers,  yet  she  could  hardly  wish 
that  anything  should  be  altered.  Should  Lord  Eufford  disown  her, 
which  she  knew  to  be  quite  possible,  there  would  be  a  general  collapse, 
and  the  world  would  crash  over  her  head.  But  she  had  known,  when 
she  took  this  business  in  hand,  that  as  success  would  open  Elysium  to 
her,  so  would  failure  involve  her  in  absolute  ruin.  She  was  deter- 
mined that  she  would  mar  nothing  now  by  cowardice,  and  having  so 
resolved,  and  having  fortified  herself  with  perhaps  two  glasses  of 
sherry,  she  went  down  to  the  drawing-room  a  little  before  nine,  and 
laid  herself  out  upon  a  sofa  till  the  ladies  should  come  in. 

Lord  Eufford  had  gone  to  bed,  as  was  his  wont  on  such  occasions, 
with  orders  that  he  should  be  called  to  dress  for  dinner  at  half-past 
seven.  But  as  he  laid  himself  down  he  made  up  his  mind  that,  instead 
of  sleeping  he  would  give  himself  up  to  thinking  about  Arabella 
Trefoil.  The  matter  was  going  beyond  a  joke,  and  would  require 
some  thinking.  He  liked  her  well  enough,  but  was  certainly  not  in 
love  with  her.  I  doubt  whether  men  are  ever  in  love  with  girls  who 
throw  themselves  into  their  arms.  A  man's  love,  till  it  has  been 
chastened  and  fastened  by  the  feeling  of  duty  which  marriage  brings 
with  it,  is  instigated  mainly  by  the  difficulty  of  pursuit.  "  It  is 
hardly  possible  that  anything  so  sweet  as  that  should  ever  be  mine; 
and  yet,  because  I  am  a  man,  and  because  it  is  so  heavenly  sweet,  I 
will  try."  That  is  what  men  say  to  themselves,  but  Lord  Eufford  had 
had  no  opportunity  of  saying  that  to  himself  in  regard  to  Miss  Trefoil. 
The  thing  had  been  sweet,  but  not  heavenly  sweet ;  and  he  had  never 
for  a  moment  doubted  the  possibility.  Now  at  any  rate  he  would 
make  up  Jiis  mind.  But,  instead  of  doing  so,  he  went  to  sleep,  and 
when  he  got  up  he  was  ten  minutes  late,  and  was  forced,  as  he  dressed 
himself,  to  think  of  the  duke's  dinner  instead  of  Arabella  Trefoil. 

The  duchess  before  dinner  submitted  herself  and  all  her  troubles 
at  great  length  to  the  duke,  but  the  duke  could  give  her  no  sub- 
stantial comfort.  Of  course  it  had  all  been  wrong.  He  supposed  that 
they  ought  not  to  have  been  found  walking  together  in  the  dark  on 
Sunday  afternoon.  The  hunting  should  not  have  been  arranged  with- 
out sanction ;  and  the  return  home  in  the  hired  carriage  had  no  doubt 
been  highly  improper.  But  what  could  he  do  ?  If  the  marriage  came 
off  it  would  be  all  well.  If  not,  this  niece  must  not  be  invited  to 
Mistletoe  again.  As  to  speaking  to  Lord  Eufford,  he  did  not  quite  see 
how  he  was  to  set  about  it.  His  own  girls  had  been  married  in  so 
very  different  a  fashion !  He  could  imagine  nothing  so  disagreeable 
as  to  have  to  ask  a  gentleman  his  intentions.  Parental  duty  might 
make  it  necessary  when  a  daughter  had  not  known  how  to  keep  her 
own  position  intact ; — but  here  there  was  no  parental  duty.    If  Lord 
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Eufford  would  speak  to  him,  then  indeed  there  would  be  no  difficulty. 
At  last  he  told  his  wife  that  if  she  could  find  an  opportunity  of 
suggesting  to  the  young  lord  that  he  might  perhaps]  say  a  word  to 
the  young  lady's  uncle  without  impropriety,— if  she  could  do  this  in  a 
light  easy  way,  so  as  to  run  no  peril  of  a  scene, — she  might  do  so. 

When  the  two  duchesses  and  all  the  other  ladies  came  out  into  the 
drawing-room,  Arabella  was  found  upon  the  sofa.  Of  course  she 
became  the  centre  of  a  little  interest  for  a  few  minutes,  and  the  more 
so  as  her  aunt  went  up  to  her  and  made  some  inquiries.  Had  she 
had  any  dinner  ?  Was  she  less  fatigued  ?  The  fact  of  the  improper 
return  home  in  the  postchaise  had  become  generally  known,  and  there 
were  some  there  who  would  have  turned  a  very  cold  shoulder  to 
Arabella  had  not  her  aunt  noticed  her.  Perhaps  there  were  some  who 
had  envied  her  Jack,  and  Lord  Eufford's  admiration,  and  even  the 
postchaise.  But  as  long  as  her  aunt  countenanced  her  it  was  not 
likely  that  any  one  at  Mistletoe  would  be  unkind  to  her.  The  Duchess 
of  Omnium  did  indeed  remark  to  Lady  Chiltern  that  she  remembered 
something  of  the  same  kind  happening  to  the  same  girl  soon  after  her 
own  marriage.  As  the  duchess  had  now  been  married  a  great  many 
years  this  was  unkind ; — but  it  was  known  that  when  the  Duchess  of 
Omnium  did  dislike  any  one,"  she  never  scrupled  to  show  it.  "  Lord 
Eufford  is  about  the'silliest  man  of  his  day,"  she  said  afterwards  to  the 
same  lady ;  "  but  there  is  one  thing  which  I  do  not  think  even  he  is 
silly  enough  to  do." 

It  was  again  nearly  ten  o'clock  when  the  gentlemen  came  into  the 
room,  and  then  it  was  that  the  duchess, — Arabella's  aunt, — must  find 
the  opportunity  of  giving  Lord  Eufford  the  hint  of  which  the  duke  had 
spoken.  He  was  to  leave  Mistletoe  on  the  morrow,  and  might  not  im- 
probably do  so  early.  Of  all  women  she  was  the  steadiest,  the  most 
tranquil,  the  least  abrupt  in  her  movements.  She  could  not  pounce 
upon  a  man,  and  nail  him  down,  and  say  what  she  had  to  say,  let  him 
be  as  unwilling  as  he  might  to  hear  it.  At  last,  however,  seeing  Lord 
Eufford  standing  alone — he  had  then  just  left  the  sofa  on  which 
Arabella  was  still  lying— without  any  apparent  effort,  she  made  her 
way  up  to  his  side.  "  You  had  rather  a  long  day,"  she  said. 
"  Not  particularly,  duchess." 
"  You  had  to  come  home  so  far ! " 

"About  the  average  distance.  Did  you  think  it  a  hard  day, 
Maurice?"  Then  he  called  to  his  aid  a  certain  Lord  Maurice  St. 
John,  a  hard-riding  and  hard-talking  old  friend  of  the  Trefoil  family, 
who  gave  the  duchess  a  very  clear  account  of  all  the  performance, 
during  which  Lord  Eufford  fell  into  an  interesting  conversation  with 
Mrs.  Mulready,  the  wife  of  the  neighbouring  bishop. 

After  that  the  duchess  made  another  attempt.  "  Lord  Eufford,"  she 
said,  "  we  should  be  so  glad  if  you  would  come  back  to  us  the  first  week 
in  February.   The  Prices  will  be  here,  and  the  Mackenzies,  and  " 
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"  I  am  pledged  to  stay  v/itli  my  sister  till  the  fifth,  and  on  the  sixth 
Surbiton  and  all  his  lot  come  to  me.  Rattcrsby,  is  it  not  the  sixth  that 
you  and  Surbiton  come  to  Rufford  ?  " 

"  I  rather  think  it  is,"  said  Battersby. 

"  I  wish  it  were  possible.  I  like  Mistletoe  so  much.  It's  so 
central." 

"  Very  well  for  hunting,  is  it  not,  Lord  Rufford  ?  "  But  that  horrid 
Captain  Battersby  did  not  go  out  of  the  way. 

"  I  wonder  whether  Lady  Chiltern  would  do  me  a  favour  ?  "  said 
Lord  Eufford,  stepping  across  the  room  in  search  of  that  lady.  He 
might  be  foolish,  but  when  the  Duchess  of  Omnium  declared  him  to  be 
the  silliest  man  of  the  day,  I  think  she  used  a  wrong  epithet.  The 
duchess  was  very  patient,  and  intended  to  try  again,  but  on  that 
evening  she  got  no  opportunity. 

Captain  Battersby  was  Lord  Rufford's  particular  friend  on  this 
occasion,  and  had  come  over  with  him  from  Mr.  Surbiton's  house. 
"  Bat,"  he  said,  as  they  were  sitting  close  to  each  other  in  the  smoking- 
room  that  night,  "  I  mean  to  make  an  early  start  to-morrow." 

"  What ;  to  get  to  Surbiton's  ?  " 

"  I've  got  something  to  do  on  the  way.  I  want  to  look  at  a  horse 
at  Stamford." 

"I'll  be  off  with  you." 

"  No ;  don't  do  that.  I'll  go  in  my  own  cart.  I'll  make  my  man 
get  hold  of  my  groom  and  manage  it  somehow.  I  can  leave  my  things, 
and  you  can  bring  them.  Only  say  to-morrow  that  I  was  obliged 
to  go." 

"  I  understand." 

"  Heard  something,  you  know,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  Make 
my  apologies  to  the  duchess.  In  point  of  fact,  I  must  be  in  Stamford 
at  ten." 

"I'll  manage  it  all,"  said  Captain  Battersby,  who  made  a  very  shrewd 
guess  at  the  cause  which  drew  his  friend  to  such  an  uncomfortable 
proceeding.  After  that  Lord  Eufford  went  to  his  room  and  gave  a 
good  deal  of  trouble  that  night  to  some  of  the  servants  in  reference  to 
the  steps  which  would  be  necessary  to  take  him  out  of  harm's  way 
before  the  duchess  would  be  up  on  the  morrow. 

Arabella,  when  she  heard  of  the  man's  departure  on  the  following 
morning,  which  she  luckily  did  from  her  own  maid,  was  for  some  time 
overwhelmed  by  it.  Of  course  the  man  was  running  away  from  her. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  of  it.  She  had  watched  him  narrowly  on  the 
previous  evening,  and  had  seen  that  her  aunt  had  tried  in  vain  to 
speak  to  him.  But  she  did  not  on  that  account  give  up  the  game. 
At  any  rate,  they  had  not  found  her  out  at  Mistletoe.  That  was  some- 
thing. Of  coui-se  it  would  have  been  infinitely  better  for  her  could  he 
Jiave  been  absolutely  caught  and  nailed  down  before  he  left  the  house; 
but  that  was  perhaps  more  than  she  had  a  right  to  expect.    She  could 
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still  pursue  hinij  still  write  to  him ;  and  at  last,  if  necessary,  force  her 
father  to  do  so.  But  she  must  now  trust  chiefly  to  her  own  cor- 
respondence. 

"  He  told  me,  aunt,  the  last  thing  last  night,  that  he  was  going," 
she  said. 

"  Why  did  you  not  mention  it  ?  " 

"  I  thought  he  would  have  told  you.  I  saw  him  speaking  to  you. 
He  had  received  some  telegram  about  a  horse.  He's  the  most  flighty 
man  in  the  world  about  such  things.  I  am  to  write  to  him  before  I 
leave  this  to-morrow."  Then  the  duchess  did  not  believe  a  word  of 
the  engagement.  She  felt,  at  any  rate,  certain  that,  if  there  was  an 
engagement,  Lord  Eufford  did  not  mean  to  keep  it. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

THE  SENATOR  IS  BADLY  TREATED. 

While  these  great  efforts  were  being  made  by  Arabella  Trefoil  at 
Mistletoe,  John  Morton  was  vacillating  in  an  unhappy  mood  between 
London  and  Bragton.  It  may  be  remembered  that  an  offer  was  made 
to  him  as  to  the  purchase  of  Chowton  Farm.  At  that  time  the 
Mistletoe  party  was  broken  up,  and  Miss  Trefoil  was  staying  with  her 
mother  at  the  Connop  Greens'.  By  the  morning  post  on  the  next  day  he 
received  a  note  from  the  Senator,  in  which  Mr.  Gotobed  stated  that 
business  required  his  presence  at  Dillsborough,  and  suggested  that  he 
should  again  become  a  guest  at  Bragton  for  a  few  days.  Morton  was 
so  sick  of  his  own  comi^any,  and  so  tired  of  thinking  of  his  own  affairs, 
that  he  was  almost  glad  to  welcome  the  Senator.  At  any  rate,  he  had 
no  means  of  escaping,  and  the  Senator  came.  The  two  men  were  alone 
at  the  house,  and  the  Senator  was  full  of  his  own  wrongs,  as  well  as  those 
of  Englishmen  in  general.  Mr.  Bearside  had  written  to  him  very 
cautiously,  but  pressing  for  an  immediate  remittance  of  £25,  and 
explaining  that  the  great  case  could  not  be  carried  on  without  that 
sum  of  money.  This  might  have  been  very  well  as  being  open  to  the 
idea  that  the  Senator  had  the  option  of  either  paying  the  money  or 
of  allowing  the  great  case  to  be  abandoned,  but  that  the  attorney  in 
the  last  paragraph  of  his  letter  intimated  that  the  Senator  would  be 
of  course  aware  that  he  was  liable  for  the  whole  cost  of  the  action, 
be  it  what  it  might.  He  had  asked  a  legal  friend  in  London  his 
opinion,  and  the  legal  friend  had  seemed  to  think  that  perhaps  he  was 
liable.  What  orders  he  had  given  to  Bearside  he  had  given  withoui 
any  witness,  and  at  any  rate  had  already  paid  a  certain  sum.  The 
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legal  friend,  when  he  heard  all  that  Mr.  Gotobed  was  able  to  tell  him 
about  Goarly,  had  advised  the  Senator  to  settle  with  Bearsido, — taking 
a  due  receipt,  and  having  some  person  with  him  when  he  did  so.  The 
legal  friend  had  thought  that  a  small  sum  of  money  would  suf6.ce. 
"  He  went  so  far  as  to  suggest,"  said  the  Senator,  with  indignant 
energy,  "  that  if  I  contested  my  liability  to  the  man's  charges,  the 
matter  would  go  against  me,  because  I  had  interfered  in  such  a  case 
on  the  unpopular  side.  I  should  think  that  in  this  great  country  I 
should  find  justice  administered  on  other  terms  than  that."  Morton 
attempted  to  explain  to  him  that  his  legal  friend  had  not  been  ad- 
ministering justice,  but  only  giving  advice.  He  had,  so  Morton  told 
him,  undoubtedly  taken  up  the  case  of  one  blackguard,  and  in  urging 
it  had  paid  his  money  to  another.  He  had  done  so  as  a  foreigner, 
loudly  proclaiming  as  his  reason  for  such  action  that  the  man  he 
supported  would  be  unfairly  treated  unless  he  gave  his  assistance. 
Of  course  he  could  not  expect  sympathy.  "I  want  no  sympathy," 
said  the  Senator ;  "  I  only  want  justice."  Then  the  two  gentlemen 
had  become  a  little  angry  with  each  other.  Morton  was  the  last  man 
in  the  world  to  have  been  aggressive  on  such  a  matter;  but  witb 
the  Senator  it  was  necessary  either  to  be  prostrate  or  to  tight. 

But  with  Mr.  Gotobed  such  fighting  never  produced  ill  blood. 
It  was  the  condition  of  his  life,  and  it  must  be  supposed  that  he 
liked  it.  On  the  next  morning  he  did  not  scruple  to  ask  his  host's 
advice  as  to  what  he  had  better  do,  and  they  agreed  to  walk  across 
to  Goarly's  house  apd  to  ascertain  from  the  man  himself  what  he 
thought  or  might  have  to  say  about  his  own  case.  On  their  way 
they  passed  up  the  road  leading  to  Chowton  Farm,  and  at  the  gate 
leading  into  the  garden  they  found  Larry  Twentyman  standing. 
Morton  shook  hands  with  the  young  farmer  and  introduced  the 
Senator.  Larry  was  still  woe-begone,  though  he  endeavoured  to 
shake  off  his  sorrows  and  to  appear  to  be  gay.  "  I  never  see  much 
of  the  man,"  he  said,  when  they  told  him  that  they  were  going  across 
to  call  upon  his  neighbour,  "  and  I  don't  know  that  I  want  to." 

"  He  doesn't  seem  to  have  much  friendship  among  you  all,"  said  the 
Senator. 

"  Quite  as  much  as  he  deserves,  Mr.  Gotobed,"  replied  Larry. 
The  Senator's  name  had  lately  become  familiar  as  a  household  word 
in  Dillsborough,  and  was,  to  tell  the  truth,  odious  to  such  men  as 
Larry  Twentyman.  "He's  a  thundering  rascal,  and  the  only  place 
fit  for  him  in  the  county  is  Eufford  gaol.  He's  like  to  be  there  soon, 
I  think." 

"  Thafs  what  provokes  me,"  said  the  Senator.   "  You  think  he's 
a  rascal,  blister  ?  " 
"  I  do." 

"  And,  because  you  take  upon  yourself  to  think  so,  you'd  send  him 
to  Eufford  gaol !  There  was  one  gentleman  somewhere  about  here  told 
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me  he  ought  to  be  hung,  and  because  I  would  not  agree  with  him,  he 
got  up  and  walked  away  from  me  at  table,  carrying  his  provisions  with 
him.  Another  man  in  the  next  field  to  this  insulted  me  because  I  said 
I  was  going  to  see  Goarly.  The  clergyman  in  Dillsborough  and  the 
hotel-keepers  were  just  as  hard  upon  me.  But  you  see.  Mister,  that 
what  we  want  to  find  out  is,  whether  Goarly  or  the  lord  has  the  right 
of  it  in  this  particular  case." 

"  I  know  which  has  the  right  without  any  more  finding  out,"  said 
Larry.  "  The  shortest  way  to  his  house  is  by  the  ride  through  the 
wood,  Mr.  Morton.  It  takes  you  out  on  his  land  on  the  other  side.  But 
I  don't  think  you'll  find  him  there.  One  of  my  men  told  me  that  he 
had  made  himself  scarce."  Then  he  added,  as  the  two  were  going  on, 
"1  should  like  to  have  just  a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Morton.  I've  been 
thinking  of  what  you  said,  and  I  know  it  was  kind.  I'll  take  a  month 
over  it.  I  won't  talk  of  selling  Ohowton  till  the  end  of  February;  but 
if  I  feel  about  it  then  as  I  do  now,  I  can't  stay." 

"That's  right,  Mr.  Twentyman — and  work  hard,  like  a  man, 
through  the  month.  Go  out  hunting,  and  don't  allow  yourself  a 
moment  for  moping." 

"  I  will,"  said  Larry,  as  he  retreated  to  the  house ;  and  then  he 
gave  directions  that  his  horse  might  be  ready  for  the  morrow. 

They  went  in  through  the  wood,  and  the  Senator  pointed  out  the 
spot  at  which  Bean  the  gamekeeper  had  been  so  insolent  to  him.  He 
could  not  understand,  he  said,  why  he  should  be  treated  so  roughly, 
as  these  men  must  be  aware  that  he  had  nothing  to  gain  himself. 
"  If  I  were  to  go  into  Mikewa,"  said  Morton,  "  and  interfere  there 
with  the  peculiarities  of  the  people  as  you  have  done  here,  it's  my 
belief  that  they'd  have  had  the  eyes  out  of  my  head  long  before  this." 

"  That  only  shows  that  you  don't  know  Mikewa,"  said  the  Senator. 
"  Its  people  are  the  most  law-abiding  population  on  the  face  of  the 
earth." 

They  passed  through  the  wood,  and  a  couple  of  fields  brought 
them  to  Goarly's  house.  As  they  approached  it  by  the  back,  the  only 
live  thing  they  saw  was  the  old  goose  which  had  been  so  cruelly  de- 
prived of  her .  companions  and  progeny.  The  goose  was  waddling 
rotund  the  dirty  pool,  and  there  were  to  be  seen  sundry  ugly  signs  of 
a  poor  man's  habitation,  but  it  was  not  till  they  had  knocked  at  the 
window  as  well  as  the  door  that  Mrs.  Goarly  showed  herself.  She 
remembered  the  Senator  at  once,  and  curtseyed  to  him;  and  when 
Morton  introduced  himself,  she  curtseyed  again  to  the  Squire  of 
Bragton.  When  Goarly  was  asked  for,  she  shook  her  head,  and  de- 
clared that  she  knew  nothing  about  him.  He  had  been  gone,  she 
said,  for  the  last  week,  and  had  left  no  word  as  to  whither  he  was 
going; — nor  had  he  told  her  why.  "Has  he  given  up  his  action 
against  Lord  Eufibrd  i"'  asked  the  Senator.  , 

"  Indeed  then,  sir,  I  can't  tell  you  a  word  about  it." 
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"  I've  been  told  that  he  has  taken  Lord  Eufford's  money." 

"  He  ain't  'a  taken  no  money  as  I've  seed,  sir.  I  wish  he  had,  for 
money's  sore  wanted  here,  and  if  the  gcn'leman  has  a  mind  to  bo 

kind-hearted  "    Then  she  intimated  her  own  readiness  to  tako 

any  contribution  to  the  good  cause  which  the  Senator  might  be  willing 
to  make  at  that  moment.  But  the  Senator  buttoned  up  his  breeches 
pockets  with  stern  resolution.  Though  he  still  believed  Lord  Eufford 
to  be  altogether  wrong,  he  was  beginning  to  think  that  the  Goarlys 
were  not  worthy  his  benevolence.  As  she  came  to  the  door  with  them 
and  accompanied  them  a  few  yards  across  the  field,  she  again  told 
the  tragic  tale  of  her  goose but  the  Senator  had  not  another  word 
to  say  to  her. 

On  that  same  day,  Morton  drove  Mr.  Gotobed  into  Dillsborough, 
and  consented  to  go  with  him  to  Mr.  Bearside's  office.  They  found 
the  attorney  at  home,  and  before  anything  was  said  as  to  payment 
they  heard  his  account  of  the  action.  If  Goarly  had  consented  to  take 
any  money  from  Lord  Eufford,  he  knew  nothing  about  it.  As  far  as 
he  was  aware  the  action  was  going  on.  Ever  so  many  witnesses  must 
be  brought  from  a  distance  who  had  seen  the  crop  standing,  and  who 
would  have  no  bias  against  the  owner, — as  would  be  the  case  with 
neighbours,  such  as  Lawrence  Twentyman.  Of  course,  it  was  not 
easy  to  oppose  such  a  man  as  Lord  Eufford,  and  a  little  money  must 
be  spent.  Indeed,  such,  he  said,  was  his  interest  in  the  case  that  he 
had  already  gone  further  than  he  ought  to  have  done  out  of  his  own 
IDOcket.  Of  course,  they  would  be  successful, — that  is,  if  the  matter 
were  carried  on  with  spirit,  and  then  the  money  would  all  come  back 
again.  But  just  at  present  a  little  money  must  be  spent.  "  I  don't 
mean  to  spend  it,"  said  the  Senator. 

"  I  hope  you  won't  stick  to  that,  Mr.  Gotobed." 

"  But  I  shall,  sir.  I  understand  from  your  letter  that  you  look  to 
me  for  funds." 

"  Certainly  I  do,  Mr.  Gotobed ; — because  you  told  me  to  do  so." 
"  I  told  you  nothing  of  the  kind,  Mr.  Bearside." 
"  You  paid  me  £15  on  account,  Mr.  Gotobed." 
"  I  paid  you  £15  certainly." 

"  And  told  me  that  more  should  be  coming  as  it  was  wanted.  Do 
you  think  I  should  have  gone  on  for  such  a  man  as  Goarly, — a  fellow 
without  a  shiUing, — unless  he  had  some  one  like  you  to  back  him  ? 
It  isn't  likely.   Now,  Mr.  Morton,  I  appeal  to  you." 

"  I  don't  suppose  that  my  friend  has  made  himself  liable  for  your 
bill  betause  he  paid  you  £15  with  the  view  of  assisting  Goarly," 
said  ilorton. 

"  But  he  said  that  he  meant  to  go  on,  Mr.  Morton ;  he  said  that 
plain,  and  I  can  swear  it.  Now,  Mr.  Gotobed,  you  just  say  out  like 
an  honest  man  whether  you  didn't  give  me  to  understand  that  you 
meant  to  go  on." 
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"  I  never  employed  you  or  made  myself  responsible  for  your  bill." 

"You  avitborized  me,  distinctly, — most  distinctly,  and  I  shall 
stick  to  it.  "When  a  gentleman  comes  to  a  lawyer's  office  and  pays 
his  money,  and  tells  that  lawyer  as  how  he  means  to  see  the  case  out, 
• — explaining  his  reasons  as  you  did  when  you  said  all  that  against  the 
landlords  and  squires  and  nobility  of  this  here  country,  why  then  that 
lawyer  has  a  right  to  think  that  that  gentleman  is  his  mark." 

"I  thought  you  were  employed  by  Mr.  Scrobby,"  said  Morton,, 
who  had  heard  mtich  of  the  story  by  this  time. 

"  Then,  Mr.  Morton,  I  must  make  bold  to  say  that  you  have  heard 
wrong.  I  know  nothing  of  Mr.  Scrobby,  and  don't  want.  There 
ain't  nothing  about  the  poisoning  of  that  fox  in  this  case  of  ours. 
Scrobby  and  Goarly  may  have  done  that,  or  Scrobby  and  G-oarly  may 
be  as  innocent  as  two  babes  unborn  for  aught  I  know  or  care.  Excuse 
me,  Mr.  Morton,  but  I  have  to  be  on  my  p's  and  q's,  I  see.  This  is  a  case 
for  trespass  and  damage  against  Lord  Eufford,  in  which  we  ask  for 
40s.  an  acre.  Of  course  there  is  expenses.  There's  my  own  time. 
I  ain't  to  be  kept  here  talking  to  you  two  gentlemen  for  nothing,  I 
suppose.  Well,  this  gentleman  comes  to  me  and  pays  me  £15  to  go 
on.  I  couldn't  have  gone  on  without  something.  The  gentleman 
saw  that  plain  enough.  And  he  told  me  he'd  see  me  through  the 
rest  of  it." 

'•'  I  said  nothing  of  the  kind,  sir." 

"  Yery  well.  Then  we  must  put  it  to  a  jury.  May  I  make  bold  to 
ask  whether  you  are  going  out  of  the  country  all  at  once  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  here  for  the  next  two  months,  at  least." 

"  Happy  to  hear  it,  sir,  and  have  no  doubt  it  will  all  be  settled  before 
that  time, — amiable  or  otherwise.  But  as  I  am  money  out  of  pocket, 
I  did  hope  you  would  have  paid  me  something  on  account  to-day." 

Then  Mr.  Gotobed  made  his  offer,  informing  Mr.  Bearside  that 
he  had  brought  his  friend,  Mr.  Morton,  with  him  in  order  that 
there  might  be  a  witness.  "  I  could  see  that,  sir,  with  half  an  eye," 
said  the  attorney  unabashed.  He  was  willing  to  pay  Mr.  Bearside  a 
further  sum  of  £10  immediately  to  be  quit  of  the  affair,  not  because  he 
thought  that  any  such  sum  was  due,  but  because  he  wished  to  free 
himself  from  further  trouble  in  the  matter.  Mr.  Bearside  hinted,  in  a 
very  cavalier  way,  that  £20  might  be  thought  of.  A  further  payment 
of  £20  would  cover  the  money  he  was  out  of  pocket.  But  this  pro- 
position Mr.  Gotobed  indignantly  refused,  and  then  left  the  office  with 
his  friend.  "  Wherever  there  are  lawyers  there  will  be  rogues,"  said 
the  Senator,  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  in  the  street.  "  It  is  a  noble 
profession,  that  of  the  law ;  the  finest  that  perhaps  the  work  of  the 
world  affords ;  but  it  gives  scope  and  temptation  for  roguery.  I  do 
not  think,  however,  that  you  would  find  anything  in  America  so  bad 
as  that." 

"  Why  did  you  go  to  him  without  asking  any  questions  ? ' 


THE  SENATOE  IS  BADLY  TREATED. 


213 


"  Of  whom  was  I  to  ask  questions  ?  When  I  took  up  Goarly's  case 
be  had  ah-eady  put  it  into  this  man's  hands." 

"  I  am  sorry  you  should  be  troubled,  Mr.  Gotobed ;  but,  upon  my 
word,  I  cannot  say  but  what  it  serves  you  right." 

"That  is  because  you  are  offended  with  me.  I  endeavoured  to 
protect  a  poor  man  against  a  rich  man^  and  that  in  this  country  is 
cause  of  offence." 

After  leaving  the  attorney's  ofSce  they  called  on  Mr.  Mainwaring, 
the  rector,  and  found  that  he  knew,  or  professed  to  know,  a  great  deal 
more  about  Goarly  than  they  had  learned  from  Bearside.  According 
to  his  story,  Nickem,  who  was  clerk  to  Mr.  Masters,  had  Goarly  in  safe 
keeping  somewhere.  The  rector,  indeed,  was  acquainted  with  all  the 
details.  Scrobby  had  purchased  the  red  herrings  and  strychnine,  and 
had  employed  Goarly  to  walk  over  by  night  to  Eufford  and  fetch  them. 
The  poison  at  that  time  had  been  duly  packed  in  the  herrings.  Goarly 
had  done  this,  and  had,  at  Scrobby's  instigation,  laid  the  bait  down  in 
Dillsborough  Wood.  Nickem  was  now  at  work  trying  to  learn  where 
Scrobby  had  purchased  the  poison,  as  it  was  feared  that  Goarly's 
ovidence  alone  would  not  sufSce  to  convict  the  man.  But  if  the 
stryclmine  could  be  traced,  and  the  hernngs,  then  there  would  ba 
almost  a  certainty  of  punishing  Scrobby. 

"  And  what  about  Goarly  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 

"  He  would  escape,  of  course,"  said  the  rector.  "  He  would  get  a 
little  money,  and  after  such  an  experience,  would  probably  become 
a  good  friend  to  fox-hunting." 

"And  quite  a  respectable  man!"  The  rector  did  not  guarantee 
this,  but  seemed  to  think  that  there  would,  at  any  rate,  be  promise  of 
improved  conduct.  "  The  place  ought  to  be  too  hot  to  hold  him ! " 
exclaimed  the  Senator,  indignantly.  The  rector  seemed  to  think  it 
possible  that  he  might  find  it  uncomfortable  at  first,  in  which  case 
he  would  sell  the  land  at  a  good  price  to  Lord  Eufford,  and  every  one 
concerned  would  have  been  benefited  by  the  transaction, — except 
Scrobby,  for  whom  no  one  would  feel  any  pity. 

The  two  gentlemen  then  promised  to  come  and  dine  with  the  rector 
on  the  following  day.  He  feared,  he  said,  that  he  could  not  make  up 
a  party,  as  there  was,  he  declared,  nobody  in  Dillsborough.  "  I  never 
knew  such  a  place,"  said  the  rector.  "Except  old  Napper,  who  is 
there  ?  Masters  is  a  very  decent  fellow  himself,  but  he  has  got  out 
of  that  kind  of  thing ; — and  you  can't  ask  a  man  without  asking  his 
wife.  As  for  clergymen,  I'm  sick  of  dining  with  my  own  cloth  and 
discussing  the  troubles  of  sermons.  There  never  was  such  a  place  as 
Dillsborough ! "  Then  he  whispered  a  word  to  the  squire.  Was  the 
squire  unwilling  to  meet  his  cousin,  Eeginald  Morton  ?  Things  were 
said,  and  people  never  knew  what  was  true  and  what  was  false.  Then 
John  Morton  declared  that  he  would  be  very  happy  to  meet  his 
cousin. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

MB.  mainwaeing's  little  dinneb. 

The  company  at  the  rector's  house  consisted  of  the  Senator,  the  tvro 
Mortons,  Mr.  Surtees  the  curate,  and  old  Doctor  Napper.  Mrs.  Main- 
waring  was  not  well  enough  to  appear,  and  the  rector  therefore  was 
able  to  indulge  himself  in  what  he  called  a  bachelor  party.  As  a  rule, 
he  disliked  clergymen,  but  at  the  last  had  been  driven  to  invite  his 
curate  because  he  thought  six  a  better  number  than  five  for  joviality. 
He  began  by  asking  questions  as  to  the  Trefoils,  which  were  not  very 
fortunate.  Of  course  he  had  heard  that  Morton  was  to  marry  Arabella 
Trefoil,  and  thotigh  he  made  no  direct  allusion  to  the  fact,  as  Eeginald 
had  done,  he  spoke  in  that  bland,  eulogistic  tone  which  clearly  showed 
his  purpose.  "  They  went  with  you  to  Lord  Eufford's,  I  was  told." 
"Yes;  they  did." 

"  And  now  they  have  left  the  neighbourhood.  A  very  clever  young 
lady.  Miss  Trefoil ;  and  so  is  her  mother,  a  very  clever  woman."  The 
Senator,  to  whom  a  sort  of  appeal  was  made,  nodded  his  assent.  "  Lord 
Augustus,  I  believe,  is  a  brother  of  the  Duke  of  Mayfair  ?  " 

"Yes,  he  is,"  said  Morton.  "I  am  afraid  we  are  going  to  have 
frost  again."  Then  Eeginald  Morton  was  sure  that  the  marriage 
would  never  take  place. 

"The  Trefoils  are  a  very  distinguished  family,"  continued  the 
rector.  "  I  remember  the  present  duke's  father  when  he  was  in  the 
cabinet,  and  knew  this  man  almost  intimately  when  we  were  at  Christ- 
church  together.  I  don't  think  this  duke  ever  took  a  prominent 
part  in  politics  ?  " 

"  I  don't  kaow  that  he  ever  did,"  said  Morton. 

"  Dear,  dear !  how  tipsy  he  was  once  driving  back  to  Oxford  with 
me  in  a  gig !  But  he  has  the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  best  land- 
lords in  the  country  now." 

"  I  wonder  what  it  is  that  gives  a  man  the  reputation  of  being  a 
good  landlord.  Is  it  foxes  ?  "  asked  the  Senator.  The  rector  acknow- 
ledged with  a  smile  that  foxes  helped.  "  Or  does  it  mean  that  he  lets 
his  land  below  the  value  ?  If  so,  he  certainly  does  more  harm  than 
good,  though  he  may  like  the  popularity  which  he  is  rich  enough 
to  buy." 

"It  means  that  he  does  not  exact  more  than  his  due,"  said  the 
rector,  indiscreetly. 

"  When  I  hear  a  man  so  highly  praised  for  common  honesty  I  am, 
of  course,  led  to  suppose  that  dishonesty  in  his  particular  trade  is  the 
common  rule.  The  body  of  English  landlords  must  be  exorbitant 
tyrants  when  one  among  them  is  so  highly  eulogised  for  taking  no 
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more  than  his  own."  Luckily,  at  that  moment  dinner  was  announced, 
and  the  exceptional  character  of  the  Duke  of  Mayfair  was  allowed  to 
drop. 

Mr.  Mainwaring's  dinner  was  Tery  good  and  his  wines  were  excellent, 
— a  fact  of  which  Mr.  Mainwariug  himself  was  much  better  aware  than 
any  of  his  guests.  There  is  a  difficulty  in  the  giving  of  dinners,  of 
which  Mr.  Mainwaring  and  some  other  hosts  have  become  painfully 
aware.  What  service  do  you  do  to  any  one  in  pouring  your  best  claret 
down  his  throat,  when  he  knows  no  difference  between  that  and  a 
much  more  humble  vintage, — your  best  claret,  which  you  feel  so  sure 
you  cannot  replace  ?  Why  import  canvas-back  ducks  for  appetites 
which  would  be  quite  as  well  satisfied  with  those  out  of  the  next  farm- 
yard ?  Your  soup,  which  has  been  a  care  since  yesterday,  your  fish, 
got  down  with  so  much  trouble  from  Bond  Street  on  that  very 
day,  your  saddle  of  mutton,  in  selecting  which  you  have  afironted 
every  butcher  in  the  neighbourhood,  are  all  plainly  thrown  away! 
And  yet  the  hospitable  hero  who  would  fain  treat  his  friends  as  he 
would  be  treated  himself  can  hardly  arrange  his  dinners  according  to 
the  palates  of  his  different  guests ;  nor  will  he  like,  when  strangers  sit 
at  his  board,  to  put  nothing  better  on  his  table  than  that  cheaper  wine 
with  which  needful  economy  induces  him  to  solace  himself  when  alone. 
I;-— I  who  write  this, — have  myself  seen  an  honoured  guest  deluge 
with  the  pump  my,  ah!  so  hardly  earned,  most  scarce  and  most 
peculiar  vintage !  There  is  a  pang  in  such  usage  which  some  will  not 
understand,  but  which  cut  Mr.  Mainwaring  to  the  very  soul.  There 
was  not  one  among  them  there  who  appreciated  the  fact  that  the  claret 
on  his  dinner  table  was  almost  the  best  that  its  year  had  produced. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  say  a  word  on  such  a  subject  at  such  a 
moment ; — though  our  rector  was  not  a  man  who  usually  lauded  his 
own  viands.  "  I  think  you  will  find  that  claret  what  you  like,  Mr. 
Gotobed,"  he  said.  "It's  a  '57  Mouton,  and  judges  say  that  it  is 
good." 

"  Very  good  indeed,"  said  the  Senator.  "  In  the  States  we  haven't 
got  into  the  way  yet  of  using  dinner  clarets."  It  was  as  good  as  a 
play  to  see  the  rector  wince  under  the  ignominious  word.  "  Your 
great  statesman  added  much  to  your  national  comfort  when  he  took 
the  duty  off  the  lighter  kinds  of  French  wines." 

The  rector  could  not  stand  it.  He  hated  light  wines.  He  hated 
cheap  things  in  general.  And  he  hated  Gladstone  in  particular. 
"  Xothing,"  said  he,  "  that  the  statesman  you  speak  of  ever  did  or 
could  make  such  wine  as  that  any  cheaper.  I  am  sorry,  sir,  that  you 
don't  i^erceive  the  difi'erence." 

"  In  the  matter  of  wine,"  said  the  Senator,  "  I  don't  think  that  I 
have  happened  to  come  across  anything  so  good  in  this  country  as  our 
old  Madeiras.  But  then,  sir,  we  have  been  fortunate  in  our  climate. 
The  English  atmosphere  is  not  one  in  which  wine  seems  to  reach  its 
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full  perfection."  The  rector  heaved  a  deep  sigh  as  he  looked  up  to 
the  ceiling  with  his  hands  in  his  trowsers-pockets.  He  knew,  or 
thought  that  he  knew,  that  no  one  could  ever  get  a  glass  of  good  wine 
in  the  United  States.  He  knew,  or  thought  that  he  knew,  that  the 
best  wine  in  the  world  was  brought  to  England.  He  knew,  or  thought 
he  knew,  that  in  no  other  country  was  wine  so  well  understood,  so 
diligently  sought  for,  and  so  truly  enjoyed  as  in  England.  And  he 
imagined  that  it  was  less  understood  and  less  sought  for  and  less 
enjoyed  in  the  States  than  in  any  other  country.  He  did  not  as  yet 
know  the  Senator  well  enough  to  fight  with  him  at  his  own  table,  and 
could  only  groan  and  moan  and  look  up  at  the  ceiling.  Doctor  Napper 
endeavoured  to  take  away  the  sting  by  smacking  his  lips,  and  Eeginald 
Morton,  who  did  not  in  truth  care  a  straw  what  he  drank,  was  moved 
to  pity  and  declared  the  claret  to  be  very  fine.  "I  have  nothing 
to  say  against  it,"  said  the  Senator,  who  was  not  in  the  least  abashed. 

But  when  the  cloth  was  drawn, — for  the  rector  clung  so  lovingly 
to  old  habits  that  he  delighted  to  see  his  mahogany  beneath  the  wine 
glasses, — a  more  serious  subject  of  dispute  arose  suddenly,  though 
perhaps  hardly  more  disagreeable.  "  The  thing  in  England,"  said  the 
Senator,  "  which  I  find  most  difficult  to  understand,  is  the  matter  of 
what  you  call  Church  patronage." 

"  If  you'll  pass  half  an  hour  with  Mr.  Surtees  to-morrow  morning, 
he'll  explain  it  all  to  you,"  said  the  rector,  who  did  not  like  that  any 
subject  connected  with  his  profession  should  be  mooted  after  dinner. 

"  I  should  be  delighted,"  said  Mr.  Surtees. 

"  Nothing  would  give  me  more  pleasure,"  said  the  Senator ;  "  but 
what  I  mean  is  this : — the  question  is,  of  course,  one  of  paramount 
importance." 

"  No  doubt  it  is,"  said  the  deluded  rector. 

"  It  is  very  necessary  to  get  good  doctors." 

"  Well,  yes,  rather ; — considering  that  all  men  wish  to  live."  That 
observation,  of  course,  came  from  Doctor  Napper. 

"And  care  is  taken  in  employing  a  lawyer, — though,  after  my 
experience  of  yesterday,  not  always,  I  should  say,  so  much  care  as  is 
needful.  The  man  who  wants  such  aid  looks  about  him  and  gets  the 
best  doctor  he  can  for  his  money,  or  the  best  lawyer.  But  here  in 
England  he  must  take  the  clergyman  provided  for  him." 

"  It  would  be  very  much  better  for  him  if  he  did,"  said  the  rector. 

"  A  clergyman,  at  any  rate,  is  supposed  to  be  appointed ;  and  that 
clergyman  he  must  pay." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  rector.  "  The  clergy  are  paid  by  the  wise 
provision  of  former  ages." 

"  We  will  let  that  pass  for  the  present,"  said  the  Senator.  "  There 
he  is,  however  he  may  be  paid.  How  does  ho  get  there  ?  "  Now  it 
was  the  fact  that  Mr.  Mainwaring's  living  had  been  bought  for  him 
with  his  wife's  money, — a  fact  of  which  Mr.  Gotobed  was  not  aware. 
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but  which  he  wouhl  hardly  have  regarded  had  he  known  it.  "  How- 
does  he  get  there  ?  " 

"  In  the  majority  of  cases  the  bishop  puts  him  there,"  said  Mr. 
Sui'tees. 

"  And  how  is  the  bishop  governed  in  his  choice  ?  As  far  as  I  can 
learn  the  stipends  are  absurdly  various,  one  man  getting  £100  a  year 
for  working  like  a  horse  in  a  big  town,  and  another  £1000  for  living 
an  idle  life  in  a  luxurious  country  house.  But  the  bishop,  of  course, 
gives  the  bigger  plums  to  the  best  men.  How  is  it  then  that  the  big 
plums  find  their  way  so  often  to  the  sons  and  sons-in-law  and  nephews 
of  the  bishops  ?  " 

"  Becaiise  the  bishop  has  looked  after  their  education  and  princi- 
ples," said  the  rector. 

"  And  taught  them  how  to  choose  their  wives,"  said  the  Senator, 
with  imperturbable  gravity. 

"  I  am  not  the  son  of  a  bishop,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  rector. 

"  I  wish  you  had  been,  sir,  if  it  would  have  done  you  any  good.  A 
general  can't  make  his  son  a  colonel  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  or  an 
admiral  his  son  a  first  lieutenant,  or  a  judge  his  a  Queen's  Counsellor, 
— nor  can  the  head  of  an  office  promote  his  to  be  a  chief  secretary. 
It  is  only  a  bishop  can  do  this ; — I  suppose  because  a  cure  of  souls  is 
so  much  less  important  than  the  charge  of  a  ship  or  the  discipline  of 
twenty  or  thirty  clerks." 

"  The  bishops  don't  do  it,"  said  the  rector  fiercely. 

"Then  the  statistics  which  have  been  put  into  my  hands  belie 
them.  But  how  is  it  with  those  the  bishops  don't  appoint  ?  There 
seems  to  me  to  be  such  a  complication  of  absurdities  as  to  defy 
explanation." 

"  I  think  I  could  explain  them  all,"  said  Mr.  Surtees  mildly. 

"  If  you  can  do  so  satisfactorily,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  it," 
continued  the  Senator,  who  seemed,  in  truth,  to  be  glad  to  hear  no  one 
but  himself.  "  A  lad  of  one-and-twenty  learns  his  lessons  so  well  that 
he  has  to  be  rewarded  at  his  college,  and  a  part  of  his  reward  consists 
in  his  having  a  parish  entrusted  to  him  when  he  is  forty  years  old,  to 
which  he  can  maintain  his  right  whether  he  be  in  any  way  trained 
for  such  work  or  no.    Is  that  true  ?  " 

"  His  collegiate  education  is  the  best  training  he  can  have,"  said 
the  rector. 

"I  came  across  a  young  fellow  the  other  day,"  continued  the 
Senator,  "  in  a  very  nice  house,  with  £700  a  year,  and  learned  that  he 
had  inherited  the  living  because  he  -^as  his  father's  second  son.  Some 
poor  clergyman  had  been  keeping  it  ready  for  him  for  the  last  fifteen 
years  and  had  to  turn  out  as  soon  as  this  young  spark  could  be  made 
a  clergyman." 

"  It  was  his  father's  property,"  said  the  rector,  "  and  the  poor  man 
had  had  great  kindness  shown  him  for  those  fifteen  years." 
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"Exactly; — his  father's  property!  And  this  was  what  you  call 
a  cure  of  souls!  And  another  man  had  absolutely  had  his  living 
bought  for  him  by  his  unclCj — ^just  as  he  might  have  bought  him 
a  farm.  He  couldn't  have  bought  him  the  command  of  a  regiment 
or  a  small  judgeship.  In  those  matters  you  require  capacity.  It  is 
only  when  you  deal  with  the  Church  that  you  throw  to  the  winds  all 
ideas  of  fitness.  '  Sir/  or  '  Madam/  or  perhaps, '  my  little  dear,  you 
are  bound  to^  come  to  your  places  in  church  and  hear  me  expound 
the  word  of  God,  becatise  I  paid  a  heavy  sum  of  money  for  the  privi- 
lege of  teaching  you,  at  the  moderate  salary  of  £600  a  year ! ' " 

Mr.  Surtees  sat  aghast  with  his  mouth  open,  and  knew  not],how 
to  say  a  word.  Doctor  Napper  rubbed  his  red  nose.  Eeginald  Morton 
attempted  some  suggestion  about  the  wine,  which  fell  wretchedly  flat. 
John  Morton  ventured  to  tell  his  friend  that  he  did  not  understand 
the  subject,  "I  shall  be  most  happy  to  be  instructed/'  said  the 
Senator. 

"  Understand  it ! "  said  the  rector,  almost  rising  in  his  chair  to 
rebuke  the  insolence  of  his  guest — "  He  understands  nothing  about 
it,  and  yet  he  ventures  to  fall  foul  with  unmeasured  terms  on  an 
establishment  which  has  been  brought  to  its  present  condition  by  the 
fostering  care  of  perhaps  the  most  pious  set  of  divines  that  ever  lived, 
and  which  has  produced  results,  with  which  those  of  no  other  Church 
can  compare ! " 

"  Have  I  represented  anything  untruly  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 

"  A  great  deal,  sir." 

"  Only  put  me  right,  and  no  man  will  recall  his  words  more  readily. 
Is  it  not  the  case  that  livings  in  the  Church  of  England  can  be  bought 
and  sold  ?  " 

"  The  matter  is  one,  sir,"  said  the  rector,  "  which  cannot  be  dis- 
cussed in  this  manner.  There  are  two  clergymen  present  to  whom 
such  language  is  distasteful ;  as  it  is  also,  I  hope,  to  the  others,  who 
are  all  members  of  the  Church  of  England.  Perhaps  you  will  allow 
me  to  request  that  the  subject  may  be  changed."  After  that,  conver- 
sation flagged,  and  the  evening  was  by  no  means  joyous.  The  rectol 
certainly  regretted  that  his  "  '57  "  claret  should  have  been  expended 
on  such  a  man.  "  I  don't  think,"  said  he,  when  John  Morton  had 
taken  the  Senator  away,  "  that  in  my  whole  life  before  I  ever  met  such 
a  brute  as  that  American  Senator." 
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CHAPTEK  XLIII. 

rEESEOTJTION. 

There  was  great  consternation  in  the  attorney's  house  after  the 
writing  of  the  letter  to  Lawrence  Twentyman.  For  twenty-four 
hours  Mrs.  Masters  did  not  speak  to  Mary,  not  at  all  intending  to  let 
her  sin  pass  with  such  moderate  punishment  as  that,  but  thinking 
dui-iug  that  period  that,  as  she  might  perhaps  induce  Larry  to  ignore 
the  letter,  and  look  upon  it  as  though  it  were  not  written,  it  would 
be  best  to  say  nothing  till  the  time  should  come  in  which  the  lover 
might  again  urge  his  suit.  But  when  she  found  on  the  evening  of  the 
second  day  that  Larry  did  not  come  near  the  place,  she  could  control 
herself  no  longer,  and  accused  her  step-daughter  of  ruining  herself, 
her  father,  and  the  whole  family.  "  That  is  very  unfair,  mamma," 
Mary  said.  "  I  have  done  nothing.  I  have  only  not  done  that  which 
nobody  had  a  right  to  ask  me  to  do." 

"  Eight  indeed !  And  who  are  you  with  your  rights  ?  A  decent, 
well-behaved  young  man  with  five  or  six  hundred  a  year  has  no  right 
to  ask  you  to  be  his  wife !  All  this  comes  of  you  staying  with  an  old 
woman  with  a  handle  to  her  name." 

It  was  in  vain  that  Mary  endeavoured  to  explain  that  she  had  not 
alluded  to  Larry  when  she  declared  that  no  one  had  a  right  to  ask 
her  to  do  it.  She  had,  she  said,  always  thanked  him  for  his  good 
opinion  of  her,  and  had  spoken  well  of  him  whenever  his  name  was 
mentioned.  But  it  was  a  matter  on  which  a  young  woman  was  entitled 
to  judge  for  herself,  and  no  one  had  a  right  to  scold  her  because  she 
could  not  love  him.  Mrs.  Masters  hated  such  arguments,  despised 
this  rhodomontade  about  love,  and  would  have  crushed  the  girl  into 
obedience  could  it  have  been  possible.  "  You  are  an  idiot,"  she  said, 
"  an  ungrateful  idiot ;  and  unless  you  think  better  of  it,  you'll  repent 
your  folly  to  your  dying  day.  Who  do  yoa  think  is  to  come  running 
after  a  moping  slut  like  you  ?  "  Then  Mary  gathered  herself  up  and 
left  the  room,  feeling  that  she  could  not  live  in  the  house  if  she  were 
to  be  called  a  slut. 

Soon  after  this,  Larry  came  to  the  attorney  and  got  him  to  com© 
out  into  the  street,  and  to  walk  with  him  round  the  churchyard.  It 
was  the  spot  in  Dillsborough  in  which  they  would  most  certainly  be 
left  undisturbed.  This  took  place  on  the  day  before  his  proposition 
for  the  sale  of  Chowton  Farm.  "When  he  got  the  attorney  into  the 
churchyard,  he  took  out  Mary's  letter  and  in  speechless  agony  handed 
it  to  the  attorney.  "  I  saw  it  before  it  went,"  said  Masters,  putting 
it  back  ^vith  his  hand. 

"  I  suppose  she  means  it  ?  "  asked  Larry. 
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"  I  can't  say  to  you  but  what  she  does,  Twentyman.  As  far  as 
I  know  her,  she  isn't  a  girl  that  would  ever  say  anything  that  she 
didn't  mean." 

"  I  was  sure  of  that.  When  I  got  it  and  read  it,  it  was  just  as 
though  some  one  had  come  behind  me  and  hit  me  over  the  head  with 
a  wheel-spoke.  I  couldn't  have  ate  a  morsel  of  breakfast  if  I  knew 
I  wasn't  to  see  another  bit  of  food  for  four  and  twenty  hours." 

"  I  knew  you  would  feel  it,  Larry." 

"  Feel  it !  Till  it  came  to  this  I  didn't  think  of  myself  but  what 
I  had  more  strength.  It  has  knocked  me  about  till  I  feel  all  over  like 
drinking." 

"  Don't  do  that,  Larry." 

"I  won't  answer  for  myself  what  I'll  do.  A  man  sets  his  heart  on 
a  thing, — just  on  one  thing, — and  has  grit  enough  in  him  to  be  sure 
of  himself  that  if  he  can  get  that,  nothing  shall  knock  him  over. 
When  that  thoroughbred  mare  of  mine  slipped  her  foal,  who  can  say 
I  ever  whimpered.  When  I  got  pleuro  among  the  cattle,  I  killed 
a'most  the  lot  of  'em  out  of  hand,  and  never  laid  awake  a  night  about 
it.  But  I've  got  it  so  heavy  this  time  I  can't  stand  it.  You  don't 
think  I  have  any  chance,  Mr.  Masters  ?  " 

"  You  can  try,  of  course.   You're  welcome  to  the  house." 

"  But  what  do  you  think  ?   You  must  know  her." 

"  Grirls  do  change  their  minds." 

"  But  she  isn't  like  other  girls.  Is  she  now  ?  I  come  to  you 
because  I  sometimes  think  Mrs.  Masters  is  a  little  hard  on  her.  Mrs. 
Masters  is  aboiit  the  best  friend  I  have.  There  isn't  anybody  more 
on  my  side  than  she  is.  But  I  feel  sure  of  this ; — Mary  will  never  be 
"drove." 

"  I  don't  think  she  will,  Larry." 

"  She's  got  a  will  of  her  own  as  well  as  another." 

"  No  man  alive  ever  had  a  better  daughter." 

"  I'm  sure  of  that,  Mr.  Masters ;  and  no  man  alive  '11  ever  have  a 
'better  wife.  But  she  won't  be  drove.  I  might  ask  her  again,  you 
think?" 

"  You  certainly  have  my  leave." 

"  But  would  it  be  any  good  ?  I'd  rather  cut  my  throat,  and  have 
done  with  it,  than  go  about  teasing  her  because  her  parents  let  me 
come  to  her."  Then  there  was  a  pause  during  which  they  walked  on, 
the  attorney  feeling  that  he  had  nothing  more  to  say.  "  What  I  want 
to  know,"  said  Larry,  "  is  this.   Is  there  anybody  else  ?  " 

That  was  just  the  point  on  which  the  attorney  himself  was  per- 
plexed. He  had  asked  Mary  that  question,  and  her  silence  had 
assured  him  that  it  was  so.  Then  he  had  suggested  to  her  the  name 
of  the  only  probable  suitor  that  occurred  to  him,  and  she  had  repelled 
the  idea  in  a  manner  that  had  convinced  him  at  once.  There  was 
some  onCj  but  Mr.  Surtees  was  not  the  man.   There  was  some  one. 
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he  was  sure,  but  lie  had  not  been  able  to  cross-examine  her  on  the 
subject.  He  had,  since  that,  cudgelled  his  brain  to  think  who  that 
some  one  might  be,  but  had  not  succeeded  in  suggesting  a  name  even 
to  himself.  That  of  Keginald  Morton,  who  hardly  ever  came  to  the 
house,  and  whom  he  regarded  as  a  silent,  severe,  unapproachable  man, 
did  not  come  into  his  mind.  Among  the  young  ladies  of  Dillsborough 
Eeginald  Morton  was  never  regarded  as  even  a  possible  lover.  And 
yet  there  was  assuredly  some  one.  "  If  there  is  anyone  else,  I  think 
you  ought  to  tell  me,"  continued  Larry. 

"  It  is  quite  possible." 

"  Young  Surtees,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  say  there  is  anybody ;  but  if  there  be  anybody,  I  do  not 
think  it  is  Surtees." 
"Who  else,  then?" 

"  I  cannot  say,  Larry.    I  know  nothing  about  it." 
"  But  there  is  some  one  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  say  so.    You  ask  me,  and  I  tell  you  all  I  know." 

Again  they  walked  round  the  churchyard  in  silence,  and  the 
attorney  began  to  be  anxious  that  the  interview  might  be  over.  He 
hardly  liked  to  be  interrogated  about  the  state  of  his  daughter's  heart, 
and  yet  he  had  felt  himself  bound  to  tell  what  he  knew  to  the  man 
who  had  in  all  respects  behaved  well  to  him.  When  they  had  returned 
for  the  third  or  fourth  time  to  the  gate  by  which  they  had  entered 
Larry  spoke  again.   "  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  give  it  up  ?  " 

"  What  can  I  say  ?  " 

"  You  have  been  fair  enough,  Mr.  Masters.  And  so  has  she.  And 
so  has  everybody.  I  shall  just  get  away  as  quick  as  I  can,  and  go  and 
hang  myself.  I  feel  above  bothering  her  any  more.  When  she  sat 
down  to  write  a  letter  like  that  she  must  have  been  in  earnest." 

"  She  certainly  was  in  earnest,  Larry." 

"  What's  the  use  of  going  on  after  that  ?  Only  it  is  so  hard  for  a 
fellow  to  feel  that  everything  is  gone.  It  is  just  as  though  the  house 
was  burnt  down,  and  I  was  to  wake  in  the  morning  and  find  that  the 
land  didn't  belong  to  me." 

"  Not  so  bad  as  that,  Larry." 

"  Not  so  bad,  Mr.  Masters !  Then  you  don't  know  what  it  is  I'm 
feeling.  I'd  let  his  lordship  or  Squire  Morton  have  it  all,  and  go  in 
upon  it  as  a  tenant  at  30s.  an  acre,  so  that  I  could  take  her  along  with 
me.  I  would,  and  sell  the  horses  and  set  to  and  work  in  my  shirt- 
sleeves. A  man  could  stand  that.  Nobody  wouldn't  laugh  at  me 
then.  But  there's  an  emptiness  now  here  that  makes  me  sick  all 
through,  as  though  I  hadn't  got  stomach  left  for  anything."  Then 
poor  Larry  put  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  hid  his  face  upon  the 
churchyard  wall.  The  attorney  made  some  attempt  to  say  a  kind 
word  to  him,  and  then,  leaving  him  there,  slowly  made  his  way  back 
to  his  office. 
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We  already  know  what  first  step  Larry  took  with  the  intention  of 
running  away  from  his  cares.  In  the  house  at  Dillsborough  things 
were  almost  as  bad  as  they  were  with  him.  Over  and  over  again  Mrs. 
Masters  had  told  her  husband  that  it  was  all  his  fault,  and  that  if  he 
had  torn  the  letter  when  it  was  showed  to  him  everything  would  have 
been  right  by  the  end  of  the  two  months.  This  he  bore  with  what 
equanimity  he  could,  shutting  himself  up  very  much  in  his  office, 
occasionally  escaping  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  ease  to  his  friends 
at  the  Bush,  and  eating  his  meals  in  silence.  But  when  he  became 
aware  that  his  girl  was  being  treated  with  cruelty,  that  she  was  never 
spoken  to  by  her  stepmother  without  harsh  words,  and  that  her  sisters 
were  encouraged  to  be  disdainful  to  her,  then  his  heart  rose  within 
him  and  he  rebelled.  He  declared  aloud  that  Mary  should  not  be 
persecuted,  and  if  this  kind  of  thing  were  continued,  he  would  defend 
his  girl,  let  the  consequences  be  what  they  might. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  defend  her  against  ?  "  asked  his  wife. 

"  I  won't  have  her  ill-used  because  she  refuses  to  marry  at  your 
bidding." 

"  Bah !  You  know  as  much  how  to  manage  a  girl  as  though  you 
were  an  old  maid  yourself.  Cocker  her  up  and  make  her  think  that 
nothing  is  good  enough  for  her.  Break  her  spirit,  and  make  her  come 
round,  and  teach  her  to  know  what  it  is  to  have  an  honest  man's 
house  offered  to  her.  If  she  don't  take  Larry  Twentyman's,  she's 
like  to  have  none  of  her  own  before  long."  But  Mr.  Masters  would  not 
assent  to  this  plan  of  breaking  his  girl's  spirit,  and  so  there  was  con- 
tinual war  in  the  place,  and  every  one  there  was  unhappy. 

Mary  herself  was  so  unhappy  that  she  convinced  herself  that  it  was 
necessary  that  some  change  should  be  made.  Then  she  remembered 
Lady  Ushant's  offer  of  a  home,  and  not  only  the  offer,  but  the  old 
lady's  assurance  that  to  herself  such  an  arrangement,  if  possible,  would 
be  very  comfortable.  She  did  not  suggest  to  herself  that  she  would 
leave  her  father's  home  for  ever  and  always ;  but  it  might  be  that  an 
absence  of  some  months  might  relieve  the  absolute  misery  of  their 
present  mode  of  living.  The  effect  on  her  father  was  so  sad  that  she 
was  almost  driven  to  regret  that  he  should  have  taken  her  own  part. 
Her  stepmother  was  not  a  bad  woman,  nor  did  Mary  even  now  think 
her  to  be  bad.  She  was  a  hardworking,  painstaking  wife,  with  a  good 
general  idea  of  justice.  In  the  division  of  puddings  and  pies  and  other 
material  comforts  of  the  household  she  would  deal  evenly  between  her 
own  children  and  her  stepdaughter.  She  had  not  desired  to  send 
Mary  away  to  an  inadequate  home,  or  with  a  worthless  husband.  But 
when  the  proper  home  and  the  proper  man  were  there  she  was  pre- 
pared to  use  any  amount  of  hardship  to  secure  these  good  things  to 
the  family  generally.  This  hardship  Mary  could  not  endure,  nor 
could  Mary's  father  on  her  behalf,  and  therefore  Mary  prepared  a 
letter  to  Lady  TJshant,  in  which,  at  great  length,  she  told  her  old 
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friend  the  ^vhole  story.  She  spoke  as  tenderly  as  was  possible  of  all 
concerned,  but  declared  that  her  stepmother's  feelings  on  the  subject 
were  so  strong  that  every  one  in  the  house  was  made  wretched.  Under 
these  circumstances — for  her  father's  sake  if  only  for  that— she  thought 
herself  bound  to  leave  the  house.  "  It  is  quite  impossible/'  she  said, 
"that  I  should  do  as  they  wish  me.  That  is  a  matter  on  which  a 
young  woman  must  judge  for  herself.  If  you  could  have  me  for  a  few 
months  it  would,  perhaps,  all  pass  by.  I  should  not  dare  to  ask  this 
but  for  what  you  said  yourself;  and,  dear  Lady  Ushant,  pray  remember 
that  I  do  not  want  to  be  idle.  There  are  a  great  many  things  I  can 
do ;  and  though  I  know  that  nothing  can  pay  for  kindness,  I  might 
perhaps  be  able  not  to  be  a  burden."  Then  she  added  in  a  postscript, 
"Papa  is  everything  that  is  kind;  but  then  all  this  makes  him  so 
miserable ! " 

When  she  had  kept  the  letter  by  her  for  a  day  she  showed  it  to  her 
father,  and  by  his  consent  it  was  sent.  After  much  consultation  it 
was  agreed  between  them  that  nothing  should  be  said  about  it  to  Mrs. 
Masters  till  the  answer  should  come ;  and  that,  should  the  answer  be 
favourable,  the  plan  should  be  carried  out  in  spite  of  any  domestic 
opposition.  In  this  letter  Mary  told,  as  accurately  as  she  could,  the 
whole  story  of  Larry's  courtship,  and  was  very  clear  in  declaring  that, 
under  no  possible  circumstances,  could  she  encourage  any  hope.  But, 
of  course,  she  said  not  a  word  as  to  any  other  man,  or  as  to  any  love 
on  her  side.  "  Have  you  told  her  everything  ?  "  said  her  father  as  he 
closed  the  letter. 

"  Yes,  papa ;  everything  that  there  is  to  be  told."  Then  there  arose 
within  his  own  bosom  an  immense  desire  to  know  that  secret,  so  that, 
if  possible,  he  might  do  something  to  relieve  her  pain ;  but  he  could 
not  bring  himself  to  ask  further  questions. 

Lady  Ushant,  on  receiving  the  letter,  much  doubted  what  she 
ought  to  do.  She  acknowledged  at  once  Mary's  right  to  appeal  to  her, 
and  assured  herself  that  the  girl's  presence  would  be  a  comfort  and  a 
happiness  to  herself.  If  Mary  were  quite  alone  in  the  world,  Lady 
Ushant  would  have  been  at  once  prepared  to  give  her  a  home.  But 
she  doubted  as  to  the  propriety  of  taking  the  girl  from  her  own 
family.  She  doubted  even  whether  it  would  not  be  better  that  Mary 
should  be  left  within  the  influence  of  Larry  Twentyman's  charms.  A 
settlement,  an  income,  and  mutual  comforts  for  life  are  very  serious 
things  to  all  people  who  have  reached  Lady  Ushant's  age.  And  then 
ehe  had  a  doubt  within  her  own  mind  whether  Mary  might  not  be  de- 
barred from  accepting  this  young  man  by  some  unfortunate  preference 
for  Eeginald  Morton.  She  had  seen  them  together,  and  had  suspected 
something  of  the  truth  before  it  had  glimmered  before  the  eyes  of  any 
one  in  Dillsborough.  Had  Beginald  been  so  inclined.  Lady  Ushant 
would  liave  been  very  glad  to  see  him  marry  Mary  Masters.  For  both 
their  sakes  she  would  have  preferred  such  a  match  to  one  with  the 
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owner  of  Chowton  Farm.  But  she  did  not  think  that  Eeginald  himself 
was  that  way  minded,  and  she  fancied  that  poor  Mary  might  be 
throwing  away  her  prosperity  in  life  were  she  to  wait  for  Eeginald's 
love.  Larry  Twentyman  was,  at  any  rate,  sure ;  and  perhaps  it  might 
be  unwise  to  separate  the  girl  from  her  lover. 

In  her  doubt  she  determined  to  refer  the  case  to  Eeginald  himself, 
and  instead  of  writing  to  Mary  she  wrote  to  him.  She  did  not  send 
him  Mary's  letter, — which  would,  she  felt,  have  been  a  breach  of  faith ; 
nor  did  she  mention  the  name  of  Larry  Twentyman.  But  she  told 
him  that  Mary  had  proposed  to  come  to  Cheltenham  for  a  long  visit 
because  there  were  disturbances  at  home, — which  disturbances  had 
arisen  from  her  rejection  of  a  certain  suitor.  Lady  TJshant  said  a 
great  deal  as  to  the  inexpediency  of  fostering  family  quarrels,  and 
suggested  that  Mary  might  perhaps  have  been  a  little  impetuous. 
The  presence  of  this  lover  could  hardly  do  her  much  injury.  These 
were  not  days  in  which  young  women  were  forced  to  marry  men. 
What  did  he,  Eeginald  Morton,  think  about  it  ?  He  was  to  remember 
that  as  far  as  she  herself  was  concerned,  she  dearly  loved  Mary 
Masters  and  would  be  delighted  to  have  her  at  Cheltenham ;  and,  so 
remembering,  he  was  to  see  the  attorney,  and  Mary  herself,  and  if 
necessary  Mrs.  Masters ; — and  then  to  report  his  opinion  to  Chelten- 
ham. 

Then,  fearing  that  her  nephew  might  be  away  for  a  day  or  two,  or 
that  he  might  not  be  able  to  perform  his  commission  instantly,  and 
thinking  that  Mary  might  be  unhappy  if  she  received  no  immediate 
reply  to  such  a  request  as  hers  had  been.  Lady  TJshant  by  the  same 
post  wrote  to  her  young  friend  as  follows : — 

"  Dear  Maey, 

"  Eeginald  will  go  over  and  see  your  father  about  your  propo- 
sition. As  far  as  I  myself  am  concerned,  nothing  would  give  me  so 
much  pleasure.  This  is  quite  sincere.  But  the  matter  is  in  other 
respects  very  important.  Of  course  I  have  kept  your  letter  all  to 
myself,  and  in  writing  to  Eeginald  I  have  mentioned  no  names. 

"  Your  affectionate  friend, 

"Makgaeet  Ushant." 


(    ii--^-3  ) 
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"particularly  proud  op  tou." 

Arabei.la  Trefoil  left  her  uncle's  mansion  on  the  day  after  her 
lover's  departure,  certainly  not  in  triumph,  but  with  somewhat  re- 
covered spirits.  When  she  first  heard  that  Lord  Eufford  was  gone, — 
that  he  had  fled  away,  as  it  were,  in  the  middle  of  the  night  without 
saying  a  word  to  her,  without  a  syllable  to  make  good  the  slight 
assurances  of  his  love  that  had  been  given  to  her  in  the  post  carriage, 
she  felt  that  she  was  deserted  and  betrayed.  And  when  she  found 
herself  altogether  neglected  on  the  following  day,  and  that  the  slightly 
valuable  impression  which  she  had  made  on  her  aunt  was  apparently 
gone,  she  did  for  half  an  hour  think  in  earnest  of  the  Paragon  and 
Patagonia.  But  after  a  while  she  called  to  mind  all  that  she  knew  of 
great  efforts  successfully  made  in  opposition  to  almost  overwhelming 
difficulties.  She  had  heard  of  forlorn  hopes,  and  perhaps  in  her  young 
days  had  read  something  of  Csesar  still  clinging  to  his  Commentaries 
as  he  struggled  in  the  waves.  This  was  her  forlorn  hope,  and  she 
would  be  as  brave  as  any  soldier  of  them  all.  Lord  Eufford's  embraces 
were  her  Commentaries,  and  let  the  winds  blow  and  the  waves  roll 
as  they  might,  she  would  still  cling  to  them.  After.lunch  she  spoke  to 
her  aunt  with  great  courage, — as  the  duchess  thought  with  great 
effrontery.  "My  uncle  wouldn't  speak  to  Lord  Eufford  before  he 
went  ? " 

"  How  could  he  speak  to  a  man  who  ran  away  from  his  house  in 
that  way?" 

"  The  running  away  as  you  call  it,  aunt,  did  not  take  place  till  two 
days  after  I  told  you  all  about  it.  I  thought  he  would  have  done  as 
much  as  that  for  his  brother's  daughter." 

"  I  don't  believe  in  it  at  all,"  said  the  duchess  sternly. 

"  Don't  believe  in  what,  aunt  ?  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you 
don't  believe  that  Lord  Eufford  has  asked  me  to  be  his  wife ! "  Then 
she  paused,  but  the  duchess  absolutely  lacked  the  courage  to  express 
her  conviction  again.  "  I  don't  suppose  it  signifies  much,"  continued 
Arabella,  "  but  of  course  it  would  have  been  something  to  me  that 
Lortl  Eufford  should  have  known  that  the  duke  was  anxious  for  my 
welfare.  He  was  quite  prepared  to  have  assured  my  uncle  of  his 
intentions." 

"  Then  why  didn't  he  speak  himself?  " 

"  Because  the  duke  is  not  my  father.  Eeally,  aunt,  when  I  hear 
you  talk  of  his  running  away  I  do  feel  it  to  be  unkind.  As  if  we 
didn't  all  know  that  a  man  like  that  goes  and  comes  as  he  pleases.  It 
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was  just  before  dinner  tliat  he  got  the  message,  and  was  he  to  run 
round  and  wish  everybody  good-bye  like  a  schoolgirl  going  to  bed  ?  " 

The  duchess  was  almost  certain  that  no  message  had  come,  and, 
from  various  little  things  which  she  had  observed  and  from  tidings 
which  reached  her,  very  much  doubted  whether  Arabella  had  known 
anything  of  his  intended  going.  She,  too,  had  a  maid  of  her  own  who 
on  occasions  could  bring  information.  But  she  had  nothing  further 
to  say  on  the  subject.  If  Arabella  should  ever  become  Lady  Eufford 
she  would,  of  course,  among  other  visitors  be  occasionally  received  at 
Mistletoe.  She  could  never  be  a  favourite,  but  things  would  to  a 
certain  degree  have  rectified  themselves.  But  if,  as  the  duchess 
expected,  no  such  marriage  took  place,  then  this  ill-conducted  niece 
should  never  be  admitted  within  the  house  again. 

Later  on  in  the  afternoon,  some  hours  after  it  became  dusk, 
Arabella  contrived  to  meet  her  aunt  in  the  hall  with  a  letter  in  her 
hand,  and  asked  where  the  letter-box  was.  She  knew  where  to  deposit 
her  letters  as  well  as  did  the  duchess  herself;  but  she  desired  an 
opportunity  of  proclaiming  what  she  had  done.  "  I  am  writing  to 
Lord  Eufford.  Perhaps  as  I  am  in  your  house  I  ought  to  tell  you 
what  I  have  done." 

"  The  letter-box  is  in  the  billiard-room,  close  to  the  door,"  said  the 
duchess,  passing  on.  Then  she  added  as  she  went,  "  The  post  for 
to-day  has  gone  already." 

"  His  lordship  will  have  to  wait  a  day  for  his  letter.  I  dare  say  it 
won't  break  his  heart,"  said  Arabella,  as  she  turned  away  to  the 
billiard-room. 

All  this  had  been  planned ;  and,  moreover,  she  had  so  written  her 
letter  that  if  her  magnificent  aunt  should  condescend  to  tamper  with 
it  all  that  was  in  it  should  seem  to  corroborate  her  own  story.  The 
duchess  would  have  considered  herself  disgraced  if  ever  she  had 
done  such  a  thing ;  but  the  niece  of  the  duchess  did  not  quite  under- 
stand that  this  would  be  so.   The  letter  was  as  follows : 


"Mistletoe,  19tli  Jany.,  1875. 

"Deaeest  E., 

"  Your  going  off  like  that  was,  after  all,  very  horrid.  My  aunt 
thinks  that  you  were  running  away  from  me.  I  think  that  you  were 
running  away  from  her.  Which  was  true  ?  In  real  earnest  I  don't 
for  a  moment  think  that  either  I  or  the  duchess  had  anything  to  do 
with  it,  and  that  you  did  go  because  some  horrid  man  wrote  and  asked 
you.  I  know  you  don't  like  being  bound  by  any  of  the  convention- 
alities. I  hope  there  is  such  a  word,  and  that  if  not  you'll  understand 
it  just  the  same. 

"  Oh,  Peltry, — and  oh.  Jack,— and  oh,  that  road  back  to  Stamford! 
I  am  so  stiff  that  I  can't  sit  upright,  and  everybody  is  cross  to  me, 
and  everything  is  uncomfortable.   What  horrible  things  women  are ! 
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There  isn't  one  here,  not  even  old  Lady  Eumpiis,  who  hasn't  an 
unmarried  daughter  left  in  the  world,  who  isn't  jealous  of  me,  because 

— because  .    I  must  leave  you  to  guess  why  they  all  hate  me  so ! 

A-ud  I'm  sure  if  you  had  given  Jack  to  any  other  woman  I  should  hato 
her,  though  you  may  give  every  horse  you  have  to  any  man  that  you 
please.  I  wonder  whether  I  shall  have  another  day's  hunting  before 
it  is  all  over.  I  suppose  not.  It  was  almost  by  a  miracle  that  we 
niauaged  yesterday — only  fancy — yesterday!  It  seems  to  be  an  age 
Ago ! 

"  Pray,  pray,  pray  write  to  me  at  once, — to  the  Connop  Greens',  so 
that  I  may  get  a  nice,  soft,  pleasant  word  directly  I  get  among  those 
nasty,  hard,  unpleasant  people.  They  have  lots  of  money,  and  plenty 
of  furniture,  and  I  dare  say  the  best  things  to  eat  and  drink  in  the 
world,  but  nothing  else.  There  will  be  no  Jack ;  and  if  there  were, 
alas !  alas !  no  one  to  show  me  the  way  to  ride  him. 

"  I  start  to-morrow,  and,  as  far  as  I  understand,  shall  have  to  make 
my  way  into  Hampshire  all  by  myself,  with  only  such  security  as  my 
maid  can  give  me.  I  shall  make  her  go  in  the  same  carriage,  and 
shall  have  the  gratification  of  looking  at  her  all  the  way.  I  suppose 
I  ought  not  to  say  that  I  will  shut  my  eyes  and  try  to  think  that 
somebody  else  is  there. 

"  Good-bye  dear,  dear  R.  I  shall  be  dying  for  a  letter  from  you. 
Yours  ever,  with  all  my  heart. — A. 

'•  I  shall  write  you  such  a  serious  epistle  when  I  get  to  the 
Greens'." 

This  was  not  such  a  letter  as  she  thought  that  her  aunt  would 
approve ;  but  it  was,  she  fancied,  such  as  the  duchess  would  believe 
that  she  would  write  to  her  lover.  And  if  it  were  allowed  to  go  on  its 
way,  it  would  make  Lord  Eufford  feel  that  she  was  neither  alarmed 
nor  displeased  by  the  suddenness  of  his  departure.  But  it  was  not 
expected  to  do  much  good.  It  might  produce  some  short,  joking,  half- 
r.ffectionate  reply,  but  would  not  draw  from  him  that  serious  word 
'.vhich  was  so  necessary  for  the  success  of  her  scheme.  Therefore,  she 
liad  told  him  that  she  intended  to  prepare  a  serious  missile.  Should 
this  pleasant  little  message  of  love  miscarry,  the  serious  missile  would 
still  he  sent,  and  the  miscarriage  would  occasion  no  harm. 

But  then  further  plans  were  necessary.  It  might  be  that  Lord 
Eufford  would  take  no  notice  of  the  serious  missile,  which  she  thought 
very  probable.  Or  it  might  be  that  he  would  send  back  a  serious 
reply,  in  which  he  would  calmly  explain  to  her  that  she  had  un- 
fortunately mistaken  his  sentiments,  which  she  believed  would  be  a 
stretch  of  manhood  beyond  his  reach.  But  in  either  case  she  would 
be  prepared  with  the  course  which  she  would  follow.  In  the  first,  she 
would  begin  by  forcing  her  father  to  write  to  him  a  letter  which 
she  herself  would  dictate.   In  the  second,  she  would  set  the  whole 
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family  at  liim  as  far  as  the  family  were  within  her  reach.  With  her 
ooiiyin.  Lord  Mistletoe,  who  was  only  two  years  older  than  herself,  she 
luid  always  held  pleasant  relations.  They  had  been  children  together, 
and  as  they  had  grown  up  the  young  lord  had  liked  his  pretty  cousin. 
Latterly  they  had  seen  each  other  but  rarely,  and  therefore  the  feeling 
still  remained.  She  would  tell  Lord  Mistletoe  her  whole  story, — that 
is,  the  story  as  she  would  please  to  tell  it, — and  implore  his  aid.  Her 
father  should  be  driven  to  demand  from  Lord  Eufford  an  execution  of 
his  alleged  promises.  She  herself  would  write  such  a  letter  to  the 
duke  as  an  uncle  should  be  unable  not  to  notice.  She  would  move 
heaven  and  earth  as  to  her  wrongs.  She  thought  that  if  her  friends 
would  stick  to  her.  Lord  Eufford  would  be  weak  as  water  in  their 
hands.  But  it  must  be  all  done  immediately,  so  that  if  everything 
failed  she  might  be  ready  to  start  to  Patagonia  some  time  in  April. 
When  she  looked  back  and  remembered  that  it  was  hardly  more  than 
two  months  since  she  had  been  taken  to  Eufford  Hall  by  Mr.  Morton 
she  could  not  accuse  herself  of  having  lost  any  time. 

In  London  she  met  her  mother, — as  to  which  meeting  there  had 
been  some  doubt — and  underwent  the  tortures  of  a  close  examination. 
She  had  thought  it  prudent  on  this  occasion  to  tell  her  mother  some- 
thing, but  not  to  tell  anything  quite  truly.  "  He  has  proposed  to  me," 
she  said. 

"  He  has ! "  said  Lady  Augustus,  holding  up  her  hands  almost  in 
awe. 

"  Is  there  anything  so  wonderful  in  that  ?  " 

"  Then  it  is  all  arranged  ?   Does  the  duke  know  it  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  all  arranged  by  any  means,  and  the  duke  does  know  it. 
Now,  mamma,  after  that  I  must  decline  to  answer  any  more  questions. 
I  have  done  all  this  myself,  and  I  mean  to  continue  it  in  the  same 
way." 

"  Did  he  speak  to  the  duke  ?    You  will  tell  me  that  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  nothing." 

"  You  will  drive  me  mad,  Arabella." 

"  That  will  be  better  than  your  driving  me  mad  just  at  present. 
You  ought  to  feel  that  I  have  a  great  deal  to  think  of." 

"  And  have  not  I  ?  " 

"  You  can't  help  me ;— not  at  jaresent." 

"  But  he  did  propose, — in  absolute  words  ?  " 

"  Mamma,  what  a  goose  you  are !  Do  you  suppose  that  men  do  it 
all  now  just  as  it  is  done  in  books  ?  '  Miss  Arabella  Trefoil,  will  you 
do  me  the  honour  to  become  my  wife?'  Do  you  think  that  Lord 
Eufford  would  ask  the  question  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  very  good  way." 

"Any  way  is  a  good  way  that  answers  the  purpose.    He  has 
proposed,  and  I  mean  to  make  him  stick  to  it." 
"  You  doubt,  then?" 
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"  Mamma,  you  are  so  silly.  Do  you  not  know  what  sucli  a  man  is 
well  enough  to  be  sure  that  he'll  change  his  mind  half  a  dozen  times 
if  he  can  ?  I  don't  mean  to  let  him ;  and  now,  after  that,  I  won't  say 
another  word." 

"I  have  got  a  letter  here  from  Mr.  Short  saying  that  something 
must  be  fixed  about  Mr.  Morton."  Mr.  Short  was  the  lawyer  who  had 
been  instructed  to  prepare  the  settlements. 

"  Mr.  Short  may  do  whatever  he  likes,"  said  Arabella.  There  were 
very  hot  words  between  them  that  night  in  London,  but  the  mother 
could  obtain  no  further  information  from  her  daughter. 

That  serious  epistle  had  been  commenced  even  before  Arabella  had 
left  Mistletoe;  but  the  composition  was  one  which  required  great 
care,  and  it  was  not  completed  and  copied  and  re-copied  till  she  had 
been  t^vo  days  in  Hampshire.  Not  even  when  it  was  finished  did  she 
say  a  word  to  her  mother  about  it.  She  had  doubted  much  as  to 
the  phrases  which  in  such  an  emergency  she  ought  to  use,  but  she 
thought  it  safer  to  trust  to  herself  than  to  her  mother.  In  writing 
such  a  letter  as  that  posted  at  Mistletoe  she  believed  herself  to  be 
happy.  She  could  write  it  quickly,  and  understood  that  she  could 
convey  to  her  correspondent  some  sense  of  her  assumed  mood.  But 
her  serious  letter  would,  she  feared,  be  stiff  and  repulsive.  Whether 
her  fears  were  right  the  reader  shall  judge,  for  the  letter  when  written 
was  as  follows  :— 

"  Marygold  Place,  Basingstoke, 
"  Saturday. 

"My  dear  Loed  Euffobd, 

"You  will,  I  suppose,  have  got  the  letter  that  I  wrote 
before  I  left  Mistletoe,  and  which  I  directed  to  Mr.  Surbiton's.  There 
was  not  much  in  it,  except  a  word  or  two  as  to  your  going  and  as  to 
my  desolation,  and  just  a  reminiscence  of  the  hunting.  There  was 
no  reproach  that  you  should  have  left  me  without  any  farewell,  or 
that  you  should  have  gone  so  suddenly,  after  saying  so  much,  without 
saying  more.  I  wanted  you  to  feel  that  you  had  made  me  very  happy, 
and  not  to  feel  that  your  departure  in  svich  a  way  had  robbed  me  of 
part  of  the  happiness. 

"  It  was  a  little  bad  of  you,  because  it  did,  of  course,  leave  me  to  the 
hardness  of  my  aunt,  and  because  all  the  other  women  there  would,  of 
course,  follow  her.    She  had  inquired  about  our  journey  home, — that 

dear  journey  home,— and  I  had,  of  course,  told  her,  well  I  had 

better  say  it  out  at  once ;  I  told  her  that  we  were  engaged.  You,  I  am 
f^ure,  will  think  that  the  truth  was  best.  She  wanted  to  know  why 
you  did  not  go  to  the  duke.  I  told  her  that  the  duke  was  not  my 
father ;  but  that,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  the  duke  might  speak  to 
you  or  not  as  he  pleased.  I  had  nothing  to  conceal.  I  am  very  glad 
he  did  not,  because  he  is  pompous,  and  you  would  have  been  bored. 
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If  there  is  one  thing  I  desire  more  than  ao  other  it  is  that  nothing 
belonging  to  me  shall  ever  be  a  bore  to  you.  I  hope  I  may  never 
stand  in  the  way  of  anything  that  may  gratify  you, — as  I  said  when 
you  lit  that  cigar.  You  will  have  forgotten,  I  dare  say.  But,  dear 
Eufford, — dearest;  I  may  say  that,  mayn't  I?— say  something,  or  do 
something,  to  make  me  satisfied.  You  know  what  I  mean,  don't  you  ? 
It  isn't  that  I'm  a  bit  afraid  myself.  I  don't  think  so  little  of  myself, 
or  so  badly  of  you.  But  I  don't  like  other  women  to  look  at  me  as 
though  I  ought  not  to  be  proud  of  anything.  I  am  proud  of  every- 
thing ;  particularly  proud  of  you, — and  of  Jack. 

"Now  there  is  my  serious  epistle,  and  I  am  sure  that  you  will 
answer  it  like  a  dear,  good,  kind-hearted,  loving — lover.  I  won't  be 
afraid  of  writing  the  word,  nor  of  saying  that  I  love  you  with  all  my 
heart,  and  that  I  am  always  your  own 

"  Ababella." 

She  kept  the  letter  till  the  Sunday,  thinking  that  she  might  have 
an  answer  to  that  written  from  Mistletoe,  and  that  his  reply  might 
alter  its  tone,  or  induce  her  to  put  it  aside  altogether ;  but  when  on 
Sunday  morning  none  came,  her  own  was  sent.  The  word  in  it  which 
frightened  herself  was  the  word  "  engaged."  She  tried  various  other 
phrases,  but  declared  to  herself  at  last  that  it  was  useless  to  "  beat 
about  the  buih."  He  must  know  the  light  in  which  she  was  pleased 
to  regard  those  passages  of  love  which  she  had  permitted,  so  that  there 
might  be  no  mistake.  Whether  the  letter  would  be  to  his  liking  or 
not,  it  must  be  of  such  a  nature  that  it  would  certainly  draw  from 
him  an  answer  on  which  she  could  act.  She  herself  did  not  like  the 
letter ;  but,  considering  her  difficulties,  we  may  own  that  it  was  not 
much  amiss. 


CHAPTEE  XLV. 

lOKD  ETJFrOBD  MAKES  UP  HIS  MIND. 

As  it  happened.  Lord  Eufford  got  the  two  letters  together,  the  cause 
of  which  was  as  follows : 

When  he  ran  away  from  Mistletoe,  as  he  certainly  did,  he  had 
thought  much  about  that  journey  home  in  the  carriage,  and  was  quite 
aware  that  he  had  made  an  ass  of  himself.  As  she  sat  at  dinner  on 
that  day  at  Mistletoe  his  neighbour  had  said  some  word  to  him  in  joke 
as  to  his  attachment  to  Miss  Trefoil,  and  after  the  ladies  had  left  the 
room  another  neighbour  of  the  other  sex  had  hoped  that  he  had  had 
a  pleasant  time  on  the  road.    Again,  ia  the  drawing-room  it  had 
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seemed  to  him  that  he  was  observed.  lie  could  not  refrain  from 
saying  a  few  words  to  Arabella  as  she  lay  on  the  sofa.  Not  to  do  so 
after  what  liad  occurred  would  have  been  in  itself  peculiar.  But 
when  he  did  sOj  some  other  man  who  was  near  her  made  way  for  him, 
as  though  she  were  acknowledged  to  be  altogether  his  property.  And 
tlien  the  duchess  had  striven  to  catch  him,  and  lead  him  into  special 
conversation.  When  this  attempt  was  made  he  decided  that  he  must 
at  once  retreat, — or  else  make  up  his  mind  to  marry  the  young  lady. 
And  therefore  he  retreated. 

He  breakfasted  that  morning  at  the  inn  at  Stamford,  and  as  he 
smoked  his  cigar  afterwards,  he  positively  resolved  that  he  would 
under  no  circumstances  marry  Arabella  Trefoil.  He  was  being  hunted 
and  run  down,  and,  with  the  instinct  of  all  animals  that  are  hunted, 
he  prepared  himself  for  escape.  It  might  be  said,  no  doubt  would  be 
said,  that  he  behaved  badly.  That  would  be  said  because  it  would 
not  be  open  to  him  to  tell  the  truth.  The  lady  in  such  a  case  can 
always  tell  her  story,  with  what  exaggeration  she  may  please  to  give, 
and  can  complain.  The  man  never  can  do  so.  When  inquired  into, 
he  cannot  say  that,  he  has  been  pursued.  He  cannot  tell  her  friends 
that  she  began  it,  and,  in  point  of  fact,  did  it  all.  "  She  would  fall 
into  my  arms;  she  would  embrace  me;  she  persisted  in  asking  me 
whether  I  loved  her ! "  Though  a  man  have  to  be  shot  for  it,  or 
kicked  for  it,  or  even  though  he  have  to  endure  perpetual  scorn  for  it, 
he  cannot  say  that  let  it  be  ever  so  true.  And  yet  is  a  man  to  be 
forced  into  a  marriage  which  he  despises  ?  He  would  not  be  forced 
into  the  marriage,— and  the  sooner  he  retreated  the  less  woiild  be  the 
metaphorical  shooting  and  kicking  and  the  real  scorn.  He  must  get 
out  of  it  as  best  he  could ; — but  that  he  would  get  out  of  it  he  was 
quite  determined. 

That  afternoon  he  reached  Mr.  Surbiton's  house,  as  did  also 
Captain  Battersby,  and  his  horses,  grooms,  and  other  belongings. 
When  there  he  received  a  lot  of  letters,  and  among  others  one  from 
Mr.  Eunciman,  of  the  Bush,  inquiring  as  to  a  certain  hiring  of  rooms 
and  preparation  for  a  dinner  or  dinners  which  had  been  spoken  of  in 
reference  to  a  final  shooting  decreed  to  take  place  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Dillsborough  in  the  last  week  of  January.  Such  things  were 
often  planned  by  Lord  Eufford,  and  afterwards  forgotten  or  neglected. 
When  he  declared  his  purpose  to  Eunciman,  he  had  not  intended 
to  go  to  Mistletoe,  nor  to  stay  so  long  with  his  friend  Surbiton.  But 
now  he  almost  thought  that  it  would  be  better  for  him  to  be  back 
at  Eufford  Hall,  where  at  present  his  sister  was  staying  with  her 
husband.  Sir  George  Penwether. 

In  the  evening  of  the  second  or  third  day  his  old  friend  Tom 
Surbiton  said  a  few  words  to  him  which  had  the  effect  of  sending  him 
back  to  Eufford.  They  had  sat  out  the  rest  of  the  men  who  formed 
the  party  and  were  alone  in  the  smoking-room.    "  So  you're  going  to 
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marry  Miss  Trefoil,"  said  Tom  Surbiton,  who  perhaps  of  all  his  friends 
was  the  most  intimate. 

"  Who  says  so  ?  " 

"I  am  saying  so  at  present." 

"  You  are  not  saying  it  on  your  own  authority.  You  have  never 
seen  me  and  Miss  Trefoil  in  a  room  together." 

"Everybody  says  so.  Of  course  such  a  thing  cannot  be  arranged 
without  being  talked  about." 

"  It  has  not  been  arranged." 

"  If  you  don't  mean  to  have  it  arranged,  you  had  better  look  to  it. 
I  am  speaking  in  earnest,  Eufford.  I  am  not  going  to  give  up 
authorities.  Indeed  if  I  did  I  might  give  up  everybody.  The  very 
servants  suppose  that  they  know  it,  and  there  isn't  a  groom  or  horse- 
boy about  who  isn't  in  his  heart  congratulating  the  young  lady  on  her 
promotion." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Tom," 

"Well;— what  is  it?" 

"  If  this  had  come  from  any  other  man  than  yourself  I  should 
quarrel  with  him.  I  am  not  engaged  to  the  young  lady,  nor  have  I 
done  anything  to  warrant  anybody  in  saying  so." 

"  Then  I  may  contradict  it." 

"  I  don't  want  you  either  to  contradict  it  or  affirm  it.  It  would  be 
an  impertinence  to  the  young  lady  if  I  were  to  instruct  any  one  to 
contradict  such  a  report.  But,  as  a  fact,  I  am  not  engaged  to  marry 
Miss  Trefoil,  nor  is  there  the  slightest  chance  that  I  ever  shall  be 
so  engaged."    So  saying,  he  took  up  his  candlestick  and  walked  off. 

Early  on  the  next  morning  he  saw  his  friend  and  made  some  sort 
of  laughing  apology  for  his  heat  on  the  previous  evening.    "  It  is  so 

d  hard  when  these  kind  of  things  are  said  because  a  man  has  lent 

a  young  lady  a  horse.  However,  Tom,  between  you  and  me  the  thing 
is  a  lie." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Tom. 

"And  now  I  want  you  to  come  over  to  Eufford  on  the  twenty- 
eighth."  Then  he  explained  the  details  of  his  proposed  party,  and 
got  his  friend  to  promise  that  he  would  come.  He  also  made  it  under- 
stood that  he  was  going  home  at  once.  There  were  a  hundred  things, 
he  said,  which  made  it  necessary.  So  the  horses  and  grooms  and 
servant  and  portmanteaus  were  again  made  to  move,  and  Lord  Eufford 
left  his  friend  on  that  day  and  went  up  to  London  on  his  road  to 
Euiford. 

He  was  certainly  disturbed  in  his  mind,  foreseeing  that  there  might 
be  much  difficulty  in  his  way.  He  remembered  with  fair  accuracy  all 
that  had  occurred  during  the  journey  from  Stamford  to  Mistletoe. 
He  felt  assured  that  up  to  that  time  he  had  said  nothing  which  could 
be  taken  to  mean  a  real  declaration  of  love.  All  that  at  Eufford  had 
been  nothing.   He  had  never  said  a  word  which  could  justify  the  girl 
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in  a  hoiic.  In  the  carriage  she  had  asked  him  whether  he  loved  her, 
and  lie  had  said  that  he  did.  Ho  had  also  declared  that  he  would 
do  anything  in  his  power  to  make  her  happy.  Was  a  man  to  be 
bound  to  marry  a  girl  because  of  such  a  scene  as  that  ?  There  was, 
however,  nothing  for  him  to  do  except  to  keep  out  of  the  girl's 
way.  If  she  took  any  stops,  then  he  must  act.  But  as  he  thought 
of  it,  he  swore  to  himself  that  nothing  should  induce  him  to  marry 
her. 

He  remained  a  couple  of  days  in  town  and  reached  Eufford  Hall 
on  the  Monday, — just  a  week  from  the  day  of  that  fatal  meet  at 
Peltry.  There  he  found  Sir  George  and  his  sister  and  Miss  Penge, 
and  spent  his  first  evening  in  quiet.  On  the  Tuesday  he  hunted  with 
the  U.  E.  U.J  and  made  his  arrangements  with  Eunciman.  He  invited 
Hampton  to  shoot  with  him.  Surbiton  and  Battersby  were  coming, 
and  his  brother-in-law.  Not  wishing  to  have  less  than  six  guns,  he 
asked  Hampton  how  he  could  make  up  his  party.  "  Morton  doesn't 
shoot,"  he  said,  "  and  is  as  stiff  as  a  post."  Then  he  was  told  that 
John  Morton  was  supposed  to  be  very  ill  at  Bragton.  "  I'm  sick  of 
both  the  Botseys,"  continued  the  lord,"  thinking  more  of  his  party 
than  of  Mr.  Morton's  health.  "  Purefoy  is  still  sulky  with  me  because 
he  killed  poor  old  Caneback."  Then  Hampton  suggested  that  if  he 
would  ask  Lawrence  Twentyman  it  might  be  the  means  of  saving  that 
unfortunate  young  man's  life.  The  story  of  his  unrequited  love  was 
known  to  every  one  at  Dillsborough,  and  it  was  now  told  to  Lord 
EuflFord.  "He  is  not  half  a  bad  fellow,"  said  Hampton,  "  and  quite  as 
much  like  a  gentleman  as  either  of  the  Botseys." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted  to  save  the  life  of  so  good  a  man  on  such  easy 
terms,"  said  the  lord.  Then  and  there,  with  a  pencil,  on  the  back  of 
an  old  letter,  he  wrote  a  line  to  Larry  asking  him  to  shoot  on  next 
Satui'day,  and  dine  with  him  afterwards  at  the  Bush. 

That  evening  on  his  return  home  he  found  both  the  letters  from 
Arabella.  As  it  happened,  he  read  them  in  the  order  in  which  they 
had  been  written,  first  the  laughing  letter,  and  then  the  one  that 
was  declared  to  be  serious.  The  earlier  of  the  two  did  not  annoy 
him  much.  It  contained  hardly  more  than  those  former  letters  which 
liad  induced  him  to  go  to  Mistletoe.  But  the  second  letter  opened 
vip  her  entire  strategy.  She  had  told  the  duchess  that  she  was 
engaged  to  him,  and  the  duchess  of  course  would  have  told  the 
duke.  And  now  she  wrote  to  him  asking  him  to  acknowledge  the 
engagement  in  black  and  white.  The  first  letter  he  might  have 
ignored.  He  might  have  left  it  unanswered  without  gross  miscon- 
duct. But  the  second  letter,  which  she  herself  had  declared  to  be  a 
serious  epistle,  was  one  which  he  could  not  neglect.  Now  had  come 
liis  difBculty.  What  must  he  do  ?  How  should  he  answer  it  ?  Was 
it  imperative  on  him  to  write  the  words  with  his  own  liand?  Would 
it  be  possible  that  he  should  get  his  sister  to  undertake  the  com- 
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mission  ?  He  said  nothing  about  it  to  any  one  for  four  and  twenty 
hours ;  but  he  passed  those  hours  in  much  discomfort.  It  did  seem 
so  hard  to  him  that,  because  he  had  been  forced  to  carry  a  lady  home 
from  hunting  in  a  postchaise,  he  should  be  driven  to  such  straits 
as  this !  The  girl  was  evidently  prepared  to  make  a  fight  of  it.  There 
would  be  the  duke  and  the  duchess  and  that  prig  Mistletoe,  and  that 
idle  ass  Lord  Augustus,  and  that  venomous  old  woman  her  mother, 
all  at  him.  He  almost  doubted  whether  a  shooting  excursion  in 
Central  Africa,  or  a  visit  to  the  Pampas,  would  not  be  the  best  thing 
for  him.  But  still,  though  he  should  resolve  to  pass  five  years  among 
the  Andes,  he  must  answer  the  lady's  letter  before  he  went. 

Then  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  tell  everything  to  his 
brother-in-law,  as  far  as  everything  can  be  told  in  such  a  matter. 
Sir  George  was  near  fifty,  full  fifteen  years  older  than  his  wife,  who 
was  again  older  than  her  brother.  He  was  a  man  of  moderate  wealth, 
very  much  respected,  and  supposed  to  be  possessed  of  almost  infinite 
wisdom.  He  was  one  of  those  few  human  beings  who  seem  never  to 
make  a  mistake.  Whatever  he  put  his  hand  to  came  out  well ; — and 
yet  everybody  liked  him.  His  brother-in-law  was  a  little  afraid  of 
him,  but  yet  was  always  glad  to  see  him.  He  kept  an  excellent  house 
in  London,  but,  having  no  country  house  of  his  own,  passed  much  of 
his  time  at  Eufford  Hall  when  the  owner  was  not  there.  In  spite  of 
the  young  peer's  numerous  faults.  Sir  George  was  much  attached 
to  him,  and  always  ready  to  help  him  in  his  difficulties.  "Pen- 
wether,"  said  the  lord,  "  I  have  got  myself  into  an  awful  scrape." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.   A  woman,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  never  gamble,  and  therefore  no  other  scrape  can  be 
awful.   A  young  lady  wants  to  marry  me." 

"  That  is  not  unnatural'" 

"  But  I  am  quite  determined,  let  the  result  be  what  it  may,  that 
I  won't  marry  the  young  lady." 

"  That  will  be  unfortunate  for  her,  and  the  more  so  if  she  has  a 
right  to  expect  it.   Is  the  young  lady  Miss  Trefoil  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  mention  any  name, — till  I  was  sure  it  might 
be  necessary.    But  it  is  Miss  Trefoil." 

"  Eleanor  had  told  me  something  of  it." 

"  Eleanor  knows  nothing  about  this,  and  I  do  not  wish  you  to  tell 
her.  The  young  lady  was  here  with  her  mother, — and  for  the  matter 
of  that  with  a  gentleman  to  whom  she  was  certainly  engaged ; — but 
nothing  particular  occurred  here.  That  unfortunate  ball  was  going 
on  when  poor  Caneback  was  dying.  But  I  met  her  since  that  at 
Mistletoe." 

"  I  can  hardly  advise,  you  know,  unless  you  tell  me  everything." 

Then  Lord  Eufford  began.  "  These  kind  of  things  are  sometimes 
deuced  hard  upon  a  man.  Of  course,  if  a  man  were  a  saint  or  a 
philosopher  or  a  Joseph  he  wouldn't  get  into  such  scrapes, — and 
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pcrhcaps  every  man  ought  to  be  something  of  that  sort.     But  I  don't 
know  how  a  man  is  to  do  it,  unless  it's  born  with  him." 
"  A  httle  prudence,  I  should  say." 

"  You  might  as  well  tell  a  fellow  that  it  is  his  duty  to  be  six  feet 
high." 

"But  what  have  you  said  to  the  young  lady, — or  what  has  she 
said  to  you  ? 

"  There  has  been  a  great  deal  more  of  the  latter  than  the  former. 
I  say  so  to  you,  but,  of  course,  it  is  not  to  be  said  that  I  have  said 
so.  I  cannot  go  forth  to  the  world  complaining  of  a  young  lady's 
conduct  to  me.  It  is  a  matter  in  which  a  man  must  not  tell  the 
truth." 

"  But  what  is  the  truth  ?  " 

"She  writes  me  word  to  say  that  she  has  told  all  her  friends 
that  I  am  engaged  to  her,  and  kindly  presses  me  to  make  good  her 
assurances  by  becoming  so." 

"  And  what  has  passed  between  you  ?  " 

"  A  fainting  fit  in  a  carriage  and  half-a-dozen  kisses." 

"  Nothing  more  ?  " 

"  Nothing  more  that  is  material.  Of  course,  one  cannot  tell  it  all 
down  to  each  mawkish  word  of  humbugging  sentiment.  There  are- 
her  letters,  and  what  I  want  you  to  remember  is  that  I  never  asked 
her  to  be  my  wife,  and  that  no  consideration  on  earth  shall  induce- 
me  to  become  her  husband.  Though  all  the  duchesses  in  England 
were  to  persecute  me  to  the  death  I  mean  to  stick  to  that." 

Then  Sir  George  read  the  letters  and  handed  them  back.  "Sh& 
seems  to  me,"  said  he,  "  to  have  more  wit  about  her  than  any  of  the 
family  that  I  have  had  the  honour  of  meeting." 

"  She  has  wit  enough, — and  pluck  too." 

"  You  have  never  said  a  word  to  her  to  encourage  these  hopes." 

"  My  dear  Penwether,  don't  you  know  that  if  a  man  with  a  large- 
income  says  to  a  girl  like  that  that  the  sun  shines  he  encourages  hope. 
I  understand  that  well  enough.  I  am  a  rich  man  with  a  title,  and  a. 
big  house,  and  a  great  command  of  luxuries.  There  are  so  many 
young  ladies  who  would  also  like  to  be  rich,  and  to  have  a  title,  and  a. 
big  house,  and  a  command  of  luxuries  1  One  sometimes  feels  oneself 
like  a  carcase  in  the  midst  of  vultures." 

"  Marry  after  a  proper  fashion,  and  you'll  get  rid  of  all  that." 

"  I'll  think  about  it,  but  in  the  meantime  what  can  I  say  to  this- 
young  woman  ?  When  I  acknowledge  that  I  kissed  her,  of  course  I 
encouraged  hopes." 

"  No  doubt." 

"  But  St.  Anthony  would  have  had  to  kiss  this  young  woman  if  she- 
had  made  her  attack  upon  him  as  she  did  on  me ; — and,  after  all,  a 
kiss  doesn't  go  for  everything.  These  are  things,  Penwether,  that 
must  not  be  inquired  into  too  curiously.    But  I  won't  marry  her, 
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■fchough  it  were  a  score  of  kisses.  And  now  what  must  I  do  ?  "  Sir 
George  said  tliat  he  would  take  till  the  next  morning  to  think  about 
it —meaning  to  make  a  draft  of  the  reply  which  he  thought  his 
brother-in-law  might  best  send  to  the  lady. 


CHAPTER  XL VI. 

IT  CANNOT  BE  AEEANGED. 

When  Eeginald  Morton  received  his  aunt's  letter  he  understood  from 
it  more  than  she  had  intended.  Of  course,  the  man  to  whom  allusion 
was  made  was  Mr.  Twentyman;  and,  of  course,  the  discomfort  at 
home  had  come  from  Mrs.  Masters'  approval  of  that  suitor's  claim. 
Eeginald,  though  he  had  seen  but  little  of  the  inside  of  the  attorney's 
household,  thought  it  very  probable  that  the  step-mother  would  make 
the  girl's  home  very  uncomfortable  for  her.  Though  he  knew  well  all 
the  young  farmer's  qualifications  as  a  husband, — namely,  that  he  was 
well  to  do  in  the  world  and  bore  a  good  character  for  honesty  and 
general  conduct, — still  he  thoroughly,  nay  heartily,  approved  of  Mary's 
rejection  of  the  man's  hand.  It  seemed  to  him  to  be  sacrilege  that 
such  a  one  should  have  given  to  him  such  a  woman.  There  was,  to 
his  thinking,  something  about  Mary  Masters  that  made  it  altogether 
Tinfit  that  she  should  pass  her  life  as  the  mistress  of  Chowton  Farm, 
and  he  honoured  her  for  the  persistence  of  her  refusal.  He  took  his 
pipe  and  went  out  into  the  garden  in  order  that  he  might  think  of  it 
all  as  he  strolled  round  his  little  domain. 

But  why  should  he  think  so  much  about  it  ?  Why  should  he  take 
so  deep  an  interest  in  the  matter?  What  was  it  to  him  whether 
Mary  Masters  married  after  her  kind,  or  descended  into  what  he  felt 
to  be  an  inferior  manner  of  life  ?  Then  he  tried  to  tell  himself  what 
were  the  gifts  in  the  girl's  possession  which  made  her  what  she  was, 
and  he  pictured  her  to  himself,  running  over  all  her  attributes.  It 
was  not  that  she  specially  excelled  in  beauty.  He  had  seen  Miss 
Trefoil  as  she  was  being  driven  about  the  neighbourhood,  and  having 
heard  much  of  the  young  lady  as  the  future  wife  of  his  own  cousin, 
had  acknowledged  to  himself  that  she  was  very  handsome.  But  he 
had  thought  at  the  same  time  that  i;nder  no  possible  circumstances 
could  he  have  fallen  in  love  with  Miss  Trefoil.  He  believed  that  he 
did  not  care  much  for  female  beauty,  and  yet  he  felt  that  he  could  sit 
and  look  at  Mary  Masters  by  the  hour  together.  There  was  a  quiet, 
even  composure  about  her,  always  lightened  by  the  brightness  of 
her  modest  eyes,  which  seemed  to  tell  him  of  some  mysterious  world 
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within,  ■which  was  like  the  unseen  loveliness  that  one  fancies  to  bo 
hidden  within  the  bosom  of  distant  mountains.  There  was  a  poem  ta 
be  read  there  of  surpassing  beauty,  rhythmical  and  eloquent  as  the 
music  of  the  spheres,  if  it  might  only  be  given  to  a  man  to  read  it. 
There  was  an  absence,  too,  of  all  attempt  at  feminine  self-glorification 
which  he  did  not  analyse  but  thoroughly  appreciated.  There  was  no 
fussy  amplification  of  hair,  no  made-up  smiles,  no  affectation  either  in 
her  good  humour  or  her  anger,  no  attempt  at  effect  in  her  gait,  in 
her  speech,  or  her  looks.  She  seemed  to  him  to  be  one  who  had 
something  within  her  on  which  she  coiild  feed  independently  of  the 
grosser  details  of  the  world  to  which  it  was  her  duty  to  lend  her  hand. 
And  then  her  colour  charmed  his  eyes.  Miss  Trefoil  was  white  and 
red ; — white  as  pearl  powder  and  red  as  paint.  Mary  blasters,  to  tell 
the  truth,  was  brown.  No  doubt  that  was  the  prevailing  colour,  if 
one  colour  must  be  named.  But  there  was  so  rich  a  tint  of  young  life 
beneath  the  surface,  so  soft  but  yet  so  visible  an  assurance  of  blood 
and  health  and  spirit,  that  no  one  could  describe  her  complexion  by 
so  ugly  a  word  without  falsifying  her  gifts.  In  all  her  movements  she 
was  tranquil,  as  a  noble  woman  should  be.  Even  when  she  had 
turned  from  him  with  some  anger  at  the  bridge,  she  had  walked  like 
a  princess.  There  was  a  certainty  of  modesty  about  her  which  was 
like  a  granite  wall  or  a  strong  fortress.  As  he  thought  of  it  all  he  did 
not  understand  how  such  a  one  as  Lawrence  Twentyman  should  have 
dared  to  ask  her  to  be  his  wife, — or  should  even  have  wished  it. 

We  know  what  were  her  feelings  in  regard  to  himself, — how  she 
had  come  to  look  almost  with  worship  on  the  walls  within  which  he 
lived;  but  he  had  guessed  nothing  of  this.  Even  now,  when  he 
knew  that  she  had  applied  to  his  aunt  in  order  that  she  might  escape 
from  her  lover,  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  she  could  care  for  himself. 
He  was  older  than  she,  nearly  twenty  years  older,  and  even  in  his 
younger  years,  in  the  hard  struggles  of  his  early  life,  had  never 
regarded  himself  as  a  man  likely  to  find  favour  with  women.  There 
was  in  his  character  much  of  that  modesty  for  which  he  gave  her  such 
infinite  credit.  Though  he  thought  but  little  of  most  of  those  around 
him,  he  thought  also  but  little  of  himself.  It  would  break  his  heart 
to  ask  and  be  refused; — but  he  could,  he  fancied,  live  very  well 
without  Mary  Masters.  Such,  at  any  rate,  had  been  his  own  idea  to 
himself  hitherto;  and  now,  though  he  was  driven  to  think  much  of 
her,  though  on  the  present  occasion  he  was  forced  to  act  on  her  behalf, 
he  would  not  tell  himself  that  he  wanted  to  take  her  for  his  wife. 
He  constantly  assured  himself  that  he  wanted  no  wife,  that  for  him  a 
solitary  life  would  be  the  best.  But  yet  it  made  him  wretched  when 
he  reflected  that  some  man  would  assuredly  marry  Mary  Masters.  He 
had  heard  of  that  excellent  but  empty-headed  yoimg  man  Mr.  Surtees. 
When  the  idea  occurred  to  him  he  foimd  himself  reviling  Mr.  Surtees 
as  being  of  all  men  the  most  puny,  the  most  unmanly,  and  the  least 
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worthy  of  marrying  Mary  Masters.  Now  that  Mr.  Twentyman  was 
certainly  disposed  of,  he  almost  became  jealous  of  Mr.  Surtees. 

It  was  not  till  three  or  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  that  he  went 
out  on  his  commission  to  the  attorney's  house,  having  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  do  everything  in  his  power  to  facilitate  Mary's 
proposed  return  to  Cheltenham.  He  asked  first  for  Mr.  Masters  and 
-then  for  Miss  Masters,  and  learned  that  they  were  both  out  together. 
But  he  had  been  desired  also  to  see  Mrs.  Masters,  and  on  inquiring 
for  her  was  again  shown  into  the  grand  drawing-room.  Here  he 
remained  a  quarter  of  an  hour  while  the  lady  of  the  house  was  chang- 
ing her  cap  and  apron,  which  he  spent  in  convincing  himself  that  this 
house  was  altogether  an  unfit  residence  for  Mary.  In  the  chamber  in 
which  he  was  standing  it  was  clear  enough  that  no  human  being  ever 
lived.  Mary's  drawing-room  ought  to  be  a  bower  in  which  she  at 
least  might  pass  her  time  with  books  and  music  and  pretty  things 
around  her.  The  squalor  of  the  real  living  room  might  be  conjectured 
from  the  untouched  cleanliness  of  this  useless  sanctum.  At  last  the 
lady  came  to  him  and  welcomed  him  with  very  grim  courtesy.  As  a 
•client  of  her  husband  he  was  very  well; — but  as  a  nephew  of  Lady 
Ushant  he  was  injurious.  It  was  he  who  had  carried  Mary  away  to 
Cheltenham,  where  she  had  been  instigated  to  throw  her  bread-and- 
butter  into  the  fire, — as  Mrs.  Masters  expressed  it, — by  that  pernicious 
■old  woman  Lady  Ushant.  "Mr.  Masters  is  out  walking,"  she  said. 
Eeginald  clearly  understood  by  the  contempt  which  she  threw  almost 
unconsciously  into  her  words  that  she  did  not  approve  of  her  husband 
going  out  walking  at  such  an  hour. 

"  I  had  a  message  for  him, — and  also  for  you.  My  aunt.  Lady 
Ushant,  is  very  anxious  that  your  daughter  Mary  should  return  to 
her  at  Cheltenham  for  a  while."  The  proposition,  to  Mrs.  Masters' 
thinking,  was  so  monstrous,  and  was  at  the  same  time  so  unexpected, 
rthat  it  almost  took  away  her  breath.  At  any  rate,  she  stood  for  a 
moment  speechless.  "My  aunt  is  very  fond  of  your  daughter,"  he 
■continued,  "  and,  if  she  can  be  spared,  would  be  delighted  to  have  her. 
Perhaps  she  has  written  to  Miss  Masters,  but  she  has  asked  me  to 
come  over  and  see  if  it  cannot  be  arranged." 

"  It  cannot  be  arranged,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.  "  Nothing  of  the 
kind  can  be  arranged." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that." 

"  It  is  only  disturbing  the  girl,  and  upsetting  her,  and  filling  her 
head  full  of  nonsense.  What  is  she  to  do  at  Cheltenham  ?  This  is 
her  home,  and  here  she  had  better  be."  Though  things  had  hitherto 
gone  very  badly,  though  Larry  Twentyman  had  not  shown  himself 
since  the  receipt  of  the  letter,  still  Mrs.  Masters  had  not  abandoned  all 
hope.  She  was  fixed  in  opinion  that  if  her  husband  were  joined  with 
her  they  could  still,  between  them,  so  break  the  girl's  spirit  as  to 
force  her  into  a  marriage.    "  As  for  letters,"  she  continued,  "  I  don't 
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tnow  anything  about  them.  There  may  have  been  letters^  but  if  so 
they  have  been  kept  from  me."  She  was  so  angry  that  she  could  not 
even  attempt  to  conceal  her  wrath. 

"  Lady  Ushant  thinks  "  began  the  messenger. 

"  Oh  yes.  Lady  Ushant  is  very  well,  of  course.  Lady  Ushant  is 
your  aunt,  Mr.  Morton,  and  I  haven't  anything  to  say  against  her. 
But  Lady  Ushant  can't  do  any  good  to  that  girl.  She  has  got  her 
bread  to  earn,  and  if  she  won't  do  it  one  way,  then  she  must  do  it 
another.  She's  obstinate  and  pig-headed ;  that's  the  truth  of  it.  And 
her  father's  just  as  bad.  He  has  taken  her  out  now  merely  because 
she  likes  to  be  idle,  and  to  go  about  thinking  herself  a  fine  lady.  Lady 
Ushant  doesn't  do  her  any  good  at  all  by  cockering  her  up." 

"  My  aunt,  you  know,  saw  very  much  of  her  when  she  was  young." 

"  I  know  she  did,  Mr.  Morton ;  and  all  that  has  to  be  undone, — 
and  I  have  got  the  undoing  of  it.  Lady  Ushant  is  one  thing,  and  her 
papa's  business  is  quite  another.  At  any  rate,  if  I  have  my  say  she'll 
not  go  to  Cheltenham  any  more.  I  don't  mean  to  be  uncivil  to  you, 
Mr.  Morton,  or  to  say  anything  as  oughtn't  to  be  said  of  your  aunt. 
But  when  you  can't  make  people  anything  but  what  they  are,  it's 
my  opinion  that  it's  best  to  leave  them  alone.  Good-day  to  you,  sir, 
and  I  hope  you  understand  what  it  is  that  I  mean." 

Then  Morton  retreated  and  went  down  the  stairs,  leaving  the  lady 
in  possession  of  her  own  grandeur.  He  had  not  quite  understood 
what  she  had  meant,  and  was  still  wondering  at  the  energy  of  her 
opposition,  when  he  met  Mary  herself  at  the  front  door.  Her  father 
was  not  with  her,  but  his  retreating  form  was  to  be  seen  entering  the 
portal  of  the  Bush.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Morton  !  "  exclaimed  Mary,  surprised  to 
have  the  house-door  opened  for  her  by  him. 

"  I  have  come  with  a  message  from  my  aunt." 

"  She  told  me  that  you  would  do  so." 

"  Lady  Ushant  would,  of  course,  be  delighted  to  have  you  if  it  could 
be  arranged." 

"  Then  Lady  Ushant  will  be  disappointed,"  said  Mrs.  Masters, 
who  had  descended  the  stairs.  "  There  has  been  something  going  on 
■behind  my  back." 

"  I  wrote  to  Lady  Ushant,"  said  Mary. 

"  I  call  that  sly  and  deceitful ; — very  sly  and  very  deceitful.  If 
I  know  it,  you  won't  stir  out  of  this  house  to  go  to  Cheltenham.  I 
wonder  Lady  Ushant  would  go  to  put  you  up  in  that  way  against 
those  you're  bound  to  obey." 

"  I  thought  Mrs.  Masters  had  been  told,"  said  Eeginald. 

"  Papa  did  know  that  I  wrote,"  said  Mary. 

"  Yls  ; — and  in  this  way  a  conspiracy  is  to  be  made  tip  in  the 
house  !  If  she  goes  to  Cheltenham  I  won't  stay  here.  You  may  tell 
Lady  Ushant  that  I  say  that.  I'm  not  going  to  be  made  one  thing 
■  one  day  and  another  another,  and  to  be  made  a  tool  of  all  round." 
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By  this  time,  Dolly  and  Kate  had  come  down  from  the  upper  regions, 
and  were  standing  behind  their  mother.  "  Vv'hat  do  you  two  do  there, 
standing  gaping  like  fools  ?  "  said  tlie  angry  mother.  "  I  suppose 
your  father  has  gone  oyer  to  the  public-house  again.  That,  miss,  is 
what  comes  from  your  pig-head edness.  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  you  were 
ruining  everybody  belonging  to  you  ? "  Before  all  this  was  over, 
Eeginald  Morton  had  escaped,  feeling  that  he  could  do  no  good  to 
either  side  by  remaining  a  witness  to  such  a  scene.  He  must  take 
some  other  opportunity  of  finding  the  attorney,  and  of  learning  from  him 
whether  he  intended  that  his  daughter  should  be  allowed  to  accept 
Lady  Ushant's  invitation. 

Poor  Mary,  as  she  shrunk  into  the  house,  was  nearly  heartbroken. 
That  such  things  should  be  at  all  was  very  dreadful,  but  that  the 
scene  should  have  taken  place  in  the  presence  of  Eeginald  Morton  was 
an  aggravation  of  the  misery  which  nearly  overwhelmed  her.  How- 
could  she  make  him  understand  whence  had  arisen  her  step-mother's 
anger,  and  that  she  herself  had  been  neither  sly  nor  deceitful  nor  pig- 
headed ? 


CHAPTEE  XL VII. 

"but  theke  is  some  one." 

^^'HEN  Mr.  Masters  had  gone  across  to  the  Bush,  his  purpose  ha(J 
certainly  been  ignoble,  but  it  had  had  no  reference  to  brandy  and 
water.  And  the  allusion  made  by  Mrs.  Masters  to  the  probable  ruin 
which  was  to  come  from  his  tendencies  in  that  direction  had  been 
calumnious,  for  she  knew  that  the  man  was  not  given  to  excess  in 
liquor.  But  as  he  approached  his  own  house,  he  bethought  himself 
that  it  would  not  lead  to  domestic  comfort  if  he  were  seen  returning  from 
Jiis  walk  with  Maxj,  and  he  had  therefore  made  some  excuse  as  to  the 
expediency  of  saying  a  word  to  Eunciman,  whom  he  espied  at  his  own 
door.  He  said  his  word  to  Eunciman,  and  so  loitered  away  perhaps 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then  went  back  to  his  office.  But  his  wife 
liad  kept  her  anger  at  burning  heat,  and  pounced  upon  him  before 
lie  had  taken  his  seat.  Sundown  was  there  copying,  sitting  with  his 
ryos  intent  on  the  board  before  him,  as  though  he  were  quite  unaware 
of  the  sudden  entrance  of  his  master's  wife.  She,  in  her  fury,  did  not 
regard  Sundown  in  the  least,  but  at  once  commenced  her  attack. 
"  What  is  all  this,  Mr.  Masters,"  she  said,  "  about  Lady  Ushant  and 
going  to  Cheltenham  ?  I  won't  have  any  going  to  Cheltenham,  and' 
that's  flat."  Now  the  attorney  had  altogether  made  up  his  mind  that 
his  daughter  should  go  to  Cheltenham  if  her  friend  would  receiv© 
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lier.  Whatever  might  be  the  consequences,  they  must  be  borne. 
But  he  thought  it  best  to  say  nothing  at  the  first  moment  of  tlie 
attack,  and  simply  turned  his  sorrowful  round  face  in  silence  up  to 
the  partner  of  all  his  cares,  and  the  source  of  so  many  of  them. 
"  There  have  been  letters,"  continued  the  lady ; — "  letters  which  no- 
body has  told  me  nothing  about.  That  proud  peacock  from  Hoppet 
Hall  has  been  here,  as  though  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  carry  3Iary 
away  about  the  country  just  as  he  pleased.  Mary  won't  go  to  Chel- 
tenham with  him  nor  yet  without  him ; — not  if  I  am  to  remain  here." 

"  Where  else  should  you  remain,  my  dear  ?  "  asked  the  attorney. 

"I'd  sooner  go  into  the  workhouse  than  have  all  this  turmoil. 
That's  where  we  are  all  likely  to  go  if  you  pass  your  time  between 
walking  about  with  that  minx  and  the  public-house  opposite."  Then 
the  attorney  was  aware  that  he  had  been  watched,  and  his  spirit  began 
to  rise  within  him.  He  looked  at  Sundown,  but  the  man  went  on 
copying  quicker  than  ever. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Masters,  "  you  shouldn't  talk  in  that  way 
before  the  clerk.  I  wanted  to  speak  to  Mr.  Eunciman,  and,  as  to  the 
workhouse,  I  don't  know  that  there  is  any  more  danger  now  than 
there  has  been  for  the  last  twenty  years." 

"  It's  always  off  and  on,  as  far  as  l  ean  see.  Do  you  mean  to  send 
that  girl  to  Cheltenham  ?  " 

"  I  rather  think  she  had  better  go — for  a  time." 

"Then  I  shall  leave  this  house,  and  go  with  my  girls  to  Nor- 
rington."  Now  this  threat,  whicli  had  been  made  before,  was  quite 
without  meaning.  Mrs.  Masters'  parents  were  both  dead,  and  her 
brother,  who  had  a  large  family,  certainly  would  not  receive  her.  "  I 
won't  remain  here,  Mr.  Masters,  if  I  ain't  to  be  mistress  of  my  own 
house.  What  is  she  to  go  to  Cheltenham  for,  I  should  like  to 
know?" 

Then  Sundown  was  desired  by  his  wretched  employer  to  go  into 
the  back  settlement,  and  the  poor  man  prepared  himself  for  the  battle 
.as  well  as  he  could.   "  She  is  not  happy  here,"  he  said. 

"  Whose  fault  is  that  ?  Why  shouldn't  she  be  happy  ?  Of  course, 
you  know  what  it  means.  She's  got  round  you  because  she  wants  to 
be  a  fine  lady.  What  means  have  you  to  make  her  a  fine  lady?  It 
you  was  to  die  to-morrow,  what  would  there  be  for  any  of  'em  ?  My 
little  bit  of  money  is  all  gone.  Let  her  stay  here  and  be  made  to 
marry  Lawrence  Twentyman.    That's  what  I  say." 

"  She  will  never  marry  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  Not  if  you  go  on  like  this  she  won't.  If  you'd  done  your  duty  by 
her  like  a  real  father,  instead  of  being  afraid  of  her  when  she  puts 
on  her  tantrums,  she'd  have  been  at  Chowton  Farm  by  this  time." 

It  was  clear  to  him  that  now  was  the  time  not  to  be  afraid  of  his 
wife  when  she  put  on  her  tantrums,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  appear  not  to 
be  afraid.   "She  has  been  very  r;nhappy  of  late." 
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"  Oh,  unhappy !  She's  been  made  more  of  than  anybody  else  in 
this  house." 

"  And  a  change  will  do  her  good.   She  has  my  permission  to  go ; 
and  go  she  shall ! "   Then  the  word  had  been  spoken. 
"She  shall!" 

"It  is  Tery  much  for  the  best.  While  she  is  here  the  house  is 
made  wretched  for  us  all." 

"  It'll  be  wretcheder  yet,  unless  it  would  make  you  happy  to  see  me 
dead  on  the  threshold,  which  I  believe  it  would.  As  for  her,  she's  an 
tmgrateful,  sly,  wicked  shit." 

"  She  has  done  nothing  wicked  that  I  know  of." 

"  Not  writing  to  that  old  woman  behind  my  back  ?  " 

"  She  told  me  what  she  was  doing,  and  showed  me  the  letter." 
Yes ;  of  course.  The  two  of  you  were  in  it.  Does  that  make  it 
any  better?  I  say  it  was  sly  and  wicked;  and  you  were  sly  and 
wicked  as  well  as  she.  She  has  got  the  better  of  you,  and  now  you 
are  going  to  send  her  away  from  the  only  chance  she'll  ever  get  of 
having  a  decent  home  of  her  own  over  her  head." 

"  There's  nothing  more  to  be  said  about  it,  my  dear.  She'll  go  to 
Lady  Ushant."  Having  thus  pronounced  his  dictum  with  all  the 
marital  authority  he  could  assume,  he  took  his  hat  and  sallied  forth. 
Mrs.  Masters,  when  she  was  left  alone,  stamped  her  foot  and  hit  the 
desk  with  a  ruler  that  was  lying  there.  Then  she  went  upstairs  and 
threw  herself  on  her  bed  in  a  paroxysm  of  weeping  and  wailing. 

Mr.  Masters,  when  he  closed  his  door,  looked  up  the  street  and 
down  the  street,  and  then  again  went  across  to  the  Bush.  Mr. 
Piunciman  was  still  there,  and  was  standing  with  a  letter  in  his  hand, 
while  one  of  the  grooms  from  Eufford  Hall  was  holding  a  horse  beside 
him.    "  Any  answer,  Mr.  Eunciman  ?  "  said  the  groom, 

"  Only  to  tell  his  lordship  that  everything  will  be  ready  for  him. 
You'd  better  go  through  and  give  the  horse  a  feed  of  corn,  and  get  a 
bit  of  something  to  eat  and  a  glass  of  beer  yourself."  The  man  wasn't 
slow  to  do  as  he  was  bid ;  and  in  this  way  the  Bush  had  become  very 
l)opular  with  the  servants  of  the  gentry  around  the  place.  "  His  lord- 
ship is  to  be  here  from  Friday  to  Sunday  with  a  party,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  Oh,  indeed." 

"For  the  end  of  the  shooting.   And  who  do  you  think  he  has 
asked  to  be  one  of  the  party  ?  " 
"Not  Mr.  Eeginald?" 

"I  don't  think  they  ever  spoke  in  their  lives.   Who  but  Larry 
Twentyman! " 
"No!" 

"It'll  be  the  making  of  Larry.    I  only  hope  he  won't  cock  his 
beaver  too  high." 
"  Is  he  coming  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  so.   He'll  be  sure  to  come.    His  lordship  only  tells 
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me  that  there  are  to  bo  six  of  'em  on  Saturday  and  five  on  Friday 
night.  But  the  lad  there  knew  who  they  all  were.  There's  Mr.  Surbitou 
and  Captain  Battersby  and  Sir  George  are  to  come  over  with  his  lord- 
ship from  Eufford.  And  young  Mr.  Hampton  is  to  join  them  here, 
and  Larry  Twentyman  is  to  shoot  with  them  on  Saturday,  and  dine 
afterwards.   Won't  those  two  Botseys  be  jealous  ;  that's  all  ?  " 

"  It  only  shows  what  they  think  of  Larry,"  said  the  attorney. 

"  Larry  Twentyman  is  a  very  good  fellow,"  said  the  landlord.  "  I 
don't  know  a  better  fellow  round  Dillsborougli,  or  one  who  is  more 
always  on  the  square.  But  he's  weak.  You  know  him  as  well  as  I, 
Mr.  Masters." 

"  He's  not  so  weak  but  what  he  can  keep  what  he's  got." 

"  This'll  be  the  way  to  try  him.  He'd  melt  away  like  water  into 
sand  if  he  were  to  Htc  for  a  few  weeks  with  such  men  as  his  lordship's 
friends.  I  suppose  there's  no  chance  of  his  taking  a  wife  home  to 
Chowton  with  him  ?  "  The  attorney  shook  his  head.  "  That'd  be  the 
making  of  him,  Mr.  Masters ;  a  good  girl  like  that  who'd  keep  him  at 
home.  If  he  takes  it  to  heart,  he'll  burst  out  somewhere  and  spend  a 
lot  of  money." 

The  attorney  declined  Mr.  Eunciman's  offer  of  a  glass  of  beer,  and 
slowly  made  his  way  round  the  corner  of  the  inn  by  Hobb's  gate  to  the 
front  door  of  Hoppet  Hall.  Then  he  passed  on  to  the  churchyard, 
still  thinking  of  the  misery  of  his  position.  When  he  reached  the 
church  he  turned  back,  still  going  very  slowly,  and  knocked  at  the 
door  of  Hoppet  Hall.  He  was  shown  at  once  by  Eeginald's  old  house- 
keeper up  to  the  library,  and  there  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  joined  by 
the  master  of  the  house.  "  I  was  over  looking  for  you  an  hour  or  two 
ago,"  said  Eeginald. 

'•'  I  heard  you  were  there,  Mr.  Morton,  and  so  I  thought  I  would 
come  to  you.   You  didn't  see  Mary  ?  " 

"  I  just  saw  her,  but  could  hardly  say  much.  She  had  written  to 
my  aunt  about  going  to  Cheltenham." 

"  I  saw  the  letter  before  she  sent  it,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  So  she  told  me.  My  aunt  would  be  delighted  to  have  her,  but  it 
seems  that  Mrs.  Masters  does  not  wish  her  to  go." 

"  There  is  some  trouble  about  it,  Mr.  Morton,  but  I  may  as  well 
tell  you  at  once  that  I  wish  her  to  go.  She  would  be  better  for  a  while 
at  Cheltenham  with  such  a  lady  as  your  aunt  than  she  can  be  at  home. 
Her  stepmother  and  she  cannot  agree  on  a  certain  point.  I  dare  say 
you  know  what  it  is,  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  In  regard,  I  suppose,  to  Mr.  Twentyman  ?  " 

"  Just  that.  Mrs.  Masters  thinks  that  Mr.  Twentyman  would  make 
an  excellent  husband.  And  so  do  I.  There's  nothing  in  the  world 
against  him,  and  as  compared  with  me,  he's  a  rich  man.  I  couldn't 
give  the  poor  girl  any  fortune,  and  he  wouldn't  want  any.  But  money 
isn't  CYerytlang." 
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"  No,  indeed." 

"  He's  an  industrious,  steady  young  man,  too,  and  he  has  had  my 
word  with  him  all  through.  But  I  can't  compel  my  girl  to  marry  him 
if  she  don't  like  him.  I  can't  even  try  to  compel  her.  She's  as  good 
a  girl  as  ever  stirred  about  a  house." 

"  I  can  well  believe  that." 

"  And  nothing  would  take  such  a  load  off  me  as  to  know  that  she 
was  going  to  be  well  married.  But,  as  she  don't  like  the  young  man 
well  enough,  I  won't  have  her  hardly  used." 

"  Mrs.  Masters  perhaps  is — hard  to  her." 

"  God  forbid  that  I  should  say  anything  against  my  wife.  I  never 
did,  and  I  won't  now.  But  Mary  will  be  better  away  ;  and  if  Lady 
Ushant  will  be  good  enough  to  take  her,  she  shall  go." 

"  When  will  she  be  ready,  Mr.  Masters  ?  " 

"  I  must  ask  her  about  that.   In  a  week,  perhaps,  or  ten  days." 

"  She  is  quite  decided  against  the  young  man  ?  " 

"  Quite.  At  the  bidding  of  all  of  us  she  said  she'd  take  two  months 
to  think  of  it.  But,  before  the  time  was  up,  she  wrote  to  him  to  say 
it  could  never  be.  It  quite  upset  my  wife;  because  it  would  have 
been  such  an  excellent  arrangement." 

Eeginald  wished  to  learn  more,  but  hardly  knew  how  to  ask  the 
father  questions.  Yet,  as  he  had  been  trusted  so  far,  he  thought  that 
he  might  be  trusted  altogether.  "  I  must  own,"  he  said,  "  that  I  think 
that  jMr.  Twentyman  would  hardly  be  a  fit  husband  for  your  daughter." 

"  He  is  a  very  good  young  man." 

"  Very  likely ; — but  she  is  something  more  than  a  very  good  young 
woman.  A  yoimg  lady  with  her  gifts  will  be  sure  to  settle  well  in 
life  some  day."  The  attorney  shook  his  head.  He  had  lived  long 
enough  to  see  many  young  ladies  with  good  gifts  find  it  difficult  to 
settle  in  life ;  and  perhaps  that  mysterious  poem  which  Eeginald  found 
in  Mary's  eyes  was  neither  visible  nor  audible  to  Mary's  father.  "I 
did  hear,"  said  Eeginald,  "  that  Mr.  Surtees  " 

"  There's  nothing  in  that." 

"  Oh,  indeed,  I  thought  that  perhaps  as  she  is  so  determined  not 
to  do  as  her  friends  would  wish,  that  there  might  be  something  else." 
He  said  this  almost  as  a  question,  looking  close  into  the  attorney's 
eyes  as  he  spoke. 

"  It  is  almost  possible,"  said  Mr.  Masters. 

"  But  you  don't  think  there  is  anybody  ?  " 

"  It  is  very  hard  to  say,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  You  don't  expect  anything  of  that  sort  ?  " 

Then  the  attorney  broke  forth  into  sudden  confidence.  "To  tell 
the  truth  then,  Mr.  Morton,  I  think  there  is  somebody,  though  who  it 
is  I  know  as  little  as  the  baby  unborn.  She  sees  nobody  here  at  Dills- 
borough  to  be  intimate  with.  She  isn't  one  of  those  who  would 
write  letters  or  do  anything  on  the  sly." 
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"  But  there  is  sonio  one  ?  " 

"She  told  me  as  much  herself.  That  is  when  I  asked  her  she 
■^•onld  not  dtuy  it.  Then  I  thought  that  perhaps  it  might  be  some- 
body at  Cheltenham." 

"  I  think  not." 

"She  was  there  so  short  a  time,  Mr.  Morton;  and  Lady  Ushaut 
would  be  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  let  such  a  thing  as  that 
go  on  without  telling  her  parents." 

"I  don't  think  there  was  anyone  at  Cheltenham.  She  was  only 
there  a  month." 

"  I  did  fancy  that  perhaps  that  was  one  reason  why  she  should 
want  to  go  back." 

"  I  don't  believe  it.  I  don't  in  the  least  believe  it,"  said  Eeginald 
enthusiastically.  "My  aunt  would  have  been  sure  to  have  seen  it. 
It  would  have  been  impossible  without  her  knowledge.  But  there  is 
somebody  ?  " 

"I  think  so,  Mr.  Morton; — and  if  she  does  go  to  Cheltenham 
perhaps  Lady  IJshant  had  better  know."  To  this  Eeginald  agreed, 
or  half  agreed.  It  did  not  seem  to  him  to  be  of  much  consequence 
what  might  be  done  at  Cheltenham.  He  felt  certain  that  the  lover 
was  not  there.  And  yet  who  was  there  at  Dillsborough  ?  He 
had  seen  those  young  Betseys  about.  Could  it  possibly  be  one  of 
them?  And  during  the  Christmas  vacation  the  rector's  scamp  of 
a  son  had  been  home  from  Oxford, — to  whom  Mary  Masters  had 
barely  spoken.  Was  it  young  Mainwaring?  or  could  it  be  possible 
that  she  had  turned  an  eye  of  favour  on  Dr.  Napper's  elegantly- 
dressed  assistant.  There  was  nothing  too  monstrous  for  him  to 
suggest  to  himself  as  soon  as  the  attorney  had  left  him. 

But  there  was  a  young  man  in  Dillsborough, — one  man  at  any 
rate  young  enough  to  be  a  lover, — of  whom  Eeginald  did  not 
think;  as  to  whom,  had  his  name  been  suggested  as  that  of  the 
young  man  to  whom  Mary's  heart  had  been  given,  he  would  have 
repudiated  such  a  suggestion  with  astonishment  and  anger.  But 
now,  having  heard  this  from  the  girl's  father,  he  was  again  vexed, 
and  almost  as  much  disgusted  as  when  he  had  first  become  aware 
that  Larry  Twentyman  was  a  suitor  for  her  hand.  Why  should 
he  trouble  himself  about  a  girl  who  was  ready  to  fall  in  love  with 
the  first  man  that  she  saw  about  the  place  ?  He  tried  to  pacify  him- 
self by  such  a  question  as  this,  but  tried  in  vain. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIIL 

THE  DINNER  AT  THE  BTJSH. 

Heke  is  the  letter  which  at  his  brother-in-law's  advice  Lord  SuJford 
wrote  to  Arabella  : — 

"  EuSord,  Srd  February,  1875. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Trefoil, 

"  It  is  a  great  grief  to  me  that  I  should  have  to  answer  your 
letter  in  a  manner  that  will  I  fear  not  be  satisfactory  to  you.  I  can 
only  say  that  you  have  altogether  mistaken  me  if  you  think  that 
I  have  said  anything  which  was  intended  as  an  offer  of  marriage. 
I  cannot  but  be  very  much  flattered  by  your  good  opinion.  I  have 
had  much  pleasure  from  our  acquaintance,  and  I  should  have  been 
glad  if  it  could  have  been  continued.  But  I  have  had  no  thoughts  of 
marriage.  If  I  have  said  a  word  which  has,  unintentionally  on  my 
part,  given  rise  to  such  an  idea,  I  can  only  beg  your  pardon  heartily. 
If  I  were  to  add  more  after  what  I  have  now  said  perhaps  you  would 
take  it  as  an  impertinence. 

"  Yours  most  sincerely, 

"  RUFFOBD." 

He  had  desired  to  make  various  additions  and  suggestions,  which, 
however  had  all  been  disallowed  by  Sir  George  Penwether.  He  had 
proposed  among  other  things  to  ask  her  whether  he  should  keep 
Jack  for  her  for  the  remainder  of  the  season,  or  whether  he  should 
send  the  horse  elsewhere,  but  Sir  George  would  not  allow  a  word 
in  the  letter  about  Jack.  "  You  did  give  her  the  horse,  then  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"I  had  hardly  any  alternative  as  the  things  went.  She  would 
have  been  quite  welcome  to  the  horse  if  she  would  have  let  me  alone 
afterwards." 

'•'  No  doubt ;  but  when  young  gentlemen  give  young  ladies 
horses  " 

"I  know  all  about  it,  my  dear  fellow.  Pray  don't  preach  more 
than  you  can  help.  Of  course  I  have  been  an  infernal  ass.  I  know 
all  that.   But  as  the  horse  is  hers  " 

"  Say  nothing  about  the  horse.  Were  she  to  ask  for  it,  of  course 
she  could  have  it ;  but  that  is  not  likely." 

"  And  you  think  I  had  better  say  nothing  else." 

"Not  a  word.  Of  course  it  will  be  shown  to  all  her  friends, 
and  may  possibly  find  its  way  into  print.  I  don't  know  what  steps 
such  a  young  lady  may  be  advised  to  take.   Her  uncle  is  a  man 
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of  hoDOur.  Her  father  is  an  ass  ancT  careless  aboi:t  everytliing. 
Mistletoe  will  not  improbably  feel  himself  bound  to  act  as  though 
he  were  her  brother.  They  will,  of  course,  all  think  you  to  be 
a  rascal, — and  will  .say  so." 

"  If  Mistletoe  says  so,  I'll  horsewhip  him." 

"  No,  you  won't,  Eufford.  You  will  remember  that  this  woman 
is  a  woman,  and  that  a  woman's  friends  are  bound  to  stand  up  for 
lier.   After  all,  your  hands  are  not  quite  clean  in  the  matter." 

"I  am  heavy  enough  on  myself,  Penwether.  I  have  been  a 
fool,  and  I  own  it.  But  I  have  done  nothing  unbecoming  a 
gentleman."  He  was  almost  tempted  to  quarrel  with  his  brother- 
in-law,  but  at  last  he  allowed  the  letter  to  be  sent  just  as  Sir 
George  had  written  it,  and  then  tried  to  banish  the  affair  from 
his  mind  for  the  present,  so  that  he  might  enjoy  his  life  till  the 
next  hostile  step  should  be  taken  by  the  Trefoil  clan. 

When  Larry  Twentyman  received  the  lord's  note,  which  was 
left  at  Chowton  Farm  by  Hampton's  groom,  he  was  in  the  lowest 
depth  of  desolation.  He  had  intended  to  hunt  that  day  in  com- 
pliance with  John  Morton's  advice,  but  had  felt  himself  quite 
unable  to  make  the  effort.  It  was  not  only  that  he  had  been 
thrown  over  by  Mary  Masters,  but  that  everybody  knew  that  he 
had  been  thrown  over.  If  he  had  kept  the  matter  a  secret,  perhaps 
he  might  have  borne  it; — but  it  is  so  hard  to  bear  a  sorrow  of 
which  all  one's  neighbours  are  conscious.  When  a  man  is  reduced 
by  poverty  to  the  drinking  of  beer  instead  of  wine,  it  is  not  the 
loss  of  the  wine  that  is  so  heavy  on  him,  as  the  consciousness  that 
those  around  him  are  aware  of  the  reason.  And  he  is  apt  to 
extend  his  idea  of  this  consciousness  to  a  circle  that  is  altogether 
indifferent  of  the  fact.  That  a  man  should  fail  in  his  love  seems 
to  him  to  be  of  all  failures  the  most  contemptible,  and  Larry  thought 
that  there  would  not  be  one  in  the  field  unaware  of  his  miserable 
rejection.  In  spite  of  his  mother's  prayers  he  refused  to  go,  and 
had  hung  about  the  farm  all  day. 

Then  there  came  to  him  Lord  Eufford's  note.  It  had  been  quite 
unexpected,  and  a  month  or  two  before,  when  his  hopes  had  still 
been  high  in  regard  to  Mary  Masters,  would  have  filled  him  with 
delight.  It  was  the  foible  of  his  life  to  be  esteemed  a  gentleman,  and 
his  poor  ambition  to  be  allowed  to  live  among  men  of  higher  social 
standing  than  himself.  Those  dinners  of  Lord  Eufford's  at  the  Bush 
had  been  a  special  grief  to  him.  The  young  lord  had  been  always 
courteous  to  him  in  the  field,  and  he  had  been  able,  as  he  thought,  to 
requite  such  courtesy  by  little  attentions  in  the  way  of  game  pre- 
serving. If  pheasants  from  Dillsborough  Wood  ate  Goarly's  wheat, 
so  did  they  eat  Larry  Twentyman's  barley.  He  had  a  sportsman's 
heart,  above  complaint  as  to  such  matters,  and  had  always  been 
neighbourly  to  the  lord.    No  doubt  pheasants  and  hares  were  left  at 
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liis  house  whenever  there  was  shooting  in  the  neighbourhood, — which 
to  his  mother  afforded  great  consolation.  But  Larry  did  not  care  for 
the  pheasants  and  hares.  Had  he  so  pleased  he  could  have  shot  them 
on  his  own  land ;  but  he  did  not  preserve,  and,  as  a  good  neighbour 
he  regarded  the  pheasants  and  hares  as  Lord  Eufford's  property.  He 
felt  that  he  was  behaving  as  a  gentleman  as  well  as  a  neighbour,  and 
that  he  should  be  treated  as  such.  Fred  Botsey  had  dined  at  the 
Bush  with  Lord  Eufford,  and  Larry  looked  on  Fred  as  in  no  way 
better  than  himself. 

Now  at  last  the  invitation  had  come.  He  was  asked  to  a  day's 
shooting  and  to  dine  with  the  lord  and  his  party  at  the  inn.  How 
pleasant  would  it  be  to  give  a  friendly  nod  to  Eunciman  as  he  went 
into  the  room,  and  to  assert  afterwards  in  Betsey's  hearing  something 
of  the  joviality  of  the  evening !  Of  course  Hampton  would  be  there, 
as  Hampton's  servant  had  brought  the  note,  and  he  was  very  anxious 
to  be  on  friendly  terms  with  Mr.  Hampton.  Next  to  the  lord  himself 
there  was  no  one  in  the  hunt  who  carried  his  head  so  high  as  young 
Hampton. 

But  there  arose  to  him  the  ciuestion  whether  all  this  had  not 
arrived  too  late !  Of  what  good  is  it  to  open  up  the  true  delights  of 
life  to  a  man  when  you  have  so  scotched  and  wounded  him  that  he 
has  no  capability  left  of  enjoying  anything  ?  As  he  sat  lonely  with  his 
pipe  in  his  mouth  he  thought  for  a  while  that  he  would  decline  the 
Invitation.  The  idea  of  selling  Ghowton  Farm  and  of  establishing 
himself  at  some  Antipodes  in  which  the  name  of  Mary  Masters  should 
never  have  been  heard,  was  growing  upon  him.  Of  what  use  would  the 
friendship  of  Lord  Eufford  be  to  him  at  the  other  side  of  the  globe  ? 

At  last,  however,  the  hope  of  giving  that  friendly  nod  to  Eunciman 
overcame  him,  and  he  determined  to  go.  He  wrote  a  note,  which 
caused  him  no  little  thought,  presenting  his  compliments  to  Lord 
Eufford  and  promising  to  meet  his  lordship's  party  at  Dillsborougb 
Wood. 

The  shooting  went  off  very  well,  and  Larry  behaved  himself  with 
propriety.  He  wanted  the  party  to  come  in  and  lunch,  and  had  givea 
sundry  instructions  to  his  mother  on  that  head.  But  they  did  not 
remain  near  to  his  place  throughout  the  day,  and  his  efforts  in  that 
direction  were  not  successful.  Between  five  and  six  he  went  home, 
and  at  half-past  seven  appeared  at  the  Bush  attired  in  his  best.  He 
never  yet  had  sat  down  with  a  lord,  and  his  mind  misgave  him  st 
little ;  but  he  had  spirit  enough  to  look  about  for  Eunciman,— who, 
however,  was  not  to  be  seen. 

Sir  George  was  not  there,  but  the  party  had  been  made  up,  as 
regarded  the  dinner,  by  the  addition  of  Captain  Glomax,  who  had 
returned  from  hunting.  Captain  Glomax  was  in  high  glee,  having 
had, — as  he  declared, — the  run  of  the  season.  When  a  Master  has 
been  deserted  on  any  day  by  the  choice  spirits  of  his  hunt  he  is  always 
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apt  to  boast  to  tliem  that  he  had  on  that  occasion  the  run  of  the 
season.  He  had  taken  a  fox  from  Imi^iugton  right  across  to  Hogs- 
borough,  which,  as  every  one  knows,  is  just  on  tlie  borders  of  the 
U.E.U.,  had  then  run  him  for.  five  miles  into  Lord  Chiltern's  country, 
and  had  killed  him  in  the  centre  of  the  Brake  Hunt,  after  an  hour  and 
a  half,  almost  without  a  check.  "  It  was  one  of  those  straight  things 
that  one  doesn't  often  see  nowadays,"  said  Glomax. 
"  Any  pace  ?  "  asked  Lord  Eufford. 

"  Very  good  indeed  for  the  first  forty  minutes.  I  wish  you  had 
all  been  there.   It  was  better  fun  I  take  it  than  shooting  rabbits." 

Then  Hampton  put  the  Ca]3tain  through  his  facings  as  to  time  and 
distance  and  exact  places  that  had  been  passed,  and  ended  by  express- 
ing an  opinion  that  he  could  have  kicked  his  hat  as  fast  on  foot. 
Whereupon  the  Captain  begged  him  to  try,  and  hinted  that  he  did 
not  know  the  country.  In  answer  to  which  Hampton  offered  to  bet  a 
fire-pound  note  that  young  Jack  Eunce  would  say  that  the  pace  had 
been  slow.  Jack  was  the  son  of  the  old  farmer  whom  the  Senator 
had  so  disgusted,  and  was  supposed  to  know  what  he  was  about  on  a 
horse.   But  Glomax  declined  the  bet,  saying  that  he  did  not  care 

a  for  Jack  Eunce.    He  knew  as  much  about  pace  as  any  farmer, 

or  for  the  matter  of  that  any  gentleman,  in  Ufford  or  Eufford,  and 
the  pace  for  forty  minutes  had  been  very  good.  Nevertheless,  all  the 
party  were  convinced  that  the  "  thing  "  had  been  so  slow  that  it  had 
not  been  worth  riding  to ; — a  conviction  which  is  not  uncommon  with 
gentlemen  when  they  have  missed  a  run.  In  all  this  discussion  poor 
Larry  took  no  great  part,  though  he  knew  the  country  as  well  as 
any  one.  Larry  had  not  as  yet  got  over  the  awe  inspired  by  the  lord 
in  his  black  coat. 

Perhaps  Larry's  happiest  moment  in  the  evening  was  when  Eun- 
ciman  himself  brought  in  the  soup,  for  at  that  moment  Lord  Eufford 
put  his  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  desired  him  to  sit  down, — and 
Eunciman  both  heard  and  saw  it.  And  at  dinner,  when  the  cham- 
pagne had  been  twice  round,  he  became  more  comfortable.  The 
conversation  got  upon  Goarly,  and  in  reference  to  that  matter  he  was 
quite  at  home.  "  It's  not  my  doing,"  said  Lord  Eufford.  "  I  have 
instructed  no  one  to  keep  him  locked  up." 

"  It's  a  very  good  job  from  all  that  I  can  hear,"  said  Tom  Surbiton. 

"  All  I  did  was  to  get  Mr.  Masters  here  to  take  up  the  case  for  me, 
find  I  learned  from  him  to-day  that  the  rascal  had  already  agreed  to 
take  the  money  I  offered.  He  only  bargains  that  it  shall  be  paid  into 
his  own  hands, — no  doubt  desiring  to  sell  the  attorney  he  has 
employed." 

"  Bearside  has  got  his  money  from  the  American  Senator,  my  lord,"' 
f-:aid  Larry. 

"  The}-  may  fight  it  out  among  them.  I  don't  care  who  gets  the 
money  or  who  pays  it  as  long  as  I'm  not  imposed  upon." 
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"  We  must  proceed  against  that  man  Scrobby/'  said  Glomaz,  with 
all  the  authority  of  a  Master. 

"  You'll  never  convict  him  on  Goarly's  evidence,"  said  the  Lord. 

Then  Larry  could  give  them  further  information.  Nickem  had 
positively  traced  the  purchase  of  the  red  herrings.  An  old  woman  in 
Eufiford  was  ready  to  swear  that  she  herself  had  sold  them  to  Mrs. 
Scrobby.  Tom  Surbiton  suggested  that  the  possession  of  red  herrings 
was  not  of  itself  a  crime.  Hampton  thought  that  it  was  corroborative. 
Captain  Battersby  wanted  to  know  whether  any  of  the  herrings  were 
still  in  existence,  so  that  they  could  be  sworn  to.  Glomax  was  of 
opinion  that  villainy  of  so  deep  a  dye  could  not  have  taken  place  in 
any  other  hunting  country  in  England. 

"There's  been  strychnine  put  down  in  the  Brake,  too,"  said 
Hampton. 

"  But  not  in  cartloads,"  said  the  Master. 

"I  rather  think,"  said  Larry,  "that  Nickem  knows  .where  the 
strychnine  was  bought.  That'll  make  a  clear  case  of  it.  Hanging 
would  be  too  good  for  such  a  scoundrel."  This  was  said  after  the  third 
glass  of  champagne,  but  the  opinion  was  one  which  was  well  received 
by  the  whole  company.  After  that  the  Senator's  conduct  was  discussed, 
and  they  all  agreed  that  in  the  whole  affair  that  was  the  most 
marvellous  circumstance.  "  They  must  be  queer  people  over  there," 
said  Larry. 

"  Brutes ! "  said  Glomax.  "  They  once  tried  a  pack  of  hounds 
somewhere  in  one  of  the  States,  but  they  never  could  run  a  yard." 

"  There  was  a  good  deal  of  wine  drank,  which  was  not  unusual  at 
Lord  Euiford's  dinners.  Most  of  the  company  were  seasoned  vessels, 
and  none  of  them  were  much  the  worse  for  what  they  drank.  But 
the  generous  wine  got  to  Larry's  heart,  and  perhaps  made  his  brain  a 
little  soft.  Lord  Eufford,  remembering  what  had  been  said  about  the 
young  man's  misery,  tried  to  console  him  by  attention ;  and  as  the 
evening  wore  on,  and  when  the  second  cigars  had  been  lit  all  round, 
the  two  were  seated  together  in  confidential  conversation  at  a  corner 
of  the  table.  "  Yes,  my  lord ;  I  think  I  shall  hook  it,"  said  Larry. 
"  Something  has  occurred  that  has  made  the  place  not  quite  so  com- 
fortable to  me ;  and  as  it  is  all  my  own  I  think  I  shall  sell  it." 

"  We  shall  miss  you  immensely  in  the  hunt,"  said  Lord  Eufford, 
who,  of  course,  knew  what  the  something  was. 

"  It's  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so,  my  lord.  But  there  are  things 
which  may  make  a  man  go." 

"  Nothing  serious,  I  hope." 

"Just  a  young  woman,  my  lord.  I  don't  want  it  talked  about, 
but  I  don't  mind  mentioning  it  to  you." 

"  You  should  never  let  those  troubles  touch  you  so  closely,"  said 
his  lordship,  whose  own  withers  at  this  moment  were  by  no  means 
•un  wrung. 
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"  I  dai-e  say  not.  But  if  you  feel  it,  how  are  you  to  help  it  ?  I 
shall  do  Tery  v^ell  when  I  get  away.  Chowton  Farm  is  not  the  only 
spot  in  the  world." 

"  But  a  man  so  fond  of  hunting  as  you  are  !  " 

"  Well ;— yes.  I  shall  miss  the  hunting,  my  lord,— shan't  I  ?  If 
3Ir.  Morton  don't  buy  the  place  I  should  like  it  to  go  to  your  lordship. 
I  offered  it  to  him  first  because  it  came  from  them." 

"  Quite  right.   By-the-bye,  I  hear  that  Mr.  Morton  is  very  ill." 

"  So  I  heard,"  said  Larry.  "  Napper  has  been  with  him,  I  know, 
and  I  fancy  they  have  sent  for  somebody  from  London.  I  don't  know 
that  he  cares  much  about  the  land.  He  thinks  more  of  the  foreign 
parts  he's  always  in.  I  don't  believe  we  shall  fall  out  about  the  price, 
my  lord."  Then  Lord  Kufford  explained  that  he  would  not  go  into 
that  matter  just  at  present,  but  that  if  the  place  were  in  the  market 
he  would  certainly  like  to  buy  it.  He,  however,  did  as  John  Morton 
had  done  before,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  the  poor  fellow  that  he 
should  not  alter  the  whole  tenor  of  his  life  because  a  young  lady 
■would  not  look  at  him. 

"  Good-night,  Mr.  Eunciman,"  said  Larry  as  he  made  his  way 
down-stairs  to  the  yard.  "We've  had  an  uncommon  pleasant 
evening." 

"  I'm  glad  you've  enjoyed  yourself,  Larry."  Larry  thought  that 
his  Christian  name  from  the  hotel-keeper's  lips  had  never  sounded  so 
offensively  as  on  the  present  occasion. 


CHAPTEE  XLIX. 

MISS  tkefoil's  decision. 

LoED  Euffoed's  letter  reached  Arabella  at  her  cousin's  house,  in 
due  course,  and  was  handed  to  her  in  the  morning  as  she  came  down 
to  breakfast.  The  envelope  bore  his  crest  and  coronet,  and  she  was 
sure  that  more  than  one  pair  of  eyes  had  already  seen  it.  Her 
mother  had  been  in  the  room  some  time  before  her,  and  would,  of 
course,  know  that  the  letter  was  from  Lord  Eufford.  An  indiscreet 
word  or  two  had  been  said  in  the  hearing  of  Mrs.  Oonnop  Green, — as 
to  which  Arabella  had  already  scolded  her  mother  most  vehemently, 
nnd  Mrs.  Connop  Green,  too,  would  probably  have  seen  the  letter, 
and  would  know  that  it  had  come  from  the  lover  of  whom  boasts  had 
been  made.  The  Connop  Greens  would  be  ready  to  worship  Arabella 
down  to  the  very  soles  of  her  feet  if  she  were  certainly,— withoiit  a 
vestige  of  doubt, — engaged  to  be  the  wife  of  Lord  Eufford.   But  there 
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had  been  so  many  previous  mistakes !  And  they,  too,  had  heard  of 
Mr.  John  Morton.  They,  too,  were  a  little  afraid  of  Arabella,  though 
she  was  undoubtedly  the  niece  of  a  duke. 

She  was  aware  now, — as  always, — how  much  depended  on  her 
personal  bearing;  but  this  was  a  moment  of  moments!  She  would 
fain  have  kept  the  letter,  and  have  opened  it  in  the  retirement  of  her 
own  room.  She  knew  its  terrible  importance,  and  was  afraid  of 
her  own  countenance  when  she  should  read  it.  All  the  hopes  of 
her  life  were  contained  in  that  letter.  But  were  she  to  put  it  in  her 
pocket  she  would  betray  her  anxiety  by  doing  so.  She  found  herself 
bound  to  open  it  and  read  it  at  once, — and  she  did  open  it  and 
read  it. 

After  all,  it  was  what  she  had  expected.  It  was  very  decided,  very 
short,  very  cold,  and  carrying  with  it  no  sign  of  weakness.  But  it 
was  of  such  a  letter  that  she  had  thought  when  she  resolved  that  she 
would  apply  to  Lord  Mistletoe,  and  endeavour  to  put  the  whole  family 
of  Trefoil  in  arms.  She  had  been, — so  she  had  assured  herself, — quite 
sure  that  that  kind,  loving  response  which  she  had  solicited,  would 
not  be  given  to  her.  But  yet  the  stern  fact,  now  that  it  was  absolutely 
in  her  hands,  almost  overwhelmed  her.  She  could  not  restrain  the 
dull,  dead  look  of  heart-breaking  sorrow  which  for  a  few  moments 
clouded  her  face, — a  look  which  took  away  all  her  beauty,  lengthening 
her  cheeks,  and  robbing  her  eyes  of  that  vivacity  which  it  was  the 
task  of  her  life  to  assume.  "Is  anything  the  matter,  my  dear?" 
asked  Mrs.  Connop  Green. 

Then  she  made  a  final  effort, — an  heroic  effort,  "  What^  do  you 
think,  mamma?"  she  said,  paying  no  attention  to  her  cousin's 
inquiry. 

"What  is  it,  Arabella?" 

"Jack  got  some  injury  that  day  at  Peltry,  and  is  so  lame  that  they 
don't  know  whether  he'll  ever  put  his  foot  to  the  ground  again." 

"  Poor  fellow !  "  said  Mr.  Green.   "  Who  is  Jack  ?  " 

"  Jack  is  a  horse,  Mr.  Green ; — and  such  a  horse  that  one  cannot 
but  be  sorry  for  him.  Poor  Jack !  I  don't  know  any  Christian  whose 
lameness  would  be  such  a  nuisance." 

"  Does  Lord  Kuiford  write  about  his  horses  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Connop 
Green,  thus  betraying  that  knowledge  as  to  the  letter  which  she  had 
obtained  from  the  envelope. 

"  If  you  must  know  all  the  truth  about  it,"  said  Arabella,  "  the 
horse  is  my  horse,  and  not  Lord  Euiford's.  And  as  he  is  the  only 
horse  I  have  got,  and  as  he's  the  dearest  horse  in  all  the  world,  you 
must  excuse  my  being  a  little  sorry  about  him.  Poor  Jack ! "  After 
that  the  breakfast  was  eaten  and  everybody  in  the  room  believed  the 
story  of  the  horse's  lameness — except  Lady  Augustus. 

When  breakfast  and  the  loitering  after  breakfast  were  well  over,  so 
that  she  could  escape  without  exciting  any  notice,  she  made  her  way 


MISS  TEEFOIL'S  DECISION. 


253 


op  to  her  bed-room.  In  a  few  minutes, — so  that  again  there  should 
be  nothing  noticeable, — her  mother  followed  her.  But  her  door  was 
locked.    "  It  is  I,  Arabella,"  said  her  mother. 

"  You  can't  come  in  at  present,  mamma.   I  am  busy." 

"But  Arabella!" 

"  You  can't  come  in  at  present,  mamma."  Then  Lady  Augustus 
slowly  glided  away  to  her  own  room  and  there  waited  for  tidings. 

The  whole  form  of  the  girl's  face  was  altered  when  she  was  alone. 
Her  features  in  themselves  were  not  lovely.  Her  cheeks  and  chin 
were  heavy.  Her  brow  was  too  low,  and  her  upper  lip  too  long.  Her 
nose  and  teeth  were  good,  and  would  have  been  very  handsome  had 
they  belonged  to  a  man.  Her  complexion  had  always  been  good  till  it 
had  been  injured  by  being  improved, — and  so  was  the  carriage  of  her 
head  and  the  outside  lines  of  her  bust  and  figure,  and  her  large  eyes, 
though  never  soft,  could  be  bright  and  sparkle.  Skill  had  done  much 
for  her  and  continued  effort  almost  more.  But  now  the  effort  was 
dropped  and  that  which  skill  had  done  turned  against  her.  She 
was  haggard,  lumpy,  and  almost  hideous  in  her  bewildered  grief. 

Had  there  been  a  word  of  weakness  in  the  short  letter  she  might 
have  founded  upon  it  some  hope.  It  did  not  occur  to  her  that  he  had 
had  the  letter  written  for  him,  and  she  was  astonished  at  its  curt 
strength.  How  could  he  dare  to  say  that  she  had  mistaken  him  ? 
Had  she  not  Iain  in  his  arms  while  he  embraced  her  ?  How  could  he 
have  found  the  courage  to  say  that  he  had  had  no  thought  of  marriage 
when  he  had  declared  to  her  that  he  loved  her  ?  She  must  have  known 
that  she  had  hunted  him  as  a  fox  is  hunted ; — and  yet  she  believed 
that  she  was  being  cruelly  ill-used.  For  a  time  all  that  dependence 
on  Lord  Mistletoe  and  her  uncle  deserted  her.  "What  effect  could 
they  have  on  a  man  who  would  write  such  a  letter  as  that  ?  Had  she 
known  that  the  words  were  the  words  of  his  brother-in-law,  even  that 
would  have  given  her  some  hope. 

But  what  should  she  do  ?  Whatever  steps  she  took  she  must  take 
at  once.  And  she  must  tell  her  mother.  Her  mother's  help  would  be 
necessary  to  her  now  in  whatever  direction  she  might  turn  her  mind. 
She  almost  thought  that  she  would  abandon  him  without  another 
word.  She  had  been  strong  in  her  reliance  on  family  aid  till  the  time 
for  invoking  it  had  come;  but  now  she  believed  that  it  would  be 
useless.  Could  it  be  that  such  a  man  as  this  would  be  driven  into 
marriage  by  the  interference  of  Lord  Mistletoe !  She  would  much  like 
to  bring  down  some  punishment  on  his  head ; — but  in  doing  so  she 
would  cut  all  other  ground  from  under  her  own  feet.  There  were 
still  open  to  her  Patagonia  and  the  Paragon. 

She  hated  the  Paragon,  and  she  recoiled  with  shuddering  from  the 
idea  of  Patagonia.  But  as  for  hating, — she  hated  Lord  Eufford  too. 
And  what  was  there  that  she  loved  ?  She  tried  to  ask  herself  some 
questions  even  as  to  that.    There  certainly  was  no  man  for  whom  she 


254 


THE  AMEEICAN  SENATOE. 


cared  a  straw;  nor  had  there  been  for  the  last  six  or  eight  years. 
Even  when  he  was  kissing  her  she  was  thinking  of  her  built-up  hair, 
of  her  pearl  powder,  her  paint,  and  of  possible  accidents  and  untoward- 
revelations.  The  loan  of  her  lips  had  been  for  use  only,  and  not  for 
any  pleasure  which  she  had  even  in  pleasing  him.  In  her  very  swoon 
she  had  felt  the  need  of  being  careful  at  all  points.  It  was  all  labour, 
and  all  care, — and,  alas,  alas,  all  disappointment ! 

But  there  was  a  future  through  which  she  must  live.  How  might 
she  best  avoid  the  misfortune  of  poverty  for  the  twenty,  thirty,  or 
forty  years  which  might  be  accorded  to  her?  What  did  it  matter 
whom  or  what  she  hated?  The  housemaid  probably  did  not  like 
cleaning  grates;  nor  the  butcher  killing  sheep;  nor  the  sempstress- 
stitching  silks.  She  must  live.  And  if  she  could  only  get  away  from 
her  mother  that  in  itself  would  be  something.  Most  people  were 
distasteful  to  her,  but  no  one  so  much  as  her  mother.  Here  in  Eng- 
land she  knew  that  she  was  despised  among  the  people  with  whom 
she  lived.  And  now  she  would  be  more  despised  than  ever.  Her 
uncle  and  aunt,  though  she  disliked  them,  had  been  much  to  her.  It 
was  something, — that  annual  visit  to  Mistletoe,  though  she  never 
enjoyed  it  when  she  was  there.  But  she  could  well  understand  that 
after  such  a  failure  as  this,  after  such  a  game,  played  before  their  own 
eyes  in  their  own  house,  her  uncle  and  her  aunt  would  drop  her 
altogether.  She  had  played  this  game  so  boldly  that  there  was 
no  retreat.  Would  it  not,  therefore,  be  better  that  she  should  fly 
altogether  ? 

There  was  a  time  on  that  morning  in  which  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  that  she  would  write  a  most  affectionate  letter  to  Morton,  telling 
him  that  her  people  had  now  agreed  to  his  propositions  as  to  settle- 
ment, and  assuring  him  that  from  henceforward  she  would  be  all  his 
own.  She  did  think  that  were  she  to  do  so  she  might  still  go  with 
him  to  Patagonia.  But,  if  so,  she  must  do  it  at  once.  The  delay  had 
already  been  almost  too  long.  In  that  case  she  would  not  say  a  word 
in  reply  to  Lord  Eufford,  and  would  allow  all  that  to  be  as  though  it 
had  never  been.  Then  again  there  arose  to  her  mind  the  remem- 
brance of  Eufford  Hall,  of  all  the  glories,  of  the  triumph  over  every- 
body.  Then  again  there  was  the  idea  of  a  "forlorn  hope."  She 
thought  that  she  could  have  brought  herself  to  do  it,  if  only  death 
would  have  been  the  alternative  of  success  when  she  had  resolved  to 
make  the  rush. 

It  was  nearly  one  when  she  went  to  her  mother,  and  even  then  she 
was  imdecided.  But  the  joint  agony  of  the  solitude  and  the  doubts 
had  been  too  much  for  her  and  she  found  herself  constrained  to  seek 
a  counsellor.  "He  has  thrown  you  over,"  said  Lady  Augustus  as 
soon  as  the  door  was  closed. 

"  Of  course  he  has,"  said  Arabella,  walking  up  the  room,  and  again 
playing  her  part  even  before  her  mother. 
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"  I  knew  it  would  be  so." 

"  You  knew  nothing  of  the  kind,  manama,  and  your  saying  so  is 
simply  an  untruth.   It  was  you  who  put  me  up  to  it." 
"  Arabella,  that  is  false." 

"  It  wasn't  you,  I  suppose,  who  made  me  throw  over  Mr.  Morton 
and  Bragton?" 
"  Certainly  not." 

"  That  is  so  like  you,  mamma.  There  isn't  a  single  thing  that  you 
do  or  say  that  you  don't  deny  afterwards."  These  little  compliments 
were  so  usual  among  them  that  at  the  present  moment  they  excited 
no  great  danger.  "  There's  his  letter.  I  suppose  you  had  better  read 
it."   And  she  chucked  the  document  to  her  mother. 

"  It  is  very  decided,"  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"It  is  the  falsest,  the  most  impudent,  and  the  most  scandalous 
letter  that  a  man  ever  wrote  to  a  woman.  I  could  horsewhip  him  for 
it  myself  if  I  could  get  near  him." 

"  Is  it  all  over,  Arabella  ?  " 

"  All  over !  What  questions  you  do  ask,  mamma  ?  No.  It  is  not 
all  over.  I'll  stick  to  him  like  a  leech.  He  proposed  to  me  as  plainly 
as  any  man  ever  did  to  any  woman.  I  don't  care  what  people  may 
say  or  think.  He  hasn't  heard  the  last  of  me ;  and  so  he'll  find."  And 
thus  in  her  passion  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  not  yet 
abandon  the  hunt. 

"  What  will  you  do,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  What  will  I  do  ?  How  am  I  to  say  what  I  will  do  ?  If  I  were 
standing  near  him  with  a  knife  in  my  hand  I  would  stick  it  into  his 
heart.  I  would !  Mistaken  him !  Liar !  They  talk  of  girls  lying ; 
but  what  girl  would  lie  like  that  ? 

"  But  something  must  be  done." 

'•'  If  papa  were  not  such  a  fool  as  he  is,  he  would  manage  it  all 
for  me,"  said  Arabella  dutifully.  "  I  must  see  my  father,  and  I  must 
dictate  a  letter  for  him.   Where  is  papa  ?  " 

"  In  London,  I  suppose." 

"You  must  come  up  to  London  with  me  to-morrow.  We  shall 
have  to  go  to  his  club  and  get  him  out.  It  must  be  done  immediately ; 
and  then  I  must  see  Lord  Mistletoe,  and  I  will  write  to  the  duke." 

"Would  it  not  be  better  to  write  to  your  papa?"  said  Lady 
Augustus,  not  liking  the  idea  of  being  dragged  away  so  quickly  from 
comfortable  quarters. 

"  No ;  it  wouldn't.  If  you  won't  go  I  shall,  and  you  must  give  me 
some  money.   I  shall  write  to  Lord  Eufford  too." 

And  so  it  was  at  last  decided,  the  wretched  old  woman  being 
dragged  away  up  to  London  on  some  excuse  which  the  Connop 
Greens  were  not  very  sorry  to  accept.  But  on  that  same  afternoon 
Arabella  wrote  to  Lord  Eufford  : 
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"  Your  letter  has  amazed  me.  I  cannot  understand  it.  It  seem 
to  be  almost  impossible  that  it  should  really  have  come  from  yoi 
How  can  you  say  that  I  have  mistaken  you?  There  has  been  n 
mistake.    Surely  that  letter  cannot  have  been  written  by  you. 

"  Of  course  I  have  been  obliged  to  tell  my  father  everything. 

"  Akabella." 

On  the  following  day  at  about  four  in  the  afternoon  the  motht 
and  daughter  drove  up  to  the  door  of  Graham's  Club  in  Bond  Stree 
and  there  found  Lord  Augustus.  ^With  considerable  difficulty  1 
was  induced  to  come  down  from  the  whist  room,  and  was  forced  inl 
the  brougham.  He  was  a  handsome  fat  man,  with  a  long  grey  bear( 
who  passed  his  whole  life  in  eating,  drinking,  and  playing  whist,  an 
was  troubled  by  no  scruples  and  no  principles.  He  would  not  che; 
at  cards  because  it  was  dangerous  and  ungentlemanlike,  and  if  dii 
covered  would  lead  to  his  social  annihilation ;  but  as  to  paying  mone 
that  he  owed  to  tradesmen,  it  never  occurred  to  him  as  being 
desirable  thing  as  long  as  he  could  get  what  he  wanted  withoi 
doing  so.  He  had  expended  his  own  patrimony  and  his  wife's  fort^xn 
and  now  lived  on  an  allowance  made  to  him  by  his  brother.  Wha 
ever  funds  his  wife  might  have,  not  a  shilling  of  them  ever  can: 
from  him.  When  he  began  to  understand  something  of  the  natui 
of  the  business  on  hand,  he  suggested  that  his  brother,  the  duk 
could  do  what  was  desirable  infinitely  better  than  he  could.  "B 
won't  think  anything  of  me,"  said  Lord  Augustus. 

"  We'll  make  him  think  something,"  said  Arabella  sternly.  "  Yo 
must  do  it,  papa.  They'd  turn  you  out  of  the  club  if  they  knew  tha 
you  had  refused."  Then  he  looked  up  in  the  brougham  and  snarle 
at  her.    "  Papa,  you  must  copy  the  letter  and  sign  it." 

"  How  am  I  to  know  the  truth  of  it  all  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  It  is  quite  true,"  said  Lady  Augustus.  There  was  very  muc 
more  of  it,  but  at  last  he  was  carried  away  bodily,  and  in  hi 
daughter's  presence  he  did  write  and  sign  the  following  letter : — 

"  My  Lokd, 

"  I  have  heard  from  my  daughter  a  story  which  has  surprises 
me  very  much.  It  appears  that  she  has  been  staying  with  you  a 
Eufford  Hall,  and  again  at  Mistletoe,  and  that  while  at  the  latte: 
place  you  proposed  marriage  to  her.  She  tells  me  with  heart-breakin| 
concern  that  you  have  now  repudiated  your  own  proposition,— nol 
only  once  made  but  repeated.  Her  condition  is  most  distressing 
She  is  in  all  respects  your  lordship's  equal.  As  her  father,  I  an 
driven  to  ask  you  what  excuse  you  have  to  make,  or  whether  she  has 
interpreted  you  aright. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

"  Your  very  humble  servant, 

"  Augustus  Trefoil." 
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This  was  going  on  -while  Lord  Eufford  was  shooting  in  the  neighbour- 
liood  of  Dillsborough ;  and  when  the  letter  was  being  put  into  its 
envelope  at  the  lodgings  in  Orchard  Street,  his  lordship  was  just 
sitting  down  to  dinner  with  his  guests  at  the  Bush.  At  the  same 
time  John  Jlorton  was  lying  ill  at  Bragton ; — a  fact  of  which  Arabella 
was  not  aware. 

The  letter  from  Lord  Augustus  was  put  into  the  post  on  Saturday 
evening ;  but  when  that  line  of  action  was  decided  upon  by  Arabella, 
she  was  aware  that  she  must  not  trust  solely  to  her  father.  Various 
plans  were  fermenting  in  her  brain;  all,  or  any  of  which,  if  carried 
out  at  all,  must  be  carried  out  at  the  same  time  and  at  once.  There 
must  be  no  delay,  or  that  final  chance  of  Patagonia  would  be  gone. 
The  leader  of  a  forlorn  hope,  though  he  be  ever  so  resolved  to  die  in 
the  breach,  still  makes  some  preparation  for  his  escape.  Among  her. 
plans,  the  first  in  order  was  a  resolution  to  see  Lord  Mistletoe,  whom 
she  knew  to  be  in  town.  Parliament  was  to  meet  in  the  course  of  the 
next  week  and  he  was  to  move  the  address.  There  had  been  much 
said  about  all  this  at  Mistletoe,  from  which  she  knew  that  he  was  in 
London  preparing  himself  among  the  gentlemen  at  the  Treasury. 
Then  she  herself  would  write  to  the  duke.  She  thought  that  she 
could  concoct  a  letter  that  would  move  even  his  heart.  She  would  tell 
him  that  she  was  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Trefoil, — and  "  all  that  sort 
of  thing."  She  had  it  distinctly  laid  down  in  her  mind.  And  then 
there  was  another  move  which  she  would  make  before  she  altogether 
threw  up  the  game.  She  would  force  herself  into  Lord  Eufford's 
presence  and  throw  herself  into  his  arms, — at  his  feet  if  need  be, — 
and  force  him  into  compliance.  Should  she  fail  then  she,  too,  had 
an  idea  what  a  raging  woman  could  do.  But  her  first  step  now 
must  be  with  her  cousin  Mistletoe.  She  would  not  write  to  the  duke 
till  she  had  seen  her  cousin. 

Lord  Mistletoe  when  in  London  lived  at  the  family  house  in  Picca- 
dilly, and  thither  early  on  the  Sunday  morning  she  sent  a  note  to  say 
that  she  especially  wished  to  see  her  cousin  and  would  call  at  three 
o'clock  on  that  day.  The  messenger  brought  back  word  that  Lord 
ilistletoe  would  be  at  home,  and  exactly  at  that  hour  the  hired 
brougham  stopped  at  the  door.  Her  mother  had  wished  to  accompany 
her,  but  she  had  declared  that  if  she  could  not  go  alone  she  would  not 
go  at  all.  In  that  she  was  right ;  for  whatever  favour  the  young  heir 
to  the  family  honours  might  retain  for  his  fair  cousin,  who  was  at 
any  rate  a  Trefoil,  he  had  none  for  his  uncle's  wife.    She  was  shown 
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into  his  own  sitting-room  on  the  ground  floor,  and  then  he  imme- 
diately joined  her.  "  I  wouldn't  have  you  shown  upstairs,"  he  said, 
"because  I  understand  from  your  note  that  you  want  to  see  me 
in  particular." 

"  That  is  so  kind  of  you." 

Lord  Mistletoe  was  a  young  man  about  thirty,  less  in  stature  than 
his  father  or  uncle,  but  with  the  same  handsome  inexpressive  face. 
Almost  all  men  take  to  some  line  in  life.  His  father  was  known  as  a 
manager  of  estates ;  his  uncle  as  a  whist-player ;  he  was  minded  to 
follow  the  steps  of  his  grandfather  and  be  a  statesman.  He  was  eaten 
up  by  no  high  ambition,  but  lived  in  the  hope  that  by  perseverance  he 
might  live  to  become  a  useful  Under  Secretary,  and  perhaps,  ulti- 
mately, a  Privy  Seal.  As  he  was  well  educated  and  laborious,  and 
had  no  objection  to  sitting  for  five  hours  together  in  the  House  of 
Commons  with  nothing  to  do  and  sometimes  with  very  little  to  hear, 
it  was  thought  by  his  friends  that  he  would  succeed.  "  And  what  is 
it  I  can  do  ?  "  he  said  with  that  affable  smile  to  which  he  had  already 
become  accustomed  as  a  Government  politician. 

"I  am  in  great  trouble,"  said  Arabella,  leaving  her  hand  for  a 
moment  in  his  as  she  sijoke. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that.  What  sort  of  trouble  ?  "  He  knew  that  his 
uncle  and  his  aunt's  family  were  always  short  of  money,  and  was 
already  considering  to  what  extent  he  would  go  in  granting  her 
petition. 

"  Do  you  know  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 

"Lord  Eufford!  Yes; — I  know  him;  but  very  slightly.  My 
father  knows  him  very  much  better  than  I  do." 

"  I  have  just  been  at  Mistletoe,  and  he  was  there.  My  story  is  so 
hard  to  tell.  I  had  better  out  with  it  at  once.  Lord  Eufford  has 
asked  me  to  be  his  wife." 

"  The  deuce  he  has !  It's  a  very  fine  property  and  quite  unem- 
barrassed." 

"  And  now  he  repudiates  his  engagement."  Upon  hearing  this  the 
young  lord's  face  became  very  long.  He  also  had  heard  something  of 
the  past  life  of  his  handsome  cousin,  though  he  had  always  felt  kindly 
to  her.    "  It  was  not  once  only." 

"Dear  me!  I  should  have  thought  your  father  would  be  the 
proper  person." 

"  Papa  has  written ; — but  you  know  what  papa  is." 

"  Does  the  duke  know  of ^  it, — or  my  mother  ?  " 

"  It  partly  went  on  at  Mistletoe.  I  would  tell  you  the  whole  story 
if  I  knew  how."  Then  she  did  tell  him  her  story,  during  the  telling 
of  which  he  sat  profoundly  silent.  She  had  gone  to  stay  with  Lady 
Penwether  at  Lord  Eufford's  house,  and  then  he  had  first  told  her  of 
his  love.  Then  they  had  agreed  to  meet  at  Mistletoe,  and  she  had 
begged  her  aunt  to  receive  her.   She  had  not  told  her  aunt  at  once. 
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and  licr  aimt  had  been  angry  with  lior  because  tliey  had  walked 
together.  Then  she  had  told  everything  to  the  duchess  and  had 
begged  the  duchess  to  ask  the  duke  to  speak  to  Lord  Euffbrd.  At 
Mistletoe  Lord  liufford  had  twice  renewed  his  offer, — and  she  had 
then  accepted  hini.  But  the  duke  had  not  spoken  to  him  before  ho 
left  the  place.  She  owned  that  she  thought  the  duchess  had  been  a 
little  hard  to  her.  Of  course  she  did  not  mean  to  complain,  but  the 
duchess  had  been  angry  with  her  because  she  had  hunted.  And  now, 
in  answer  to  the  note  from  herself,  had  come  a  letter  from  Lord 
Eufford  in  which  he  repudiated  the  engagement.  "I  only  got  it 
yesterday  and  I  came  at  once  to  you.  I  do  not  think  you  will  see 
your  cousin  treated  in  that  way  without  raising  your  hand.  You 
will  remember  that  I  have  no  brother  ?  " 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?  "  asked  Lord  Mistletoe. 

She  had  taken  great  trouble  with  her  face,  so  that  she  was  able  to 
burst  out  into  tears.  She  had  on  a  veil  which  partly  concealed  her. 
She  did  not  believe  in  the  effect  of  a  pocket  handkerchief,  but  sat 
with  her  face  half  averted.  "Tell  him  what  you  think  about  it," 
she  said. 

"  Such  engagements,  Arabella,"  he  said,  "  should  always  be 
authenticated  by  a  third  party.  It  is  for  that  reason  that  a  girl 
generally  refers  her  lover  to  her  father  before  she  allows  herself  to  be 
considered  as  engaged.  " 

"  Think  what  my  position  has  been !  I  wanted  to  refer  him  to  my 
uncle  and  asked  the  duchess." 

"My  mother  must  have  had  some  reason.  I'm  sure  she  must. 
There  isn't  a  woman  in  London  knows  how  such  things  should  be 
done  better  than  my  mother.  I  can  write  to  Lord  Eufford  and  ask 
him  for  an  explanation ; — but  I  do  not  see  what  good  it  would  do." 

"  If  you  were  in  earnest  about  it  he  would  be — afraid  of  you." 

"  I  don't  think  he  would  in  the  least.  If  I  were  to  make  a  noise 
about  it,  it  would  only  do  you  harm.  You  wouldn't  wish  all  tho 
world  to  know  that  he  had  " 

"  Jilted  me !  I  don't  care  what  the  world  knows.  Am  I  to  put 
up  with  such  treatment  as  that  and  do  nothing  ?  Do  you  like  to  see 
your  cousin  treated  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  I  don't  like  it  at  all.  Lord  Rufford  is  a  good  sort  of  man  in  his 
way,  and  has  a  large  property.  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  that  it  had 
come  off  all  right ;  but  in  these  days  one  can't  make  a  man  marry. 
There  used  to  be  the  alternative  of  going  out  and  being  shot  ai, ; — 
but  that  is  over  now." 

"  And  a  man  is  to  do  just  as  he  pleases  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  so.  If  a  man  is  known  to  have  behaved  badly  to  a 
girl,  public  opinion  will  condemn  him." 

"Can  anything  be  worse  than  his  treatment  of  me?"  Lord 
Jlistletoe  could  not  tell  her  that  he  had  alluded  to  absolute  know- 
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ledge  and  that  at  present  he  had  no  more  than  her  version  of  the 
story ; — or  that  the  world  wonld  reqnire  rc ore  than  that  before  the 
general  condenmation  of  ■n-hich  he  had  spoken  would  come.  So  he  sat 
in  silence  and  shook  his  head.  "And  you  think  that  I  shoold  put 
up  with  it  quietly  1 " 

"I  think  that  your  father  should  see  the  man."  Arabella  shook 
her  head  contemptnonsly.  "If  you  wish  it  I  will  write  to  my 
mother." 

"I  would  rather  trust  to  my  uncle." 

'•  I  dont  know  what  he  could  do ; — but  I  will  write  to  him  if  you 

Please. 

"  And  you  won't  see  Lord  Bufford  ?  " 

He  sat  silent  for  a  minute  or  two,  during  which  she  pressed  liim 
over  and  over  again  to  have  an  interview  with  her  recreant  lover, 
bringing  up  all  the  argtiments  that  she  knew,  reminding  him  of  their 
former  aficction  for  each  other,  telling  hiiTi  that  she  had  no  brother  of 
her  own,  and  that  her  own  father  was  worse  than  useless  in  such  a 
matter.  A  word  or  two  she  sai;l  of  the  nature  of  the  prize  to  be. 
gained,  and  many  words  as  to  her  absolute  right  to  regard  that  prize 
as  her  own.  But  at  last  he  refuse  i.  I  am  not  tlie  person  to  do  it,-'' 
he  said.  "  Even  if  I  were  yo^ur  brother  I  should  not  be  so, — muess 
with  the  view  of  ptmishing  him  for  his  conduct ; — in  which  place  the 
punishment  to  you  wovulI  be  worse  than  any  I  conoid  iii5ict  on  him 
It  cannot  be  good  than  any  young  lady  should  have  her  name  in  the 
mouths  of  aU  the  lovers  of  gossip  in  the  c  jttntry  " 

She  was  going  to  burst  out  at  him  in  her  anger,  but  before  the 
words  were  out  of  her  mouth  she  remembered  herself.  She  could  not 
afford  to  make  enemies,  and  certainly  not  an  enemy  of  him.  "'Per- 
haps, then,"  she  said,  you  had  better  tell  your  mother  aU  that  I 
have  told  you.   I  will  write  to  the  duke  myself.'' 

And  so  she  left  him,  and  as  she  returned  to  Orchard  Street  in  the 
brougham,  she  applied  to  him  every  term  of  reproach  she  could  bring 
to  mind.  He  was  selfish,  and  a  coward,  and  utterly  devoid  of  all 
feeUng  of  family  honour.  He  was  a  prig,  and  unmanly,  and  false. 
A  real  cousin  wotild  have  burst  out  into  a  passion,  and  have  declared 
himself  ready  to  seize  Lord  Eufford  by  the  throat  and  shake  him  into 
instant  matrimony.  But  this  man,  through  whose  vehis  water  was 
running  instea  d  of  blood,  had  no  feeling,  no  heart,  no  cai)ability  for 
anger !  Oh,  what  a  vile  world  it  was  ■  A  little  help,— so  very  little, 
— would  have  made  everything  straight  for  her !  If  her  aunt  had  only 
behaved  at  IMistletoe  as  aunts  should  behave,  there  would  have  been 
no  dilSeulty.  In  her  misery  she  thought  that  the  world  was  more 
cruel  to  her  than  to  any  other  person  in  it. 

On  her  arrival  at  home,  she  was  asto^onded  by  a  letter  that  she 
found  there, — a  letter  of  such  a  nature  that  it  altogether  ilrovo  out 
of  her  head  the  purpose  which  she  had  of  writing  to  the  duke  on  that 
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eveninc;.  Tho  letter  was  from  John  Morton,  and  now  reached  her 
through  llio  lawyta'  to  whom  it  had  bccu  sent  by  private  hand  for 
immediato  delivery.    It  ran  as  follows: — 

"Dearkst  Arabella, 

"  I  am  very  ill, — so  ill  that  Dr.  Fanning,  who  has  como 
down  from  London,  has,  I  think,  but  a  poor  opinion  of  my  case.  He 
does  not  say  that  it  is  hopeless, — and  that  is  all.  I  think  it  right  to 
tell  you  this,  as  my  affection  for  you  is  what  it  always  has  been.  If 
you  wish  to  see  me,  you  and  your  mother  had  better  come  to  Bragton 
at  once.    You  can  telegraph.    I  am  too  weak  to  write  more. 

"  Yours  most  affectionately, 

"John  Mobton. 

"  There  is  nothing  infectious." 

"  John  Morton  is  dying ! "  she  almost  screamed  out  to  her  mother. 
"  Dying ! " 

"  So  he  says.  Oh,  what  an  unfortunate  wretch  I  am !  Everything 
that  touches  me  comes  to  grief."  Then  she  burst  out  into  a  flood  of 
true  iinfeigned  tears. 

"  It  won't  matter  so  much,"  said  Lady  Augustus,  "  if  you  mean 
to  write  to  the  duke,  and  go  on  with  this  other — affair." 

"  Oh,  mamma,  how  can  you  talk  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  Well,  my  dear ;  you  know  " 

"I  am  heartless.  I  know  that.  But  you  are  ten  times  worse. 
Think  how  I  have  treated  him !  " 

"  I  don't  want  him  to  die,  my  dear ;  but  what  can  I  say  ?  I  can't 
do  him  any  good.  It  is  all  in  God's  hands,  and  if  he  must  die, — why 
it  won't  make  so  much  difference  to  you.  I  have  looked  upon  all 
that  as  over  for  a  long  time." 

"  It  is  not  over.  After  all,  he  has  liked  me  better  than  any  of 
them.    He  wants  me  to  go  to  Bragton." 

"  That  of  course  is  out  of  the  question." 

"It  is  not  out  of  the  question  at  all.    I  shall  go." 

"  Arabella!" 

"  And  you  must  go  with  me,  mamma." 

"  I  will  do  no  such  thing,"  said  Lady  Augustus,  to  whom  the  idea 
of  Bragton  was  terrible. 

"  Indeed  you  must.  He  has  asked  me  to  go,  and  I  shall  do  it. 
You  can  hardly  let  me  go  alone." 

"  And  what  will  you  say  to  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 

"  I  don't  care  for  Lord  Euiford.  Is  he  to  prevent  my  going  where 
I  please  ?  " 

"  And  your  father, — and  the  duke, — and  the  duchess !  How  can 
you  go  there  after  all  that  you  have  been  doing  since  you  left  ?  " 

"  What  do  I  care  for  the  duke  and  tho  duchess.    It  has  como  to 
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tliatj  that  I  care  for  no  one.  They  are  all  throwing  me  over.  That 
little  wretch  Mistletoe  will  do  nothing.  This  man  really  loved  me. 
lie  has  never  treated  me  badly.  Whether  he  live  or  whether  he  die, 
he  has  been  true  to  me."  Then  she  sat  and  thought  of  it  all.  "What 
would  Lord  EuflFord  care  for  her  father's  letter  ?  If  her  cousin  Mistle- 
toe would  not  stir  in  her  behalf,  what  chance  had  she  with  her  uncle  ? 
And,  though  she  had  thoroughly  despised  her  cousin,  she  had  under- 
stood and  had  unconsciously  believed  much  that  he  had  said  to  her. 
"  In  these  days  one  can't  make  a  man  marry ! "  "What  horrid  days 
they  were !  But  John  Morton  would  marry  her  to-morrow  if  he  were 
well,— in  spite  of  all  her  ill  usage !  Of  course,  he  would  die,  and  so 
she  would  again  be  overwhelmed; — but  yet  she  would  go  and  see 
him.  As  she  determined  to  do  so,  there  was  something  even  in  her 
hard  callous  heart  softer  than  the  love  of  money,  and  more  human 
than  the  dream  of  an  advantageous  settlement  in  life. 


CHAPTEE  LI. 

THE  senator's  SECOND  LETTEB. 

In  the  meantime  our  friend  the  Senator,  up  in  London,  was  much 
distracted  in  his  mind,  finding  no  one  to  sympathise  with  him  in  his 
efforts,  conscious  of  his  own  rectitude  of  purpose,  always  brave  against 
others,  and  yet  with  a  sad  doubt  in  his  own  mind  whether  it  could  be 
possible  that  he  should  always  be  right  and  everybody  around  him 
wrong. 

Coming  away  from  Mr.  Mainwaring's  dinner  he  had  almost  quar- 
relled with  John  Morton,  or  rather  John  Morton  had  altogether 
quarrelled  with  him.  On  their  way  back  from  Dillsborough  to 
Bragton  the  minister  elect  to  Patagonia  had  told  him,  in  so  many 
words,  that  he  had  misbehaved  himself  at  the  clergyman's  house. 
"Did  I  say  anything  that  was  untrue?"  asked  the  Senator.  "Was 
I  inaccurate  in  my  statements?  If  so,  no  man  alive  will  be  more 
ready  to  recall  what  he  has  said  and  ask  for  pardon."  Mr.  Morton 
endeavoured  to  explain  to  him  that  it  was  not  his  statements  which 
were  at  fault  so  much  as  the  opinions  based  on  them  and  the  language 
in  which  those  opinions  were  given.  But  the  Senator  could  not  be 
made  to  understand  that  a  man  had  not  a  right  to  his  opinions,  and  a 
right  also  to  the  use  of  forcible  language  as  long  as  he  abstained  from 
personalities.  "It  was  extremely  personal, — all  that  you  said  about 
the  purchase  of  livings,"  said  Morton.  "How  was  I  to  know  that?" 
rejoined  the  Senator.   "When  in  private  society  I  inveigh  against 
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pickpockets  I  cannot  imagine,  sir,  that  there  sliould  bo  a  pickpocliet 
iu  the  company."  As  the  Senator  said  this  he  was  grieving  in  liis 
heart  at  the  trouble  he  had  occasioned,  and  was  almost  repenting  the 
duties  he  had  imposed  on  himself ;  but  yet  his  voice  was  bellicose  and 
antagonistic.  The  conversation  was  carried  on  till  Morton  found  him- 
self constrained  to  say  that,  though  he  entertained  great  personal 
respect  for  his  guest,  he  could  not  go  with  him  again  into  society.  Ho 
was  ill  at  the  time,  though  neither  he  himself  knew  it  uor  the  Senator. 
On  the  next  morning  Mr.  Gotobcd  returned  to  London  without  seeing 
his  host,  and  before  the  day  was  over.  Dr.  Napper  was  at  Morton's 
bedside.    He  was  already  suffering  from  gastric  fever. 

The  Senator  was,  in  truth,  unhappy  as  he  returned  to  town.  The 
intimacy  between  him  and  the  late  Secretary  of  Legation  at  his  capital 
had  arisen  from  a  mutual  understanding  between  them  that  each  was 
to  be  allowed  to  see  the  faults  and  to  admire  the  virtues  of  their  two 
countries,  and  that  conversation  between  them  was  to  be  based  on  the 
mutual  system.  But  nobody  can,  in  truth,  endure  to  be  told  of  short- 
comings, either  on  his  own  part  or  on  that  of  his  country.  He  himself 
can  abuse  himself,  or  his  country  ;  but  he  cannot  endure  it  from  alien 
lips.  Mr.  Gotobed  had  hardly  said  a  word  about  England  which 
Morton  himself  might  not  have  said ;  but  such  words  coming  from  an 
American  had  been  too  much  even  for  the  guarded  temper  of  an  un- 
IDrejudiced  and  phlegmatic  Englishman.  The  Senator,  as  he  returned 
alone  to  London,  understood  something  of  this ;  and  when  a  few  days 
later  he  heard  that  the  friend  who  had  quarrelled  with  him  was  ill,  he 
was  discontented  with  himself  and  sore  at  heart. 

But  he  had  his  task  to  perform,  and  he  meant  to  perform  it  to  the 
best  of  his  ability.  In  his  own  country  he  had  heard  vehement  abuse 
of  the  old  country  from  the  lips  of  politicians,  and  had  found  at  the 
same  time  almost  on  all  sides  great  social  admiration  for  the  people  so 
abused.  He  had  observed  that  every  Englishman  of  distinction  was 
received  in  the  States  as  a  demigod,  and  that  some  who  were  not  very 
great  in  their  own  land  had  been  converted  into  heroes  in  his.  English 
books  were  read  there ;  English  laws  were  obeyed  there ;  English  habits 
were  cultivated,  often  at  the  expense  of  American  comfort.  And  yet 
it  was  the  fashion  among  orators  to  speak  of  the  English  as  a  worn- 
out,  stupid,  and  enslaved  people.  He  was  a  thoughtful  man,  and  all 
this  had  perplexed  him ;  so  that  he  had  obtained  leave  from  hia  State 
and  from  Congress  to  be  absent  during  a  part  of  a  short  Session,  and 
had  come  over  determined  to  learn  as  much  as  he  could.  Everything 
he  heard,  and  almost  everything  he  saw,  offended  him  at  some  point 
And  yet,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  he  was  conscious  that  he  was  sur- 
rounded by  people  who  claimed  and  made  good  their  claims  to 
superiority.  "What  was  a  lord,  let  him  be  ever  so  rich  and  have  ever 
so  many  titles  ?  And  yet,  even  with  such  a  popinjay  as  Lord  Eufford 
he  himself  ftlt  the  lordship.    When  that  old  farmer  at  tho  hunt 
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breakfast  had  removed  himself  and  his  belongings  to  the  other  side  of 
the  table,  the  Senator,  though  aware  of  the  justice  of  his  cause,  had 
been  keenly  alive  to  the  rebuke.  He  had  expressed  himself  very 
boldly  at  the  rector's  house  at  Dillsborough,  and  had  been  certain  that 
not  a  word  of  real  argument  had  been  possible  in  answer  to  him.  But 
yet  he  left  the  house  with  a  feeling  almost  of  shame,  which  had  grown 
into  real  penitence  before  he  reached  Bragton.  He  knew  that  he  had 
already  been  condemned  by  Englishmen  as  ill-mannered,  ill-con- 
ditioned, and  absurd.  He  was  as  much  alive  as  any  man  to  the  inward 
distress  of  heart  which  such  a  conviction  brings  with  it  to  all  sensitive 
minds.  And  yet  he  had  his  purpose,  and  would  follow  it  out.  He  was 
already  hard  at  work  on  the  lecture  which  he  meant  to  deliver  some- 
where in  London  before  he  went  back  to  his  home  duties,  and  had 
made  it  known  to  the  world  at  large  that  he  meant  to  say  some  sharp 
things  of  the  country  he  was  visiting. 

Soon  after  his  return  to  town,  he  was  present  at  the  opening  of 
Parliament,  Mr.  Mounser  Green  of  the  Foreign  Office  having  seen  that 
he  was  properly  accommodated  with  a  seat.  Then  he  went  down  to 
the  election  of  a  member  of  Parliament  in  the  little  borough  of  Quin- 
borough.  It  was  unfortunate  for  Great  Britain,  which  was  on  its- 
trial,  and  unpleasant  also  for  the  poor  Senator,  who  had  appointed 
himself  judge,  that  such  a  seat  should  have  fallen  vacant  at  that 
moment.  Quinborough  was  a  little  town  of  3000  inhabitants,  cluster- 
ing round  the  gates  of  a  great  Whig  marquis,  which  had  been  spared 
— who  can  say  why  ? — at  the  first  Eeform  Bill,  and  having  but  one 
member,  had  come  out  scatheless  from  the  second.  Quinborough 
still  returned  its  one  member  with  something  less  than  500  consti- 
tuents, and  in  spite  of  household  suffrage  and  the  ballot  had  always 
returned  the  member  favoured  by  the  marquis.  This  nobleman, 
driven  no  doubt  by  his  conscience  to  make  some  return  to  the  country 
for  the  favour  shown  to  his  family,  had  always  sent  to  Parliament 
some  useful  and  distinguished  man,  who  without  such  patronage 
might  have  been  unable  to  serve  his  country.  On  the  present  occasion, 
a  friend  of  the  people, — so  called, — an  unlettered  demagogue,  such  as 
is  in  England  in  truth  distasteful  to  all  classes,  had  taken  himself 
down  to  Quinborough  as  a  candidate  in  opposition  to  the  nobleman's 
nominee.  He  had  been  backed  by  all  the  sympathies  of  the  American 
Senator,  who  knew  nothing  of  him  or  his  unfitness,  and  nothing  what- 
ever of  the  patriotism  of  the  marquis.  But  he  did  know  what  was 
the  population  and  what  the  constituency  of  Liverpool,  and  also  what 
were  those  of  Quinborough.  He  supposed  that  he  knew  what  was 
the  theory  of  representation  in  England,  and  he  understood  correctly 
that  hitherto  the  member  for  Quinborough  had  been  the  nominee  of 
that  great  lord.  These  things  were  horrid  to  him.  There  was  to 
his  thinking  a  fiction, — more  than  fiction,  a  falseness, — about  all  this, 
which  not  only  would,  but  ought  to  bring  the  country  prostrate  to 
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the  dust.  When  the  •working-man's  candidate,  whose  political  pro- 
gramme consisted  of  a  general  disbelief  in  all  religions,  received — 
by  ballot ! — only  nine  votes  from  those  500  voters,  the  Senator  declared 
to  himself  that  the  country  must  be  rotten  to  the  core.  It  was  not 
only  that  Britons  were  slaves, — but  that  "  they  hugged  their  chains." 

To  the  gentleman  who  assured  him  that  the  Right  Honblc.  

would  make  a  much  better  member  of  Parliament  than  Tom  Bobster 
the  plasterer  from  Shoreditch,  he  in  vain  tried  to  prove  that  the 
respective  merits  of  the  two  men  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  question. 
It  had  been  the  duty  of  those  500  voters  to  show  to  the  world  that 
in  the  exercise  of  a  privilege  entrusted  to  them  for  the  public  service, 
they  had  not  been  under  the  dictation  of  their  rich  neighbour.  In- 
stead of  doing  so,  they  had,  almost  unanimously,  grovelled  in  the 
dust  at  their  rich  neighbour's  feet.  "  There  are  but  one  or  two  such 
places  left  in  all  England,"  said  the  gentleman.  "  But  those  one  or 
two,"  answered  the  Senator,  "  were  wilfully  left  there  by  the  Parlia- 
ment which  represented  the  whole  nation." 

Then,  quite  early  in  the  session,  immediately  after  the  voting  of 
the  address,  a  motion  had  been  made  by  the  Government  of  the  day 
for  introducing  household  suffrage  into  the  counties.  No  one  knew 
the  labour  to  which  the  Senator  subjected  himself  in  order  that  he 
might  master  all  these  peculiarities,— that  he  might  learn  how  men 
became  members  of  parliament,  and  how  they  ceased  to  be  so,  in 
what  degree  the  House  of  Commons  was  made  up  of  different  elements, 
how  it  came  to  pass  that,  though  there  was  a  House  of  Lords,  so  many 
lords  sat  in  the  lower  chamber.  All  those  matters,  which  to  ordinary 
educated  Englishmen  are  almost  as  common  as  the  breath  of  their 
nostrils,  had  been  to  him  matter  of  long  and  serious  study.  And  as 
the  intent  student,  who  has  zealously  buried  himself  for  a  week  among 
commentaries  and  notes,  feels  himself  qualified  to  question  Porson 
and  to  Be-Bentley  Bentley,  so  did  our  Senator  believe,  while  still  he 
was  groping  among  the  rudiments,  that  he  had  all  our  political  intri- 
cacies at  his  fingers'  ends.  When  he  heard  the  arguments  used  for  a 
difference  of  suffrage  in  the  towns  and  counties,  and  found  that  even  they 
who  were  proposing  the  change  were  not  ready  absolutely  to  assimi- 
late the  two,  and  still  held  that  rural  ascendancy,— feudalism  as  he 
called  it,— should  maintain  itself  by  barring  a  fraction  of  the  House 
of  Commons  from  the  votes  of  the  majority,  he  proiiounced  the  whole 
thing  to  be  a  sham.  The  intention  was,  he  said,  to  delude  the  people. 
"It  is  all  coming,"  said  the  gentleman  who  was  accustomed  to  argue 
with  him  in  those  days.  He  spoke  in  a  sad  vein,  which  was  in  itself 
distressing  to  the  Senator.  "  Why  should  you  be  in  such  a  hurry  ?  " 
The  Senator  suggested  that  if  the  country  delayed  much  longer  this 
imperative  task  of  putting  its  house  in  order,  the  roof  would  have 
fallen  in  before  the  repairs  were  done.  Then  he  found  that  this 
gentleman,  too,  avoided  his  company,  and  docUned  to  sit  with  him 
any  more  in  the  Gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
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Added  to  all  this  was  a  private  rankling  sore  in  regard  to  Goarlj 
and  Bearside.  He  had  now  learned  nearly  all  the  truth  about  Goarly 
and  had  learned  also  that  Bearside  had  known  the  whole  when  hi 
had  last  visited  that  eminent  lawyer's  office.  Goarly  had  deserted  his 
supporters,  and  had  turned  evidence  against  Scrobby,  his  partner  ir 
iniquity.  That  Goarly  was  a  rascal  the  Senator  had  acknowledged 
So  far,  the  general  opinion  down  in  Eufford  had  been  correct.  Bu 
he  could  get  nobody  to  see, — or  at  any  rate,  could  get  nobody  ti 
acknowledge, — that  the  rascality  of  Goarly  had  had  nothing  to  do  witl 
the  question  as  he  had  taken  it  up.  The  man's  right  to  his  own  land 
—his  right  to  be  protected  from  pheasants  and  foxes,  from  horses  anc 
hounds, — was  not  lessened  by  the  fact  that  he  was  a  poor,  ignorant 
squalid,  dishonest  wretch.  Mr.  Gotobed  had  now  received  a  bill  fron 
Bearside  for  £42  7s.  2d.  for  costs  in  the  case,  leaving,  after  the  deduc 
tion  of  £15  already  paid,  a  sum  of  £27  7s.  2d.  stated  to  be  still  due 
And  this  was  accompanied  by  an  intimation  that  as  he,  Mr.  Gotobed 
was  a  foreigner  soon  about  to  leave  the  country,  Mr.  Bearside  mus 
request  that  his  claim  might  be  settled  quite  at  once.  No  one  coulc 
be  less  likely  than  our  Senator  to  leave  a  foreign  country  withou 
paying  his  bills.  He  had  quarrelled  with  Morton, — who  also  at  this 
time  was  too  ill  to  have  given  him  much  assistance.  Though  he  hac 
become  acquainted  with  half  Dillsborough,  there  was  nobody  then 
to  whom  he  could  apply.  Thus  he  was  driven  to  employ  a  Londoi 
attorney,  and  the  London  attorney  told  him  that  he  had  better  paj 
Bearside ;  the  Senator  remembering  at  the  time  that  he  would  als( 
have  to  pay  the  London  attorney  for  his  advice.  He  gave  this  seconc 
lawyer  authority  to  conclude  the  matter,  and  at  last  Bearside  acceptec 
£20.  When  the  London  attorney  refused  to  take  anything  for  hi; 
trouble,  the  Senator  felt  such  conduct  almost  as  an  additional  griev 
ance.  In  his  existing  frame  of  mind,  he  would  sooner  have  expendec 
a  few  more  dollars  than  be  driven  to  think  well  of  anything  con 
nected  with  English  law. 

It  was  immediately  after  he  had  handed  over  the  money  ii 
liquidation  of  Bearside's  claim  that  he  sat  down  to  write  a  furthe] 
letter  to  his  friend  and  correspondent  Josiah  Scroome.  His  letter  wa; 
not  written  in  the  best  of  tempers ;  but  still,  through  it  all,  thert 
was  a  desire  to  be  just,  and  an  anxiety  to  abstain  from  the  use  of  hard 
phrases.   The  letter  was  as  follows 

«'  Fenton's  Hotel,  St.  James'  Street,  London, 
"Feb.  12,  187—. 

"My  deae  Sie, 

"  Since  I  last  wrote  I  have  had  much  to  trouble  me  and 
little  perhaps  to  compensate  me  for  my  trouble.  I  told  you,  I  think 
in  one  of  my  former  letters  that  wherever  I  went  I  found  myself  abk 
to  say  what  I  pleased  as  to  the  peculiarities  of  this  very  peculiai 
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peoijle.  I  am  not  now  going  to  contradict  what  I  said  then.  Wher- 
ever I  go  I  do  spoak  outj  and  my  eyes  are  still  in  my  head  and  my 
head  is  on  my  shoulders.  But  I  have  to  acknowledge  to  myself  that 
I  give  oflence.  Mr.  Morton,  whom  you  knew  at  the  British  Embassy 
in  "S'V  ashington, — and  who  I  fear  is  now  very  ill, — parted  from  me, 
when  last  I  saw  him,  in  anger  because  of  certain  opinions  I  had 
expressed  in  a  clergyman's  house,  not  as  being  ill-founded  but  as  being 
antagonistic  to  the  clergyman  himself.  This  I  feel  to  be  unreasonable. 
And  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Mr.  Morton's  house,  I  have  encountered 
the  ill-will  of  a  great  many, — not  for  having  spoken  untruth,  for  that 
I  have  never  heard  alleged, — but  because  I  have  not  been  reticent  in 
describing  the  things  which  I  have  seen. 

"  I  told  you,  I  think,  that  I  had  returned  to  Mr.  Morton's  neigh- 
bourhood, with  the  view  of  defending  an  oppressed  man  against  the 
power  of  the  lord  who  was  oppressing  him.  Unfortunately  for  me  the 
lord,  though  a  scapegrace,  spends  his  money  freely  and  is  a  hospitable, 
kindly-hearted,  honest  fellow ;  whereas  the  injured  victim  has  turned 
out  to  be  a  wretched  scoundrel.  Scoundrel  though  he  is,  he  has  still  been 
ill  used ;  and  the  lord,  though  good-natured,  has  been  a  tyrant.  But  the 
poor  wretch  has  thrown  me  over  and  sold  himself  to  the  other  side, 
and  I  have  been  held  up  to  ignominy  by  all  the  provincial  newspapers. 
I  have  also  had  to  pay  through  the  nose  $175  for  my  quixotism — a 
sum  which  I  cannot  very  well  afford.  This  money  I  have  lost  solely 
with  the  view  of  defending  the  weak,  but  nobody  with  whom  I  have 
discussed  the  matter  seems  to  recognise  the  purity  of  my  object.  I  am 
only  reminded  that  I  have  put  myself  into  the  same  boat  with  a 
rascal. 

"  I  feel  from  day  to  day  how  thoroughly  I  could  have  enjoyed  a 
sojourn  in  this  country  if  I  had  come  here  without  any  line  of  duty 
laid  down  for  myself.  Could  I  have  swum  with  the  stream  and  have 
said  yes  or  no  as  yes  or  no  was  expected,  I  might  have  revelled  in 
generous  hospitality.  Nothing  can  be  pleasanter  than  the  houses  here 
if  you  will  only  be  as  idle  as  the  owners  of  them.  But  when  once  you 
show  them  that  you  have  an  object,  they  become  afraid  of  you.  A^l 
industry, — in  such  houses  as  I  now  speak  of, — is  a  crime.  You  are 
there  to  glide  through  the  day  luxuriously  in  the  house, — or  to  rush 
through  it  impetuously  on  horseback  or  with  a  gun  if  you  be  a  sports- 
man. Sometimes  when  I  have  asked  questions  about  the  most 
material  institutions  of  the  country,  I  have  felt  that  I  was  looked 
upon  with  absolute  loathing.    This  is  disagreeable. 

"  And  yet  I  find  it  more  easy  in  this  country  to  sympathise  with 
the  rich  than  with  the  poor.  I  do  not  here  describe  my  own  actual 
sympathies,  but  only  the  easiness  with  which  they  might  be  evoked. 
The  rich  are  at  any  rate  pleasant.  The  poor  are  very  much  the 
reverse.  There  is  no  backbone  of  mutiny  in  them  against  the  oppres- 
sion to  which  they  are  subjected ;  but  only  the  whining  of  a  dog  that 
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kno  ws  itself  to  be  a  slaYO  and  pleads  -with  his  soft  paw  for  tenderness 
from  his  master;— or  the  futile  growlings  of  the  caged  tiger  who  paces 
tip  and  down  before  his  bars  and  has  long  ago  forgotten  to  attempt  to 
break  them.  They  are  a  long-suffering  race,  who  only  now  and  then 
feel  themselves  stirred  up  to  contest  a  point  against  their  masters  on 
the  basis  of  starvation.  '  We  won't  work  but  on  such  and  such  terms, 
■and  if  we  cannot  get  them  we  will  lie  down  and  die.'  That  I  take  it 
is  the  real  argument  of  a  strike.  But  they  never  do  lay  down  and  die. 
If  one  in  every  parish,  one  in  every  county,  would  do  so,  then  the 
agricultural  labourers  of  the  country  might  live  almost  as  well  as  the 
farmers'  pigs. 

"  I  was  present  the  other  day  at  the  opening  of  Parliament.  It 
was  a  very  grand  ceremony, — though  the  Queen  did  not  find  herself 
well  enough  to  do  her  duty  in  person.  But  the  grandeur  was  every- 
thing. A  royal  programme  was  read  from  the  foot  of  the  throne,  of 
■which  even  I  knew  all  the  details  beforehand,  having  read  them  in  the 
newspapers.  Two  opening  speeches  were  then  made  by  two  young 
lords, — not  after  all  so  very  young, — which  sounded  like  lessons  recited 
by  schoolboys.  There  was  no  touch  of  eloquence, — no  attempt  at  it. 
It  was  clear  that  either  of  them  would  have  been  afraid  to  attempt  the 
idiosyncrasy  of  passionate  expression.  But  they  were  exquisitely 
dressed  and  had  learned  their  lessons  to  a  marvel.  The  flutter  of  the 
ladies'  dresses,  and  the  presence  of  the  peers,  and  the  historic  orna- 
mentation of  the  house  were  all  very  pleasant;  but  they  reminded 
me  of  a  last  year's  nut,  of  which  the  outside  appearance  has  been 
mellowed  and  improved  by  time, — but  the  fruit  inside  has  withered 
away  and  become  tasteless. 

"Since  that  I  have  been  much  interested  with  an  attempt, — a 
further  morsel  of  cobbling, — which  is  being  done  to  improve  the 
representation  of  the  people.  Though  it  be  but  cobbling,  if  it  be  in  the 
j-'ight  direction  one  is  glad  of  it.  I  do  not  know  how  far  you  may  have 
studied  the  theories  and  system  of  the  British  House  of  Commons,  but, 
for  myself,  I  must  own  that  it  was  not  till  the  other  day  that  I  was 
aware  that,  though  it  acts  together  as  one  whole,  it  is  formed  of  two 
distinct  parts.  The  one  part  is  sent  thither  from  the  towns  by  house- 
hold suffrage ;  and,  this,  which  may  be  said  to  be  the  healthier  of  the 
two  as  coming  more  directly  from  the  people,  is  nevertheless  dis- 
figured by  a  multitude  of  anomalies.  Population  hardly  bears  upon 
the  question.  A  town  with  15,000  inhabitants  has  two  members,— 
whereas  another  with  400,000  has  only  three,  and  another  with  50,000 
has  one.  But  there  is  worse  disorder  than  this.  In  the  happy  little 
village  of  Portarlington  200  constituents  choose  a  member  among  them, 
or  have  one  chosen  for  them  by  their  careful  lord ; — whereas  in  the 
great  city  of  London  something  like  25,000  registered  electors  only 
send  four  to  Parliament.  With  this  the  country  is  presumed  to  be 
satisfied.    But  in  the  counties,  which  by  a  different  system  send  up 
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the  other  part  of  tlie  House,  there  exists  still  a  heavy  property  qualifi- 
cation for  voting.  There  is,  apparent  to  all,  a  necessity  for  change 
here ; — but  the  change  proposed  is  simply  a  reduction  of  the  qualifi- 
cation, so  that  the  rural  labourer, — whose  class  is  probably  the  largest, 
as  it  is  the  poorest,  in  the  country, — is  still  disfranchised,  and  will 
remain  so,  unless  it  be  his  chance  to  live  within  the  arbitrary  line  of 
some  so-called  borough.  For  these  boroughs,  you  must  know,  are 
sometimes  strictly  confined  to  the  aggregations  of  houses  which  con- 
stitute the  town,  but  sometimes  stretch  out  their  arms  so  as  to  include 
rural  districts.  The  divisions,  I  am  assured,  were  made  to  suit  the 
aspirations  of  political  magnates  when  the  first  Eeform  Bill  was 
passed !  What  is  to  be  expected  of  a  country  in  which  such  ab- 
surdities are  loved  and  sheltered? 

"  I  am  still  determined  to  express  my  views  on  these  matters  before 
T  leave  the  country,  and  am  with  great  labour  preparing  a  lecture  on 
the  subject.  I  am  assured  that  I  shall  not  be  debarred  from  my 
utterances  because  that  which  I  say  is  unpopular.  I  am  told  that  as 
long  as  I  do  not  touch  Her  Majesty  or  Her  Majesty's  family,  or  the 
Christian  religion, — which  is  only  the  second  Holy  of  Holies, — I  may 
say  anything.  Good  taste  would  save  me  from  the  former  offence,  and 
my  own  convictions  from  the  latter.  But  my  friend  who  so  informs 
me  doubts  whether  many  will  come  to  hear  me.  He  tells  me  that  the 
serious  American  is  not  popular  here,  whereas  the  joker  is  much  run 
after.  Of  that  I  must  take  my  chance.  In  all  this  I  am  endeavouring 
to  do  a  duty,  feeling  every  day  more  strongly  my  own  inadequacy. 
Were  I  to  follow  my  own  wishes,  I  should  return  by  the  next  steamer 
to  my  duties  at  home. 

"  Believe  me  to  be, 
"  Dear  Sir, 

"  With  much  sincerity, 
"  Yours  truly, 

"The  Honble.  Josiah  Scroome,  "Ei.iAS  GOTOBED." 

"125,  Q  Street, 

"  Minnesota  Avenue, 

"Washington." 
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CHAPTER  m. 

PEOVIDENOB  INTERFERES. 

The  battle  was  carried  on  very  fiercely  in  Mr.  Masters'  house  in  Dillg^ 
borough,  to  the  misery  of  all  within  it ;  but  the  conviction  gained 
ground  with  every  one  there  that  Mary  was  to  be  sent  to  Cheltenham 
for  some  indefinite  time.  Dolly  and  Kate  seemed  to  think  that  she 
was  to  go,  never  to  return.  Six  months,  which  had  been  vaguely 
mentioned  as  the  proposed  period  of  her  sojourn,  was  to  them  almost 
as  indefinite  as  eternity.  The  two  girls  had  been  intensely  anxious  for 
the  marriage,  wishing  to  have  Larry  for  a  brother,  looking  forward 
with  delight  to  their  share  in  the  unrestricted  plenteousness  of 
Chowton  Farm,  longing  to  be  allowed  to  consider  themselves  at  home 
among  the  ricks  and  barns  and  wide  fields ;  but  at  this  moment  things 
had  become  so  tragic  that  they  were  cowed  and  unhappy, — not  that 
Mary  should  still  refuse  Larry  Twentyman,  but  that  she  shoiild  be 
going  away  for  so  long  a  time.  They  could  quarrel  with  their  elder 
sister  while  the  assurance  was  still  with  them  that  she  would  be  there 
to  forgive  them ;  but  now  that  she  was  going  away,  and  that  it  had 
come  to  be  believed  by  both  of  them  that  poor  Lawrence  had  no 
chance,  they  were  sad  and  downhearted.  In  all  that  misery  the  poor 
attorney  had  the  worst  of  it.  Mary  was  free  from  her  stepmother's 
zeal  and  her  stepmother's  persecution,  at  any  rate,  at  night ;  but  the 
poor  father  was  hardly  allowed  to  sleep.  For  Jlrs.  Masters  never  gave 
up  her  game  as  altogether  lost.  Though  she  might  be  driven 
alternately  into  towering  passion  and  prostrate  hysterics,  she  would 
ytill  come  again  to  the  battle.  A  word  of  encouragement  would,  she 
said,  bring  Larry  Twentyman  back  to  his  courtship,  and  that  word 
might  be  spoken,  if  Mary's  visit  to  Cheltenham  were  forbidden.  What 
did  the  letter  signify,  or  all  the  girl's  protestations  ?  Did  not  every- 
body know  how  self-willed  young  women  were ;  but  how  they  could  be 
brought  round  by  proper  usage !  Let  Mary  once  be  made  to  under- 
stand that  she  wovild  not  be  allowed  to  be  a  fine  lady,  and  then  she 
would  marry  Mr.  Twentyman  quick  enough.  But  this  "Ushanting," 
this  journeying  to  Cheltenham,  in  order  that  nothiDg  might  be  done, 
was  the  very  way  to  promote  the  disease !  This  Mrs.  Masters  said  in 
season  and  out  of  season,  night  and  day,  till  the  poor  husband  longed 
for  his  daughter's  departure,  in  order  that  that  point  might,  at  any 
rate,  be  settled.  In  all  these  disputes  he  never  quite  yielded.  Though 
his  heart  sank  within  him,  he  was  still  firm.  He  would  turn  his  back 
to  his  wife  and  let  her  run  on  with  her  argiiments  without  a  word  of 
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answer,  till  at  last  he  would  boiinco  out  of  bed  and  swear  that,  if  sho 
did  not  leave  him  alone,  he  would  go  and  lock  himself  into  the  ofiico 
and  sleep  with  his  head  on  the  ofHco  desk. 

^Irs.  Masters  was  almost  driven  to  despair;  but  at  last  there  came 
to  her  a  gleam  of  hope,  most  unexpectedly.  It  had  been  settled  that 
]\Liry  should  make  her  journey  on  Friday,  the  12th  of  February,  and 
that  Reginald  Morton  should  again  accompany  her.  This  in  itself  was 
to  ]\Irs.  Morton  an  aggravation  of  the  evil  which  was  being  done.  She 
was  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  Reginald  Morton ;  but  this  attendance  on 
31ary  was,  in  the  eyes  of  her  stepmother,  a  cockering  of  her  up,  a 
making  a  fine  lady  of  her,  which  was  in  itself  of  all  things  the  most 
pernicious.  If  Mary  must  go  to  Cheltenham,  why  could  she  not  go  by 
herself,  second-class,  like  any  other  young  woman  ?  "  Nobody  would 
eat  her,"  Mrs.  Masters  declared.  But  Reginald  was  firm  in  his  purpose 
of  accompanying  her.  He  had  no  objection  whatever  to  the  second- 
class,  if  Mr.  Masters  preferred  it.  But  as  he  meant  to  make  the 
journey  on  the  same  day,  of  course  they  would  go  together.  Mr. 
Masters  said  that  he  was  very  much  obliged.  Mrs.  Masters  protested 
that  it  was  all  trash  from  beginning  to  the  end. 

Then  there  came  a  sudden  disruption  to  all  these  plans,  and  a 
sudden  renewal  of  her  hopes  to  Mrs.  Masters,  which  for  one  half  day 
nearly  restored  her  to  good  humour.  Lady  TJshant  wrote  to  postpone 
the  visit,  because  she  herself  had  been  summoned  to  Bragton.  Her 
letter  to  Mary,  though  affectionate,  was  very  short.  Her  grandnephew 
John,  the  head  of  the  family,  had  expressed  a  desire  to  see  her,  and 
with  that  wish  she  was  bound  to  comply  Of  course,  she  said,  she 
would  see  Mary  at  Bragton ;  or,  if  that  were  not  possible,  she  herself 
would  come  into  Dillsborough.  She  did  not  know  what  might  be  the 
length  of  her  visit,  but  when  it  was  over,  she  hoped  that  Mary  would 
return  with  her  to  Cheltenham.  The  old  lady's  letter  to  Reginald  was 
much  longer,  because  in  that  she  had  to  speak  of  the  state  of  John 
Morton's  health,  and  of  her  surprise  that  she  should  be  summoned  to 
his  bedside.  Of  course  she  would  go,  though  she  could  not  look  for- 
ward with  satisfaction  to  a  meeting  with  the  Honble.  Mrs.  Morton. 
Then  she  could  not  refrain  from  alluding  to  the  fact  that, "  if  anything 
were  to  happen"  to  John  Morton,  Reginald  himself  would  be  the 
squu-e  of  Bragton.  Reginald,  when  he  received  this,  at  once  went  over 
to  the  attorney's  house,  but  he  did  not  succeed  in  seeing  Elary.  He 
learned,  however,  that  they  were  all  aware  that  the  journey  had  been 
postponed. 

To  Mrs.  Masters  it  seemed  that  all  this  had  been  a  dispensation  of 
Providence.  Lady  Ushant's  letter  had  been  received  on  the  Thursday, 
and  Mrs.  Masters  at  once  found  it  expedient  to  communicate  with 
Larry  Twentyman.  She  was  not  excellent  herself  at  the  writing  of 
letters,  and  therefore  she  got  Dolly  to  be  the  scribe.  Before  the 
Thursday  evenmg  the  following  note  was  sent  to  Chowton  Farm  : 
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"  Dear  Laeey, 

"  Pray  come  and  go  to  the  club  witli  fatlier  on  Saturday.  We 
haven't  seen  you  for  so  long !    Mother  has  got  something  to  tell  you. 

"  Your  affectionate  friend, 

"  Dolly." 

"When  this  was  received  the  poor  man  was  smoking  his  moody  pipe  in 
silence  as  he  roamed  about  his  own  farmyard  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night.  He  had  not  as  yet  known  any  comfort,  and  was  still  firm  in 
his  purpose  of  selling  the  farm.  He  had  been  out  hunting  once  or 
twice,  but  fancied  that  people  looked  at  him  with  peculiar  eyes.  He 
could  not  ride,  though  he  made  one  or  two  forlorn  attempts  to  break 
his  neck.  He  did  not  care  in  the  least  whether  they  found  or  not ; 
and  when  Captain  Glomax  was  held  to  have  disgraced  himself 
thoroughly  by  wasting  an  hour  in  digging  out  and  then  killing  a 
vixen,  he  had  not  a  word  to  say  about  it.  But,  as  he  read  Dolly's 
note,  there  came  back  something  of  life  into  his  eyes.  He  had  for- 
sworn the  club,  but  would  certainly  go  when  thus  invited.  He  wrote  a 
scrawl  to  Dolly,—"  I'll  come,"  and,  having  sent  it  off  by  the  messenger,, 
tried  to  trust  that  there  might  yet  be  ground  for  hope.  Mrs.  Masters 
would  not  have  allowed  Dolly  to  send  such  a  message  without  good 
reason. 

On  the  Friday  Mrs.  Masters  could  not  abstain  from  proposing  that 
Mary's  visit  to  Cheltenham  should  be  regarded  as  altogether  out  of 
the  question.  She  had  no  new  argument  to  offer, — except  this  last 
interposition  of  Providence  in  her  favour.  Mr.  Masters  said  that  he 
did  not  see  why  Mary  should  not  return  with  Lady  Ushant.  Various 
things,  however,  might  happen.  John  Morton  might  die,  and  then 
who  could  toll  whether  Lady  Ushant  would  ever  return  to  live  at 
Cheltenham?  In  this  way  the  short-lived  peace  soon  came  to  an  end, 
especially  as  Mrs.  Masters  endeavoured  to  utilize  for  general  family 
purposes  certain  articles  which  had  been  purchased  with  a  view  to 
Mary's  prolonged  residence  away  from  home.  This  was  resented  by 
the  attorney,  and  the  peace  was  short-lived. 

On  the  Saturday  Larry  came,— to  the  astonishment  of  Mr.  Masters, 
who  was  still  in  his  office  at  half-past  seven.  Mr.  Masters  at  once 
got  hold  of  him  and  conveyed  him  away  into  the  sacred  drawing-room. 
"  Mary  is  not  going,"  she  said. 

"  Not  going  to  Cheltenham ! " 

"  It  has  all  been  put  off.    She  shan't  go  at  all  if  I  can  help  it." 
"  But  Avhy  has  it  been  put  off,  Mrs.  Masters  ?  " 
"  Lady  Ushant  is  coming  to  Bragton.   I  suppose  that  poor  man  is 
dying." 

"  He  is  very  ill,  certainly." 

"  And  if  anything  happens  there  who  can  say  what  may  happen 
anywhere  else  ?  Lady  Ushant  will  have  something  else  except  Mary 
to  think  of,  if  her  own  nephew  comes  into  all  the  property." 
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"  I  didn't  know  slio  was  such  friends  with  the  Squire  as  that." 

"  Well ; — there  it  is.  Lady  Ushant  is  coming  to  Bragton  and  Mary 
is  not  going  to  Cheltenham." 

This  she  said  as  though  the  news  must  be  of  vital  importance  to 
Larry  Twentyman.  He  stood  for  a  while  scratching  his  head  as  he 
thought  of  it.  At  last  it  appeared  to  him  that  Mary's  continual  resi- 
dence in  Dillsborough  would  of  itself  hardly  assist  him.  "  I  don't 
see,  Mrs.  Masters,  that  that  will  make  her  a  bit  kinder  to  me." 

"  Larry,  don't  you  be  a  coward, — nor  yet  soft." 

"  xVs  for  coward,  Mrs.  Masters,  I  don't  know  " 

"  I  suppose  you  really  do  lovo  the  girl  ?  " 

"I  do;— I  think  I've  shown  that." 

"And  you  haven't  changed  your  mind?  " 

"  Not  a  bit." 

"  That's  why  I  speak  open  to  you.  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  her. 
What's  the  letter  which  a  girl  like  that  writes  ?  When  she  gets 
tantrums  into  her  head  of  course  she'll  write  a  letter." 

"  But  there's  somebody  else,  Mrs.  Masters." 

"  Who  says  so  ?  I  say  there  ain't  nobody  ; — nobody.  If  anybody 
tells  you  that  it's  only  just  to  put  you  off.  It's  just  poetry  and  books 
and  rubbish.   She  wants  to  be  a  fine  lady." 

"  I'll  make  her  a  lady." 

"  You  make  her  Mrs.  Twentyman,  and  don't  you  be  made  by  any 
one  to  give  it  up.  Go  to  the  club  with  Mr.  Masters  now,  and  come  here 
just  the  same  as  usual.  Come  to-morrow  and  have  a  gossip  with  the 
girls  together  and  show  that  you  can  keep  your  pluck  up.  That's  the 
way  to  win  her."  Larry  did  go  to  the  club  and  did  think  very  much 
of  it  as  he  walked  home.  He  had  promised  to  come  on  the  Sunday 
afternoon,  but  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  believe  in  that  theory  of 
books  and  poetry  put  forward  by  Mrs.  Masters.  Books  and  poetry 
would  not  teach  a  girl  like  Mary  to  reject  her  suitor  if  she  really 
loved  him. 


CHAPTER  LIIL 

LADY  USHANT  AT  BEAGTON. 

f )N  the  Sunday  Larry  came  into  Dillsborough  and  had  "  his  gosoip 
with  the  girls "  according  to  order  ;— but  it  was  not  very  successful. 
Mrs.  Masters,  who  opened  the  door  for  him,  instructed  him  in  a  special 
whisper  "  to  talk  away  just  as  though  he  did  not  care  a  fig  for  Mary." 
He  made  the  attempt  manfully, — but  with  slight  effect.  His  love  was 
too  genuine,  too  absorbing,  to  leave  with  him  the  power  which  Mrs. 
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Masters  assiva^ed  him  to  have  -when  she  gave  Mm  sucli  advice.  A  man 
cannot  walk  when  he  has  broken  his  ankle-bone,  let  him  be  ever 
so  brave  in  the  attempt.  Larry's  heart  was  so  weighted  that  he  could 
not  hide  the  weight.  Dolly  and  Kate  had  also  received  hints,  and 
struggled  hard  to  be  merry.  In  the  afternoon  a  walk  was  suggested, 
and  Mary  complied ;  but  when  an  attempt  was  made  by  the  younger 
girls  to  leave  the  lover  and  Mary  together,  she  resented  it  by  clinging 
closely  to  Dolly;  and  then  all  Larry's  courage  deserted  him.  Very 
little  good  was  done  on  the  occasion  by  Mrs.  Masters'  mauceuvres. 

On  the  Monday  morning,  in  compliance  with  a  request  made  by 
Lady  Ushant,  Mary  walked  over  to  Bragton  to  see  her  old  friend. 
Mrs.  Masters  had  declared  the  request  to  be  very  unreasonable.  "  Who 
is  to  walk  five  miles  and  back  to  see  an  old  woman  like  that  ?  "  To 
this  Mary  had  replied  that  the  distance  across  the  fields  to  Bragton 
was  only  four  miles,  and  that  she  had  often  walked  it  with  her  sisters 
for  the  very  pleasure  of  the  walk.    "  Not  in  weather  like  this,"  said 
Mrs.  Masters.     But  the  day  was  well  enough.    Eoads  in  February 
are  often  a  little  wet,  but  there  was  no  rain  falling.    "I  say  it's 
unreasonable,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.    "  If  she  can't  send  a  carriage  she 
oughtn't  to  expect  it."    This  coming  from  Mrs.  Masters,  whose  great 
doctrine  it  was  that  young  women  ought  not  to  be  afraid  of  work, 
was  so  clearly  the  effect  of  sheer  opposition  that  Mary  disdained  to 
answer  it.    Then  she  was  accused  of  treating  her  stepmother  with 
contempt. 

She  did  walk  to  Bragton,  taking  the  path  by  the  fields  and  over 
the  bridge,  and  loitering  for  a  few  minutes  as  she  leant  upon  the 
rail.  It  was  there  and  there  only  that  she  had  seen  together  the  two 
men  who  between  them  seem  to  cloud  all  her  life, — the  man  whom 
Bhe  loved  and  the  man  who  loved  her.  She  knew  now, — she  thought 
that  she  knew  quite  well, — that  her  feelings  for  Eeginald  Morton  were 
of  such  a  nature  that  she  could  not  possibly  become  the  wife  of  any 
one  else.  But  had  she  not  seen  him  for  those  few  minutes  on  this 
spot,  had  he  not  fired  her  imagination  by  telling  her  of  his  desire 
to  go  back  with  her  over  the  sites  which  they  had  seen  together 
when  she  was  a  child,  she  would  not,  she  thought,  have  been  driven 
to  make  to  herself  so  grievous  a  confession.  In  that  case  it  might 
have  been  that  she  would  have  brought  herself  to  give  her  hand  to  the 
suitor  of  whom  all  her  friends  approved. 

And  then  with  infinite  tenderness  she  thought  of  all  Larry's 
virtues, — and  especially  of  that  great  virtue  in  a  woman's  eyes,  the 
constancy  of  his  devotion  to  herself.  She  did  love  him, — but  with  a 
varied  love, — a  love  which  was  most  earnest  in  wishing  his  happiness, 
which  would  have  been  desirous  of  the  closest  friendshiji,  if  only 
nothing  more  was  required.  She  swore  to  herself  a  thousand  times 
that  she  did  not  look  down  upon  him  because  he  was  only  a  farmer, 
that  she  did  not  think  herself  in  any  way  superior  to  him.   But  it 
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•was  impossible  that  she  should  consent  to  be  his  wife.  Aud  then  she 
thought  of  the  other  man, — with  feehngs  much  less  kind.  Wliy  had 
he  thrust  himself  upon  her  life  and  disturbed  her?  Why  had  he  taught 
her  to  think  herself  unfit  to  mate  with  this  lover  who  was  her  equal  ? 
Why  had  he  assured  her  that  were  she  to  do  so  her  old  friends  would 
bo  revolted?  Why  had  he  exacted  from  her  a  promise, — a  promise 
which  was  sacred  to  her, — that  she  would  not  so  give  herself  away  ? 
Yes ; — the  promise  was  certainly  sacred ;  but  he  had  been  cold  and 
cruel  in  forcing  it  from  her  lips.  What  business  was  it  of  his  ?  Why 
shoiild  he  have  meddled  with  her  ?  In  the  shallow  streamlet  of  her 
lowly  life  the  waters  might  have  glided  on,  slow  but  smoothly,  had 
he  not  taught  them  to  be  ambitious  of  a  rapider,  grander  course. 
Now  they  were  disturbed  by  mud,  and  there  could  be  no  pleasure  in 
them. 

She  went  on  over  the  bridge,  and  round  by  the  shrubbery  to  the 
hall  door,  which  was  opened  to  her  by  Mrs.  Hopkins.  Yes,  Lady 
Ushant  was  there ; — but  the  young  squire  was  very  ill,  and  his  aunt 
-was  then  with  him.  Mr.  Eeginald  was  in  the  library.  Would  Miss 
blasters  be  shown  in  there,  or  would  she  go  up  to  Lady  Ushant's  own 
room?  Of  course  she  replied  that  she  would  go  upstairs  and  there 
wait  for  Lady  Ushant. 

When  she  was  found  by  her  friend  she  was  told  at  length  the  story 
of  all  the  circumstances  which  had  brought  Lady  Ushant  to  Bragton. 
AVhen  John  Morton  had  first  been  taken  ill, — before  any  fixed  idea  of 
"danger  had  occurred  to  himself  or  to  others, — his  grandmother  had 
come  to  him.  Then,  as  he  gradually  became  weaker,  he  made  various 
propositions  which  were  all  of  them  terribly  distasteful  to  the  old 
woman.  In  the  first  place  he  had  insisted  on  sending  for  Miss  Trefoil. 
Up  to  this  period  Mary  Masters  had  hardly  heard  the  name  of  Miss 
Trefoil,  and  almost  shuddered  as  she  was  at  once  immersed  in  all  these 
family  secrets.    "  She  is  to  be  here  to-morrow,"  said  Lady  Ushant. 

"  Oh  dear, — how  sad  1 " 

"  He  insists  upon  it,  and  she  is  coming.  She  was  here  before,  and 
it  now  turns  out  that  all  the  world  knew  that  they  were  engaged. 
That  was  no  secret,  for  everybody  had  heard  it." 

"  And  where  is  Mrs.  Morton  now  ?  '*  Then  Lady  Ushant  went  on 
tvith  her  story.  The  sick  man  had  insisted  on  making  his  will,  and 
had  declared  his  purpose  of  leaving  the  property  to  his  cousin  Eegi- 
nald. As  Lady  Ushant  said,  there  was  no  one  else  to  whom  he  could 
leave  it  with  any  propriety ;— but  this  had  become  a  matter  for  bitter 
contention  between  the  old  woman  and  her  grandson. 

"  Who  did  she  think  should  have  it  ?  "  asked  Mary. 

"  Ah ;— that  I  don't  know.  That  he  has  never  told  me.  But  she 
■has  had'  the  wickedness  to  say,— oh,— such  things  of  Eeginald.  I 
knew  all  that  before;— but  that  she  should  repeat  them  now  is  terrible. 
I  suppose  she  wanted  it  for  some  of  her  own  people.   But  it  is  so 
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horrible  you  know, — when  he  was  so  ill !  Then  he  said  that  he  should 
send  for  me,  so  that  what  is  left  of  the  family  might  be  together. 
After  that  she  went  away  in  anger.  Mrs.  Hopkins  says  that  she  did 
not  even  see  him  the  morning  she  left  Bragton." 

"  She  was  always  high-tempered,"  said  Mary. 

"And  dictatorial  beyond  measure.  She  nearly  broke  my  poor 
dear  father's  heart.  And  then  she  left  the  house  because  he  would 
not  shut  his  doors  against  Eeginald's  mother.  And  now  I  hardly 
know  what  I  am  to  do  here ;  or  what  I  may  say  to  this  young  lady 
when  she  comes  to-morrow." 

"  Is  she  coming  alone  ?  " 

"  We  don't  know.  She  has  a  mother.  Lady  Augustus  Trefoil, — but 
whether  Lady  Augustus  will  accompany  her  daughter  we  have  not 
heard.  Eeginald  says  certainly  not,  or  they  would  have  told  us  so. 
You  have  seen  Eeginald  ?  " 

"  No,  Lady  Ushant." 

"  You  must  see  him.  He  is  here  now.  Think  what  a  difference  it 
will  make  to  him." 

"  But  Lady  Ushant, — is  he  so  bad  ?  " 

"  Dr.  Fanning  almost  says  that  there  is  no  hope.  This  poor  young 
woman  that  is  coming ; — what  am  I  to  say  to  her  ?  He  has  made  his 
will.  That  was  done  before  I  came.  I  don't  know  why  he  shouldn't 
have  sent  for  your  father,  but  he  had  a  gentleman  down  from  town. 
I  suppose  he  wiU  leave  her  something ;  but  it  is  a  great  thing  that 
Bragton  should  remain  in  the  family.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear, — if  any  one 
but  a  Morton  were  to  be  here  it  would  break  my  heart.  Eeginald  is 
the  only  one  left  now.  He's  getting  old  and  he  ought  to  marry.  It  is 
so  serious  when  there's  an  old  family  property." 

"I  suppose  he  will — only  " 

"Yes;  exactly.  One  can't  even  think  about  it  while  this  poor 
young  man  is  lying  so  ill.  Mrs.  Morton  has  been  almost  like  his 
mother,  and  has  lived  upon  the  Bragton  property, — absolutely  lived 
upon  it, — and  now  sho  is  away  from  him  because  he  chooses  to  do- 
what  he  likes  with  his  own.  Is  it  not  awful  ?  And  she  would  not 
put  her  foot  in  the  house  if  she  knew  that  Eeginald  was  here.  She 
told  Mrs.  Hopkins  as  much,  and  she  said  that  she  wouldn't  so  much 
as  write  a  line  to  me.  Poor  fellow ;  he  wrote  it  himself.  And  now  he 
thinks  so  much  about  it.  When  Dr.  Fanning  went  back  to  London 
yesterday  I  think  he  took  some  message  to  her." 

Itlary  remained  there  till  lunch  was  announced  but  refused  to  go 
down  into  the  parlour,  urging  that  she  was  expected  home  for  dinner. 
"  And  there  is  no  chance  for  Mr.  Twentyman  ?  "  asked  Lady  Ushant. 
Mary  shook  her  head.  "  Poor  man !  I  do  feel  sorry  for  him,  as  every- 
body speaks  so  well  of  him.  Of  course,  my  dear,  I  have  nothing  to 
say  about  it.  I  don't  think  girls  should  ever  be  in  a  hurry  to  marry, 
and  if  you  can't  love  him  " 
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"  Dear  Lady  Ushant,  it  is  quite  settled." 

"  Poor  young  man !  But  you  must  go  and  see  Eeginald."  Then 
she  was  taken  into  the  library  and  did  see  Eeginald.  Were  she  to 
iiToid  him, — specially, — she  would  tell  her  tale  almost  as  plainly  as 
though  she  were  to  run  after  him.  He  greeted  her  kindly,  almost 
afifectionately,  expressing  his  extreme  regret  that  his  visit  to  Chelten- 
ham should  have  been  postponed  and  a  hope  that  she  would  be  much 
at  Bragton.    "  The  distance  is  so  great,  Eeginald,"  said  Lady  Ushant. 

"  I  can  drive  her  over.  It  is  a  long  walk,  and  I  had  made  up  my 
mind  to  get  Eunciman's  little  phaeton.  I  shall  order  it  for  to-morrow 
if  Miss  Masters  will  come."  But  Miss  Masters  would  not  agree  to 
this.  She  would  walk  over  again  some  day  as  she  liked  the  walk, 
but  no  doubt  she  would  only  be  in  the  way  if  she  were  to  come  often. 

"  I  have  told  her  about  Miss  Trefoil,"  said  Lady  Ushant.  "  You 
know,  my  dear,  I  look  upon  you  almost  as  one  of  ourselves  because 
you  lived  here  so  long.  But  perhaps  you  had  better  postpone  coming 
again  till  she  has  gone." 

"  Certainly,  Lady  Ushant." 

"  It  might  be  difficult  to  explain.  I  don't  suppose  she  will  stay 
long.  Perhaps  she  will  go  back  the  same  day.  I  am  sure  I  shan't 
know  what  to  say  to  her.  But  when  anything  is  fixed,  I  will  send  you 
in  word  by  the  postman." 

Eeginald  would  have  walked  back  with  her  across  the  bridge,  but 
that  he  had  promised  to  go  to  his  cousin  immediately  after  lunch. 
As  it  was  he  offered  to  accompany  her  a  part  of  the  way,  but  was 
stopped  by  his  aunt,  greatly  to  Mary's  comfort.  He  was  now  more 
beyond  her  reach  than  ever, — more  utterly  removed  from  her.  He 
would  probably  become  Squire  of  Bragton,  and  she,  in  her  earliest 
days,  had  heard  the  late  Squire  spoken  of  as  though  he  were  one  of 
the  potentates  of  the  earth.  She  had  never  thought  it  possible;  but 
now  it  was  less  possible  than  ever.  There  was  something  in  his 
manner  to  her  almost  protective,  almost  fatherly, — as  though  he  had 
some  authority  over  her.  Lady  Ushant  had  authority  once,  but  he 
had  none.  In  every  tone  of  his  voice  she  felt  that  she  heard  an 
expression  of  interest  in  her  welfare, — but  it  was  the  interest  which 
a  grown-up  person  takes  in  a  child,  or  a  superior  in  an  inferior.  Of 
course  he  was  her  superior,  but  yet  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  distaste- 
ful to  her.  As  she  walked  back  to  Dillsborough  she  told  herself  that 
she  would  not  go  again  to  Bragton  withoiit  assuring  herself  that  he 
was  not  there. 

"When  she  reached  home  many  questions  were  asked  of  her,  but 
she  told  nothing  of  the  secrets  of  the  Morton  family  which  had  been 
so  openly  confided  to  her.  She  would  only  say  that  she  was  afraid 
that  Mr.  John  Morton  was  very  ill. 
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CHAPTEE  LIV. 

ARABELLA  AGAIN  AT  BKAGTOK. 

Arabella  Trefoil  had  adhered  without  flinching  to  the  purpose  she 
had  expressed  of  going  down  to  Bragton  to  see  the  sick  man.  And 
yet  at  that  very  time  she  was  in  the  midst  of  her  contest  with  Lord 
Eufford.  She  was  aware  that  a  correspondence  was  going  on  between 
her  father  and  the  young  lord,  and  that  her  father  had  demanded  an 
interview.  She  was  aware  also  that  the  matter  had  been  discussed  at 
the  family  mansion  in  Piccadilly,  the  duke  having  absolutely  come  up 
to  London  for  the  purpose,  and  that  the  duke  and  his  brother,  who 
hardly  ever  spoke  to  each  other,  had  actually  had  a  conference. 
And  this  conference  had  had  results.  The  duke  had  not  altogether 
consented  to  interfere,  but  had  agreed  to  a  compromise  proposed  by 
his  son.  Lord  Augustus  should  be  authorised  to  ask  Lord  Eufford 
to  meet  him  in  the  library  of  the  Piccadilly  mansion, — so  that  there 
should  be  some  savour  of  the  dukedom  in  what  might  be  done  and 
said  there.  Lord  Eufford  would  by  the  surroundings  be  made  to  feel 
that  in  rejecting  Arabella  he  was  rejecting  the  duke  and  all  the  May- 
fair  belongings,  and  that  in  accepting  her  he  would  be  entitled  to- 
regard  himself  as  accepting  them  all.  But  by  allowing  thus  much 
the  duke  would  not  compromise  himself, — nor  the  duchess,  nor  Lord 
Mistletoe.  Lord  Mistletoe,  with  that  prudence  which  will  certainly  in 
future  years  make  him  a  useful  assistant  to  some  minister  of  the  day, 
had  seen  all  this,  and  so  it  had  been  arranged. 

But,  in  spite  of  these  doings,  Arabella  had  insisted  on  complying 
with  John  Morton's  wish  that  she  should  go  down  and  visit  him  in  his 
bed  at  Bragton.    Her  mother,  who  in  these  days  was  driven  almost  to 
desperation  by  her  daughter's  conduct,  tried  her  best  to  prevent  the 
useless  journey,  but  tried  in  vain.    "  Then,"  she  said  in  wrath  to 
Arabella,  "  I  will  tell  your  father,  and  I  will  tell  the  duke,  and  I  will 
tell  Lord  Eufford  that  they  need  not  trouble  themselves  any  further." 
"  You  know,  mamma,  that  you  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said 
Arabella.   And  the  poor  woman  did  do  nothing  of  the  kind.   "  What 
is  it  to  them  whether  I  see  the  man  or  not  ?  "  the  girl  said.   "  They 
are  not  such  fools  as  to  suppose  that  because  Lord  Eufford  has  engaged 
himself  to  me  now,  I  was  never  engaged  to  any  one  before.   There  isn't 
one  of  them  doesn't  know  that  you  had  made  up  an  engagement 
between  us  and  had  afterwards  tried  to  break  it  off."   "When  she  heard 
this  the  unfortunate  mother  raved,  but  she  raved  in  vain.   She  told 
her  daughter  that  she  would  not  supply  her  with  money  for  the  ex- 
penses of  her  journey,  but  her  daughter  replied  that  she  would  have 
no  diflaculty  in  finding  her  way  to  a  pawn  shop.   "  What  is  to  be  got 
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by  it?"  asked  the  unfortunate  mother.  In  reply  to  this  Arabella 
would  say,  "  Mamma,  you  have  no  ^heart ; — absolutely  none.  You 
©light  to  manoeuvre  bettor  than  you  do,  for  your  feelings  never  stand 
in  your  way  for  a  moment."  All  this  had  to  be  borne,  and  the  old 
woman  was  forced  at  last  not  only  to  yield  but  to  promise  that  she 
would  accompany  her  daughter  to  Bragton.  "  I  know  how  all  this 
will  end,"  she  said  to  Arabella.  "  You  will  have  to  go  your  way  and  I 
must  go  mine."  "  Just  so,"  replied  the  daughter.  "  I  do  not  often 
agree  with  you,  mamma ;  but  I  do  there  altogether." 

Lady  Augustus  was  absolutely  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  were 
the  motives  and  what  the  ideas  which  induced  her  daughter  to  take 
the  journey.  If  the  man  were  to  die,  no  good  could  come  of  it. 
If  he  were  to  live,  then  surely  that  love  which  had  induced  him  to  make 
so  foolish  a  petition  would  suffice  to  ensure  the  marriage,  if  the 
marriage  should  then  be  thought  desirable.  But,  at  the  present 
moment,  Arabella  was  still  hot  in  pursuit  of  Lord  Eufford ; — to  whom 
this  journey,  as  soon  as  it  should  be  known  to  him,  would  give  the 
easiest  mode  of  escape !  How  would  it  be  possible  that  they  two  should 
get  out  at  the  Dillsborough  Station  and  be  taken  to  Bragton  without 
all  Eufford  knowing  it.  Of  course  there  would  be  hymns  sung  in 
praise  of  Arabella's  love  and  constancy,  but  such  hymns  would  be 
absolutely  ruinous  to  her.  It  was  growing  clear  to  Lady  Augustiis 
that  her  daughter  was  giving  up  the  game  and  becoming  frantic  as 
she  thought  of  her  age,  her  failure,  and  her  future.  If  so,  it  would 
be  well  that  they  should  separate. 

On  the  day  fixed  a  close  carriage  awaited  them  at  the  Dillsborough 
Station.  They  aiiived  both  dressed  in  black  and  both  veiled, — and 
with  but  one  maid  between  them.  This  arrangement  had  been  made 
with  some  vague  idea  of  escaping  scrutiny  rather  than  from  economy. 
They  had  never  hitherto  been  known  to  go  anywhere  without  one 
apiece.  There  were  no  airs  on  the  station  now  as  on  that  former 
occasion, — no  loud  talking ;  not  even  a  word  spoken.  Lady  Augustus 
was  asking  herself  why, — why  she  should  have  been  put  into  so 
lamentable  a  position,  and  Arabella  was  endeavouring  to  think  what 
she  would  say  to  the  dying  man. 

She  did  not  think  that  he  was  dying.  It  was  not  the  purport  of 
her  present  visit  to  strengthen  her  position  by  making  certain  of  the 
man's  hand  should  he  live.  When  she  said  that  she  was  not  is  yet 
quite  so  hard-hearted  as  her  mother,  she  spoke  the  truth.  Something 
of  regret,  something  of  penitence,  had  at  times  crept  over  her  in 
reference  to  her  conduct  to  this  man.  He  had  been  very  unlike  others 
on  whom  she  had  played  her  arts.  None  of  her  lovers,  or  mock 
lovers,  had  been  serious  and  stern  and  uncomfortable  as  he.  There 
had  been  no  other  who  had  ever  attempted  to  earn  his  bread.  To  her 
the  butterflies  of  the  world  had  been  all  in  all,  and  the  working  bees 
had  been  a  tribe  apart  with  which  she  was  no  more  called  upon  to  mis 
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than  is  my  lady's  spaniel  with  the  kennel  hounds.  But  the  chance 
had  come.  She  had  consented  to  exhibit  her  allurements  before  a  man 
of  business  and  the  man  of  business  had  at  once  sat  at  her  feet.  She 
had  soon  reiDentedj — as  the  reader  has  seen.  The  alliance  had  been 
distasteful  to  her.  She  had  found  that  the  man's  ways  were  in  no  wise 
like  her  ways, — and  she  had  found  also  that  were  she  to  become  his 
wife,  he  certainly  would  not  change.  She  had  looked  about  for  a 
means  of  escape, — but  as  she  did  so  she  had  recognized  the  man's 
truth.  No  doubt  he  had  been  different  from  the  others,  less  gay  in 
his  attire,  less  jocund  in  his  words,  less  given  to  flattery  and  sport  and 
gems  and  all  the  little  wickednesses  which  she  had  loTcd.  But  they, — 
those  others  had,  one  and  all  struggled  to  escape  from  her.  Through 
all  the  gems  and  mirth  and  flattery  there  had  been  the  same  purpose. 
They  liked  the  softness  of  her  hand,  they  liked  the  flutter  of  her  silk, 
they  liked  to  have  whispered  in  their  ears  the  bold  words  of  her 
practised  raillery.  Each  liked  for  a  month  or  two  to  be  her  special 
friend.  But  then,  after  that,  each  had  deserted  her  as  had  done  the 
one  before ;  till  in  each  new  alliance  she  felt  that  such  was  to  be  her 
destiny,  and  that  she  was  a  rolling  stone  which  would  never  settle  itself, 
straining  for  waters  which  would  never  come  lip  high.  But  John 
Morton,  after  once  saying  that  he  loved  her,  had  never  tired,  had 
never  wished  to  escape.  He  had  been  so  true  to  his  love,  so  true  to 
his  word,  that  he  had  borne  from  her  usage  which  would  have  fully 
justified  escape  had  escape  been  to  his  taste.  But  to  the  last  he  had 
really  loved  her,  and  now,  on  his  death  bed,  he  had  sent  for  her  to 
come  to  him.  She  would  not  be  coward  enough  to  refuse  his  request, 
"  Should  he  say  anything  to  you  about  his  will  don't  refuse  to  hear 
him,  because  it  may  be  of  the  greatest  importance,"  Lady  Augustus 
whispered  to  her  daughter  as  the  carriage  was  driven  up  to  the  front 
door. 

It  was  then  four  o'clock,  and  it  was  understood  that  the  two  ladies 
were  to  stay  that  one  night  at  Bragton,  a  letter  having  been  received 
by  Lady  Ushant  that  morning  informing  her  that  the  mother  as  well  as 
the  daughter  was  coming.  Poor  Lady  Ushant  was  almost  beside 
herself, — not  knowing  what  she  should  do  v»'th  the  two  women,  and 
having  no  one  in  the  house  to  help  her.  Something  she  had  heard  of 
Lady  Augustus,  but  chiefly  from  Mrs.  Hopkins,  who  certainly  had  not 
admired  her  master's  future  mother-in-law.  Nor  had  Arabella  been 
popular ;  but  of  her  Mrs.  Hopkins  had  only  dared  to  say  that  she  was 
very  handsome  and  "  a  little  upstartish."  How  she  was  to  spend  the 
evening  with  them  Lady  Ushant  could  not  conceive,— it  having  been 
decided,  in  accordance  with  the  doctor's  orders,  that  the  interview 
should  not  take  place  till  the  next  morning.  When  they  were  shown 
in.  Lady  Ushant  stood  just  within  the  drawing-room  door  and  muttered 
a  few  words  as  she  gave  her  hand  hand  to  each.J  "  How  is  he  ?  "  asked 
Arabella,  throwing  up  her  veil  boldly,  as  soon  as  the  door  vras  closed. 
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lady  Usliant  only  shook  her  head.  "  I  know  it  would  be  so.  It  is 
always  so  with  anything  I  care  for." 

"  She  is  so  distressed.  Lady  Ushant,"  said  the  mother,  "  that  she 
hardly  knows  what  she  does."  Arabella  shook  her  head.  "  It  is  so, 
Lady  Ushant." 

"Am  I  to  go  to  him  now?"  said  Arabella.  Then  the  old  lady 
explained  the  doctor's  orders,  and  offered  to  take  them  to  their  rooms. 
" Perhaps  I  might  say  a  word  to  you  alone?  I  will  stay  here  if  you 
will  go  with  mamma."  And  she  did  stay  till  Lady  Ushant  came 
down  to  her.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say  it  is  certain,"  she  asked, — "  certain 
that  he  must — die  ?  " 

"  No ; — I  do  not  say  that." 

"  It  is  possible  that  he  may  recover  ?  " 

"  Certainly  it  is  possible.   What  is  not  possible  with  God  ?  " 

"  Ah ; — that  means  that  he  will  die."  Then  she  sat  herself  down 
and  almost  unconsciously  took  off  her  bonnet  and  laid  it  aside.  Lady 
Ushant,  then  looking  into  her  face  for  the  first  time,  was  at  a  loss  to 
understand  what  she  had  heard  of  her  beauty.  Could  it  be  the  same 
girl  of  whom  Mrs.  Hopkins  had  spoken  and  of  whose  brilliant  beauty 
Eeginald  had  repeated  what  he  had  heard  ?  She  was  haggard,  almost 
old,  with  black  lines  round  her  eyes.  There  was  nothing  soft  or 
gracious  in  the  tresses  of  her  hair.  When  Lady  Ushant  had  been 
yoimg,  men  had  liked  hair  such  as  was  that  of  Mary  Masters. 
Arabella's  yellow  locks, — whencesoever  they  might  have  come, — were 
rough  and  uncombed.  But  it  was  the  look  of  age,  and  the  almost 
masculine  strength  of  the  lower  face,  which  astonished  Lady  Ushant 
the  most.    "  Has  he  spoken  to  you  about  me  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Not  to  me."  Then  Lady  Ushant  went  on  to  explain  that  though 
she  was  there  now  as  the  female  representative  of  the  family,  she  had. 
never  been  so  intimate  with  John  Morton  as  to  admit  of  such  confi- 
dence as  .that  suggested. 

"I  wonder  whether  he  can  love  me,"  said  the  girl. 

"Assuredly  he  does,  Miss  Trefoil.  Whv  else  should  he  send  for 
you?" 

"  Because  he  is  an  honest  man.  I  hardly  think  that  he  can  love 
me  much.  He  was  to  have  been  my  husband,  but  he  will  escape  that. 
If  I  thought  that  he  would  live  I  would  tell  him  that  he  was  free." 

"  He  would  not  want  to  be— free." 

"  He  ought  to  want  it.  I  am  not  fit  for  him.  I  have  come  here, 
Lady  Ushant,  because  I  want  to  tell  him  the  truth." 

"  But  you  love  him  ?  "  Arabella  made  no  answer,  but  sat  looking 
steadily  into  Lady  Ushant's  face.    "  Surely  you  do  love  him." 

"I  do  not  know.  I  don't  think  I  did  love  him,  though  now 
I  may.  It  is  so  horrible  that  he  should  die,  and  die  while  all  this  is 
going  on.  That  softens  one,  you  know.  Have  you  ever  heard  of  Lord. 
Eufford?" 
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"  Lord  Eufford  ;  the  young  man  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  the  young  man." 

"  Never,  particularly.    I  knew  his  father." 

"  But  not  this  man  ?   Mr.  Morten  never  spoke  to  yon  of  him? ' 

"  Not  a  word." 

"I  have  been  engaged  to  him  since  I  became  engaged  to  your 
nephew." 

" Engaged  to  Lord  Eufford,— to  marry  him? " 
"Yes,  indeed." 

"  And  will  you  marry  him  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  say.  I  tell  you  this.  Lady  Ushant,  because  I  must  tell 
somebody  in  this  house.  I  have  behaved  very  badly  to  Mr.  Morton, 
and  Lord  Eufford  is  behaving  as  badly  to  me." 

"  Did  John  know  of  this  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  I  meant  to  tell  him.  I  determined  that  I  would  tell  him 
had  he  lived.  "When  he  sent  for  me,  I  swore  that  I  would  tell  him.  If 
he  is  dying,  how  can  I  say  it  ?  "  Lady  Ushant  sat  bewildered,  think- 
ing over  it,  understanding  nothing  of  the  world  in  which  this  girl  had 
lived,  and  not  knowing  now  how  things  could  have  been  as  she  de- 
scribed them.  It  was  not  as  yet  three  months  since,  to  her  knowledge, 
this  young  woman  had  been  staying  at  Bragton  as  the  affianced  bride 
of  the  owner  of  the  house, — staying  there  with  her  own  mother  and  his 
grandmother, — and  now  she  declared  that  since  that  time  she  had 
become  engaged  to  another  man,  and  that  that  other  man  had  already 
jilted  her!  And  yet  she  was  here  that  she  might  make  a  death-bed 
parting  with  the  man  who  regarded  himself  as  her  affianced  husband. 
"If  I  were  sure  that  he  were  dying,  why  should  I  trouble  him?"  she 
said  again. 

Lady  Ushant  found  herself  utterly  unable  to  give  any  counsel  to 
such  a  condition  of  circumstances.  Why  should  she  be  asked  ?  This 
young  woman  had  her  mother  with  her.  Did  her  mother  know  all 
this,  and  nevertheless  bi'ing  her  daughter  to  the  house  of  a  man  who 
had  been  so  treated !  "  I  really  do  not  know  what  to  say,"  she  replied 
at  last. 

"But  I  was  determined  that  I  would  tell  some  one.  I  thought 
that  Mrs.  Morton  would  have  been  here."  Lady  Ushant  shook  her 
head.  "  I  am  glad  she  is  not,  because  she  was  not  civil  to  me  when 
I  was  here  before.  She  would  have  said  hard  things  to  me,  though 
not  perhaps  harder  than  I  have  deserved.  I  suppose  I  may  still  see 
him  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes ;  he  expects  it." 

"  I  shall  not  tell  him  now.   I  could  not  tell  him  if  I  thought  he 
we;'e  dying.    If  he  gets  better,  you  must  tell  him  all." 
"  I  don't  think  I  could  do  that,  Miss  Trefoil." 
"  Eray  do ;  pray  do.    I  call  upon  you  to  tell  him  everything." 
"  Tell  him  that  you  will  be  married  to  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 
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"  No ;  not  that.    If  Mr.  Morton  wore  well  to-morrow,  I  would  have 
him, — if  he  chose  to  take  me  after  what  I  have  told  you." 
"  You  do  love  him,  then  ?  " 
"  At  any  rate,  I  like  no  one  better." 
"  Not  the  young  lord  ?  " 

"  No ;  why  should  I  like  him  ?  He  does  not  lore  me.  I  hate  him  ? 
I  would  marry  Mr.  Morton  to-morrow,  and  go  with  him  to  Patagonia, 
or  anywhere  else,  if  he  would  have  me  after  hearing  what  I  have 
done."  Then  she  rose  from  her  chair;  but  before  she  left  the  room 
she  said  a  word  further.  "  Do  not  speak  a  word  to  my  mother  about 
this.  Mamma  knows  nothing  of  my  purpose.  Mamma  only  wants  me- 
to  marry  Lord  Eufford,  and  to  throw  Mr.  Morton  over.  Do  not  tell 
any  one  else,  Lady  XJshant ;  but  if  he  is  ever  well  enough,  then  you 
must  tell  him."  After  that  she  went,  leaving  Lady  Ushant  in  tha 
room  astounded  by  the  story  she  had  heard. 


CHAPTER  LV. 

"l  HAVE  TOLD  HIM  EVERYTHING." 

That  evening  was  very  long  and  very  sad  to  the  three  ladies  assembled 
in  the  drawing-room  at  Bragton  Park,  but  it  was  probably  more  so  to 
Lady  Augustus  than  the  other  two.  Slie  hardly  spoke  to  either  of 
them :  nor  did  they  to  her ;  while  a  certain  amount  of  conversation  in 
a  low  tone  was  carried  on  between  Lady  Ushant  and  Miss  Trefoil. 
When  Arabella  came  down  to  dinner  she  received  a  message  from  the 
sick  man.  He  sent  his  love,  and  would  so  willingly  have  seen  her 
instantly, — only  that  the  doctor  would  not  allow  it.  But  he  was  so 
glad, — so  very  glad  that  she  had  come !  This  Lady  Ushant  said  to 
her  in  a  whisper,  and  seemed  to  say  it  as  though  she  had  not  heard  a 
word  of  that  frightful  story  which  had  been  told  to  her  not  much  more 
than  an  hour  ago.  Arabella  did  not  utter  a  word  in  reply,  but  put 
out  her  hand,  secretly  as  it  were,  and  grasped  that  of  the  old  lady  to 
whom  she  had  told  the  tale  of  her  later  intrigues.  The  dinner  did  not 
keep  them  long,  but  it  was  very  grievous  to  them  all.  Lady  Ushant 
might  have  made  some  effort  to  be  at  least  a  complaisant  hostess  to 
Lady  Augustus  had  she  not  heard  this  story, — had  she  not  been  told 
that  the  woman,  knowing  her  daughter  to  be  engaged  to  John  Morton,, 
had  wanted  her  to  marry  Lord  Eufford.  The  story  having  come  from 
the  lips  of  the  girl  herself,  had  moved  some  pity  in  the  old  woman's 
breast  in  regard  to  her ;  but  for  Lady  Augustus  she  could  feel  nothing 
but  horror. 

In  the  evening  Lady  Augustus  sat  alone,  not  even  pretending  to 
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open  a  book  or  to  employ  bar  fingers.  She  seated  herself  on  one  side 
of  the  fire  with  a  screen  in  her  hand,  turning  over  such  thoughts 
in  her  mind  as  were  perhaps  customary  to  her.  Would  there  ever 
come  a  period  to  her  misery,  an  hour  of  release  in  which  she  might  be 
in  comfort  ere  she  died  ?  Hitherto  from  one  year  to  another,  from  one 
decade  to  the  following,  it  had  all  been  struggle  and  misery,  contumely 
and  contempt.  She  thought  that  she  had  done  her  duty  by  her  child, 
and  her  child  hated  and  despised  her.  It  was  but  the  other  day  that 
Arabella  had  openly  declared  that  in  the  event  of  her  marriage  she 
would  not  have  her  mother  as  a  guest  in  her  own  house.  There  could 
be  no  longer  hope  for  triumph  and  glory ; — but  how  might  she  find 
peace  so  that  she  might  no  longer  be  driven  hither  and  thither  by  this 
ungrateful  tyrant  child?  Oh, — how  hard  she  had  worked  in  the 
world,  and  how  little  the  world  had  given  her  in  return ! 

Lady  Ushant  and  Arabella  sat  at  the  other  side  of  the  fire,  at  some 
distance  from  it,  on  a  sofa,  and  carried  on  a  fitful  conversation  in 
whispers,  of  which  a  word  would  now  and  then  reach  the  ears  of  the 
wretched  mother.  It  consisted  chiefly  of  a  description  of  the  man's 
illness,  and  of  the  different  sayings  which  had  come  from  the  doctors 
who  had  attended  him.  It  was  marvellous  to  Lady  Augustus,  as  she 
sat  there  listening,  that  her  daughter  should  condescend  to  take  an 
interest  in  such  details.  What  could  it  be  to  her  now  how  the  fever 
had  taken  him,  or  why  or  when  ?  On  the  very  next  day, — the  very 
morning  on  which  she  would  go  and  sit, — ah  so  uselessly, — by  the 
dying  man's  bedside  her  father  was  to  meet  Lord  Eufford  at  the  ducal 
mansion  in  Piccadilly,  to  see  if  anything  could  be  done  in  that  quarter ! 
It  was  impossible  that  she  should  really  care  whether  John  Morton's 
lease  of  life  was  to  be  computed  at  a  week's  purchase  or  at  that  of  a 
month !  And  yet  Arabella  sat  there  asking  sick-room  questions  and 
listening  to  sick-room  replies  as  though  her  very  nature  had  been 
changed.  Lady  Augustus  heard  her  daughter  inquire  what  food  the 
sick  man  took,  and  then  Lady  Ushant  at  great  length  gave  the  list  of 
his  nourishment.  What  sickening  hypocrisy !  thought  Lady  Augustus. 

Lady  Augustus  must  have  known  her  daughter  well;  and  yet  it 
was  not  hypocrisy.  The  girl's  nature,  which  had  become  thoroughly 
evil  from  the  treachery  it  had  received,  was  not  altered.  Such  sudden 
changes  do  not  occur  more  frequently  than  other  miracles.  But 
zealously  as  she  had  practised  her  arts  she  had  not  as  yet  practised 
them  long  enough  not  to  be  cowed  by  certain  outward  circumstances. 
There  were  moments  when  she  still  heard  in  her  imagination  the 
sound  of  that  horse's  foot  as  it  struck  the  skull  of  the  unfortunate 
fallen  rider ; — and  now  the  purport  of  the  death  of  this  man  whom  she 
had  known  so  intimately  and  who  had  behaved  so  well  to  her, — to 
-whom  her  own  conduct  had  been  so  foully  false, — for  a  time  brought 
her  back  to  humanity.  But  Lady  Augustus  had  got  beyond  that  and 
<5ould  not  at  all  understand  it. 
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Uy  nine  they  had  all  retired  for  the  night.  It  was  necessary  that 
Lady  Ushant  should  again  visit  her  nephew,  and  the  mother  and 
daughter  went  to  their  own  rooms.  "  I  cannot  in  the  least  make  out 
what  you  are  doing,"  said  Lady  Augustus  in  her  most  severe  voice. 

"  I  dare  say  not,  mamma." 

"I  have  been  brought  here,  at  a  terrible  sacrifice  " 

"  Sacrifice !  What  sacrifice  ?  You  are  as  well  here  as  anywhere  else." 

"  I  say  I  have  been  brought  hero  at  a  terrible  sacrifice  for  ni 
purpose  whatever.  What  use  is  it  to  be  ?  And  then  you  pretend  to 
care  what  this  poor  man  is  eating  and  drinking  and  what  physic  he  is 
taking  when,  the  last  time  you  were  in  his  company,  you  wouldn't  so 
much  as  look  at  him  for  fear  you  should  make  another  man  jealous." 

'■■  He  was  not  dying  then." 

"Psha!" 

"  Oh  yes.   I  know  all  that.   I  do  feel  a  little  ashamed  of  myself 
uhen  I  am  almost  crying  for  him." 
"  As  if  you  loved  him !  " 

"  Dear  mamma,  I  do  own  that  it  is  foolish.  Having  listened  to  you 
on  these  subjects  for  a  dozen  years  at  least  I  ought  to  have  got  rid  of 
all  that.  I  don't  suppose  I  do  love  him.  Two  or  three  weeks  ago  I 
almost  thought  I  loved  Lord  Eufford,  and  now  I  am  quite  sure  that  I 
hate  him.  But  if  I  heard  to-morrow  that  he  had  broken  his  neck  out 
hunting,  I  ain't  sure  but  what  I  should  feel  something.  But  he  would 
not  send  for  me  as  this  man  has  done." 

"  It  was  very  impertinent." 

"  Perhaps  it  was  ill-bred,  as  he  must  have  suspected  something  as 
to  Lord  Piufford.   However,  we  are  here  now." 

"  I  will  never  allow  you  to  drag  me  anywhere  again." 

"  It  will  be  for  yourself  to  judge  of  that.  If  I  want  to  go  anywhere, 
I  shall  go.  What's  the  good  of  quarrelling  ?  You  know  that  I  meaa 
to  have  my  way." 

The  next  morning  neither  Lady  Augustus  nor  Miss  Trefoil  came 
down  to  breakfast,  but  at  ten  o'clock  Arabella  was  ready,  as  appointed, 
to  be  taken  into  the  sick  man's  bedroom.  She  was  still  dressed  in 
black,  but  had  taken  some  trouble  with  her  face  and  hair.  She  fol- 
lowed Lady  Ushant  in,  and  silently  standing  by  the  bedside,  put  her 
hand  upon  that  of  John  Morton,  which  was  laying  outside  on  the  bed. 
"  I  will  leave  you  now,  John,"  said  Lady  Ushant,  retiring,  "  and  come 
again  in  half  an  hour." 

"  When  I  ring,"  he  said. 

"  You  mustn't  let  him  talk  for  more  than  that,"  said  the  old  lady  t» 
Arabella  as  she  went. 

It  was  more  than  an  hour  afterwards  when  Arabella  crept  into  her 
mother's  room,  during  which  time  Lady  Ushant  had  twice  knocked  at 
her  nephew's  door,  and  had  twice  been  sent  away,  "  It  is  all  over, 
mamma ! "  she  said. 
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Lady  Augtistus  looked  into  her  daughter's  eyes  and  saw  that  she 
had  really  been  weeping.   "  All  over ! " 

"  I  mean  for  me, — and  you.   We  have  only  got  to  go  away." 
"Will  he— die?" 

"  It  will  make  no  matter  though  he  should  live  for  ever.  I  have 
told  him  everything.  I  did  not  mean  to  do  it  because  I  thought  that 
he  would  be  weak ;  but  he  has  been  strong  enough  for  that." 

"  What  have  you  told  him  ?  " 

"  Just  everything, — about  you  and  Lord  Eufford  and  myself, — and 
what  an  escape  he  had  had  not  to  marry  me.  He  understands  it 
all  now." 

"  It  is  a  great  deal  more  than  I  do." 

"He  knows  that  Lord  Eufford  has  been  engaged  to  me."  She 
clung  to  this  statement  so  vehemently  that  she  had  really  taught  her- 
self to  believe  that  it  was  so. 

"Well!" 

"  And  he  knows  also  how  his  lordship  is  behaving  to  me.  Of  course 
he  thinks  that  I  have  deserved  it.  Of  course  I  have  deserved  it.  We 
liave  nothing  to  do  now  but  to  go  back  to  London." 

"  You  have  brought  me  here  all  the  way  for  that  ?  " 

"  Only  for  that !  As  the  man  was  dying,  I  thoiTght  that  I  would 
he  honest  just  for  once.  Now  that  I  have  told  him,  I  don't  believe 
that  he  will  die.   He  does  not  look  to  be  so  very  ill." 

"  And  you  have  thrown  away  that  chance  ?  " 

"  Altogether.  You  didn't  like  Bragton,  you  know,  and  therefore  it 
•can't  matter  to  you." 

" Like  it!" 

"  To  be  sure,  you  would  have  got  rid  of  me  had  I  gone  to  Pata- 
gonia. But  he  will  not  go  to  Patagonia  now,  even  if  he  gets  well ; 
and  so  there  was  nothing  to  be  gained.  The  carriage  is  to  be  here  at 
two  to  take  us  to  the  station,  and  you  may  as  well  let  Judith  come  and 
put  the  things  up." 

Just  before  they  took  their  departure  Lady  TJshant  came  to 
Arabella,  saying  that  Mr.  Morton  wanted  to  speak  one  other  word  to 
lier  before  she  went.  So  she  returned  to  the  room,  and  was  again 
left  alone  at  the  man's  bedside.  "  Arabella,"  he  said,  "  I  thought  that 
T  would  tell  you  that  I  have  forgiven  everything." 

"  How  can  you  have  forgiven  me  ?  There  are  things  which  a  man 
cannot  forgive." 

"  Give  me  your  hand,"  he  said, — and  she  gave  him  her  hand.  "  I 
do  forgive  it  all.  Even  should  I  live,  it  would  be  impossible  that 
we  should  be  man  and  wife." 

"  Oh  yes." 

"But,  nevertheless,  I  love  you.  Try, — try  to  be  true  to  some 
one." 

"  There  is  no  truth  left  in  me,  Mr.  Morton,  I  should  not  dishonour 
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my  luisband  if  I  had  one,  but  still  I  should  be  a  curse  to  him.  I 
shall  marry  some  day,  I  suppose,  and  I  know  it  will  be  so.    I  wish 
I  could  change  with  you, — and  die." 
"  You  are  unhaiijDy  now  ?  " 

"Indeed  I  am.  I  am  always  unhappy.  I  do  not  think  you  can 
tell  what  it  is  to  be  so  wretched.  But  I  am  glad  that  you  have  for- 
given me."  Then  she  stooped  down  and  kissed  his  hand.  As  she  did 
so  he  touched  her  brow  with  his  hot  lips,  and  then  she  left  him  again. 
Lady  Ushant  was  waiting  outside  the  door.  "  He  knows  it  all,"  said 
Arabella.  "You  need  not  trouble  yourself  with  the  message  I  gave 
you.  The  carriage  is  at  the  door.  Good-bye.  You  need  not  come 
down.  Mamma  will  not  expect  it."  Lady  Ushant,  hardly  knowing  how 
she  ought  to  behave,  did  not  go  down.  Lady  Augustus  and  her  daughter 
got  into  Mr.  Eunciman's  carriage  without  any  farewells,  and  were 
driven  back  from  the  park  to  the  Dillsborough  Station.  To  poor  Lady 
Ushant  the  whole  thing  had  been  very  terrible.  She  sat  silent  and 
unoccupied  the  whole  of  that  evening,  wondering  at  the  horror  of  such 
a  history.  This  girl  had  absolutely  dared  to  tell  the  dying  man  all 
her  own  disgrace,  and  had  travelled  down  from  London  to  Bragton 
with  the  purpose  of  doing  so!  When  next  she  crept  into  the  sick- 
room she  almost  expected  that  her  nephew  would  speak  to  her  on  the 
subject;  but  he  only  asked  whether  that  sound  of  wheels  which  he 
heard  beneath  his  window  had  come  from  the  carriage  which  had 
laken  them  away,  and  then  did  not  say  a  further  word  of  either  Lady 
Augustus  or  her  daughter. 

"  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  now  ?  "  said  Lady  Augustus,  as  the 
-train  approached  the  London  terminus. 

■"  Nothing." 

"  You  have  given  up  Lord  Eufford  ?  " 
"  Indeed  I  have  not." 

"  Your  journey  to  Bragton  will  hardly  help  you  much  with  him." 

"  I  don't  want  it  to  help  me  at  all.  What  have  I  done  that  Lord 
Eufford  can  complain  of?  I  have  not  abandoned  Lord  Eufford  for 
the  sake  of  Mr.  Morton.  Lord  Eufford  ought  only  to  be  too  proud,  if 
he  knew  it  all." 

"  Of  course  he  could  make  use  of  such  an  escapade  as  this  ?  " 

"  Let  him  try.  I  have  not  done  with  Lord  Eufford  yet,  and  so  I 
can  tell  him,  I  shall  be  at  the  duke's  in  Piccadilly  to-morrow 
morning." 

"  That  will  be  impossible,  Arabella." 

"  They  shall  see  whether  it  is  impossible.  I  have  got  beyond  caring 
very  much  what  people  say  now.  I  know  the  kind  of  way  papa  would 
be  thrown  over  if  there  is  no  one  there  to  back  him.  I  shall  be  there, 
and  I  will  ask  Lord  Eufford  to  his  face  whether  we  did  not  become 
■  engaged  when  we  were  at  Mistletoe." 

"  They  won't  let  you  in." 
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"  I'll  find  a  way  to  make  my  way  in.  I  shall  never  he  his  wife.  I 
don't  know  that  I  want  it.  After  all,  what's  the  good  of  living  with 
a  man  if  you  hate  each  other, — or  living  apart,  like  you  and  papa  ?  " 

"  He  has  income  enough  for  anything !  "  exclaimed  Lady  Augustus, 
shocked  at  her  daughter's  apparent  blindness. 

"It  isn't  that  I'm  thinking  of;  but  I'll  have  my  revenge  on  him. 
Liar !  To  write  and  say  that  I  had  made  a  mistake !  He  had  not  the 
courage  to  get  out  of  it  when  we  were  together ;  but  when  he  had  run 
away  in  the  night,  like  a  thief,  and  got  into  his  own  house,  then  h& 
could  write  and  say  that  I  had  made  a  mistake !  I  have  sometimes 
pitied  men  when  I  have  seen  girls  hunting  them  down ;  but,  upon  my 
word,  they  deserve  it."  This  renewal  of  spirit  did  something  to  com- 
fort Lady  Augustus.  She  had  begun  to  fear  that  her  datighter,  in  her 
despair,  would  abandon  altogether  the  one  pursuit  of  her  life ;  but  it 
now  seemed  that  there  was  still  some  courage  left  for  the  battle. 

That  night  nothing  more  was  said,  but  Arabella  applied  all  her 
mind  to  the  present  condition  of  her  circumstances.  Should  she  or 
should  she  not  go  to  the  House  in  Piccadilly  on  the  following  morning  ? 
At  last  she  determined  that  she  would  not  do  so,  believing  that  should 
her  father  fail  she  might  make  a  better  opportunity  for  herself  after- 
wards. At  her  uncle's  house  she  would  hardly  have  known  where  or 
how  to  wait  for  the  proper  moment  of  her  appearance.  "  So  you  are 
not  going  to  Piccadilly  ?  "  said  her  mother  on  the  following  morning. 

'  It  appears  not,"  said  Arabella, 


CHAPTEE  LVL 

"now  what  have  tou  got  to  sat?" 

It  may  be  a  question  whether  Lord  Augustus  Trefoil  or  Lord  Eufford 
looked  forward  to  the  interview  which  was  to  take  place  at  the  duke's 
mansion  with  the  greater  dismay.  The  unfortunate  father  whose  only 
principle  in  life  had  been  that  of  avoiding  trouble  would  have  rather 
that  his  daughter  should  have  been  jilted  a  score  of  times  than  that  he 
should  have  been  called  upon  to  interfere  once.  There  was  in  this 
demand  upon  him  a  breach  of  a  silent  but  well-understood  compact. 
His  wife  and  daughter  had  been  allowed  to  do  just  what  they  pleased 
and  to  be  free  of  his  authority,  upon  an  understanding  that  they  were 
never  to  give  him  any  trouble.  She  might  have  married  Lord  Euffbrd,^ 
or  Mr.  Morton,  or  any  other  man  she  might  have  succeeded  in  catch- 
ing, and  he  would  not  have  troubled  her  either  before  or  after  her 
marriage.   But  it  was  not  fair  that  he  should  be  called  upon  to  inter- 
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fere  in  her  failures.  And  what  was  he  to  say  to  this  young  lord ''. 
Being  fat  and  old  and  plethoric  he  could  not  be  expected  to  use  a 
•stick  and  thrash  the  young  lord.  Pistols  were  gone, — a  remembrance 
of  which  fact  perhaps  afforded  some  consolation.  Nobody  now  need 
bo  afraid  of  anybody,  and  the  young  lord  would  not  be  afraid  of  him. 
Arabella  declared  that  there  had  been  an  engagement.  The  young 
lord  would  of  course  declare  that  there  had  been  none.  Upon  the 
whole  he  was  inclined  to  believe  it  most  probable  that  his  daughter 
was  lying.  He  did  not  think  it  likely  that  Lord  Eufford  should  have 
been  such  a  fool.  As  for  taking  Lord  Eufford  by  the  back  of  his  neck 
and  shaking  him  into  matrimony,  he  knew  that  that  would  be  alto- 
gether out  of  his  power.  And  then  the  hour  was  so  wretchedly  early. 
It  was  that  little  fool  Mistletoe  who  had  named  ten  o'clock, — a  fellow 
who  took  Parliamentary  papers  to  bed  with  him,  and  had  a  blue  book 
brought  to  him  every  morning  at  half-past  seven  with  a  cup  of  tea. 
By  ten  o'clock  Lord  Augustus  would  not  have  had  time  to  take  his 
first  glass  of  soda  and  brandy  preparatory  to  the  labour  of  getting  into 
his  clothes.  But  he  was  afraid  of  his  wife  and  daughter,  and  abso- 
lutely did  get  into  a  cab  at  the  door  of  his  lodgings  in  Duke  Street, 
St.  James',  precisely  at  a  quarter  past  ten.  As  the  duke's  house  was 
close  to  the  corner  of  Clarges  Street  the  journey  he  had  to  make  was 
not  long. 

Lord  Eufford  would  not  have  agreed  to  the  interview  but  that  it 
was  forced  upon  him  by  his  brother-in-law.  "  What  good  can  it  do  ?  " 
Lord  Eufford  had  asked.  But  his  brother-in-law  had  held  that  that 
was  a  question  to  be  answered  by  the  other  side.  In  such  a  position 
Sir  George  thought  that  he  was  bound  to  concede  as  much  as  this, — 
in  fact  to  concede  almost  anything  short  of  marriage.  "  He  can't  do 
the  girl  any  good  by  talking,"  Lord  Eufford  had  said.  Sir  George 
assented  to  this,  but  nevertheless  thought  that  any  friend  deputed  by 
her  should  be  allowed  to  talk,  at  any  rate  once.  "  I  don't  know  what 
he'll  say.  Do  you  think  he'll  bring  a  big  stick  ?  "  Sir  George,  Avho 
knew  Lord  Augustus,  did  not  imagine  that  a  stick  would  be  brought. 
"  I  couldn't  hit  him,  you  know.  He's  so  fat  that  a  blow  would  kill 
him."  Lord  Eufford  wanted  his  brother-in-law  to  go  with  him ; — but 
Sir  George  assured  him  that  this  was  impossible.  It  was  a  great  bore. 
He  had  to  go  up  to  London  all  alone, — in  February,  when  the  weather 
was  quite  open  and  hunting  was  nearly  coming  to  an  end.  And  for 
what?  AVas  it  likely  that  such  a  man  as  Lord  Augustus  should 
succeed  in  talking  him  into  marrying  any  girl?  Nevertheless  he 
went,  prepared  to  be  very  civil,  full  of  sorrow  at  the  misunderstanding 
but  strong  in  his  determination  not  to  yield  an  inch.  He  arrived  at 
the  mansion  precisely  at  ten  o'clock  and  was  at  once  shown  into  a  back 
room  on  the  ground  floor.  He  saw  no  one  but  a  very  demure  old 
.servant  who  seemed  to  look  upon  him  as  one  who  was  sinning  against 
the  Trefoil  family  in  general,  and  who  shut  the  door  upon  him,  leaving 
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him  as  it  were  in  prison.  He  was  so  accustomed  to  be  tlie  absolute 
master  of  his  own  minutes  and  hours  that  he  chafed  greatly  as  he 
walked  up  and  down  the  room  for  what  seemed  to  him  the  greater 
part  of  a  day.  He  looked  repeatedly  at  his  watch,  and  at  half-past 
ten  declared  to  himself  that  if  that  fat  old  fool  did  not  come  within  two 
minutes  he  would  make  his  escape. 

"  The  fat  old  fool "  when  he  reached  the  house  asked  for  his  nephew 
and  endeavoured  to  persuade  Lord  Mistletoe  to  go  with  him  to  the 
interview.  But  Lord  Mistletoe  was  as  firm  in  refusing  as  had  been 
Sir  George  Penwether.  "  You  are  quite  wrong,"  said  the  young  man, 
with  well-informed  sententious  gravity.  "  I  could  do  nothing  to  help 
you.  You  are  Arabella's  father,  and  no  one  can  plead  her  cause  but 
yourself."  Lord  Augustus  dropped  his  eyebrows  over  his  eyes  as  this 
was  said.  They  who  knew  him  well  and  had  seen  the  same  thing  done 
when  his  partner  would  not  answer  his  call  at  whist  or  had  led  up  to 
his  discard  were  aware  that  the  motion  was  tantamount  to  a  very 
strong  expression  of  disgust.  He  did  not,  however,  argue  the  matter 
any  further,  but  allowed  himself  to  be  led  away  slowly  by  the  same 
solemn  servant.  Lord  Eufford  had  taken  up  his  hat  preparatory  to 
his  departure,  when  Lord  Augustus  was  announced  just  five  minutes 
after  the  half  hour. 

When  the  elder  man  entered  the  room  the  younger  one  put  down 
his  hat  and  bowed.  Lord  Augustus  also  bowed,  and  then  stood  for  a 
few  moments  silent  with  his  fat  hands  extended  on  the  round  table  in 
the  middle  of  the  room.  "  This  is  a  very  disagreeable  kind  of  thing, 
my  lord,"  he  said. 

"Very  disagreeable,  and  one  that  I  lament  above  all  things," 
answered  Lord  Eufford. 

"  That's  all  very  well ; — very  well  indeed ; — but,  damme,  what's  the 
meaning  of  it  all  ?  That's  what  I  want  to  ask.  What's  the  meaning 
of  it  all  ?  "  Then  he  paused  as  though  he  had  completed  the  first  part 
of  his  business, — and  might  now  wait  awhile  till  the  necessary  ex- 
planation had  been  given.  But  Lord  Eufford  did  not  seem  disjiosed 
to  give  any  immediate  answer.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and, 
taking  up  his  hat,  passed  his  hand  once  or  twice  round  the  nap.  Lord 
Augustus  opened  his  eyes  very  wide  as  he  waited  and  looked  at  the 
other  man ;  but  it  seemed  that  the  other  man  had  nothing  to  say  for 
himself.  "You  don't  mean  to  tell  me,  I  suppose,  that  what  my 
daughter  says  isn't  true  ?  " 

"  Some  unfortunate  mistake,  Lord  Augustus ; — most  unfortunate." 

"  Mistake  be  ."   He  stopped  himself  before  the  sentence  was 

completed,  remembering  that  such  an  interview  should  be  conducted 
on  the  part  of  him,  as  father,  with  something  of  dignity.  "I  don't 
tmderstand  anything  about  mistakes.  Ladies  don't  make  mistakes  of 
that  kind.  I  won't  hear  of  mistakes."  Lord  Eufi'ord  again  shrugged 
Lis  shoulders.   "  You  have  engaged  my  daughter's  affections." 
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"  I  have  the  greatest  regard  for  Miss  Trefoil." 

"Ilcgard  bo  ."    Then  again  he  remembered  himself.  "Lord 

Euffoid,  you've  got  to  marry  her.  That's  the  long  and  the  short 
of  it." 

"  I  am  sure  I  ought  to  be  proud." 
"  So  you  ought.'' 
"But  " 

"  I  don't  know  the  meaning  of '  but/  my  lord.  I  want  to  know  what 
you  mean  to  do." 

"  Marriage  isn't  in  my  line  at  all." 

'•■  Then  what  the  d         business  have  you  to  go  about  and  talk 

to  a  girl  like  that  ?  Marriage  not  in  your  line !  Who  cares  for  your 
line  ?  I  never  heard  such  impudence  in  all  my  life.  You  get  yourself 
engaged  to  a  young  lady  of  high  rank  and  position  and  then  you  say 

that  marriage  isn't  in  your  line."    Upon  that  he  opened  his  eyes 

still  wider,  and  glared  upon  the  offender  wrathfuUy. 

"  I  can't  admit  that  I  was  ever  engaged  to  Miss  Trefoil." 

"  Didn't  you  make  love  to  her  ?  " 

The  poor  victim  paused  a  moment  before  he  answered  this  question, 
thereby  confessing  his  guilt  before  he  denied  it.  "No,  my  lord;  I 
don't  think  I  ever  did." 

"You  don't  think!  You  don't  know  whether  you  asked  my 
ilaiishter  to  marry  you  or  not !  You  don't  think  you  made  love  to 
her  I" 

"  I  am  sure  I  didn't  ask  her  to  marry  me." 

"  I  am  sure  you  did.  And  now  what  have  you  got  to  say  ? " 
Here  there  was  another  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  "  I  suppose  you  think 
because  you  are  a  rich  man  that  you  may  do  whatever  you  please. 
But  you'll  have  to  learn  the  difference.   You  must  be  exposed,  sir." 

"  I  hope  for  the  lady's  sake  thai  as  little  as  possible  may  be  said 
of  it." 

"  D        the  ! "   Lord  Augustus  in  his  assumed  wrath  was 

about  to  be  very  severe  on  his  daughter,  but  he  checked  himself  again. 
"  I'm  not  going  to  stop  here  talking  all  day,"  he  said.  "  I  want  to 
hear  your  explanation  and  then  I  shall  know  how  to  act."  Up  to  this 
time  he  had  been  standing,  whicli  was  unusual  with  him.  Now  he 
flung  himself  into  an  armchair. 

"  Really,  Lord  Augustus,  I  don't  know  what  I've  got  to  say.  I 
admire  your  daughter  exceedingly.  I  was  very  much  honoured  when 
she  and  her  mother  came  to  my  house  at  Eufford.  I  was  delighted  to 
be  able  to  show  her  a  little  sport.  It  gave  me  the  greatest  satisfaction 
when  I  met  her  again  at  your  brother's  house.  Coming  home  from 
nunting  we  happened  to  be  thrown  together.  It's  a  kind  of  thing  that 
will  occur,  you  know.  The  duchess  seemed  to  think  a  great  deal  of 
it;  but  what  can  one  do?  We  could  have  had  two  postchaises, 
of  course,— only  one  doesn't  generally  send  a  young  lady  alone. 
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She  was  very  tired,  and  fainted  with  the  fatigue.  Thf>,t  I  think  is 
about  all." 

"  But,— damme,  sir,  what  did  you  say  to  her  ?  "  Lord  Eufford 
again  rubbed  the  nap  of  his  hat.  "  What  did  you  say  to  her  first  of 
all,  at  your  own  house  ?  " 

"  A  poor  fellow  was  killed  out  hunting,  and  everybody  was  talking 
about  that.    Your  daughter  saw  it  herself." 

"  Excuse  me.  Lord  Eufford,  if  I  say  that  that's  what  we  used  to  call 
shuffling,  at  school.    Because  a  man  broke  his  neck  out  hunting  " 

"  It  was  a  kick  on  the  head.  Lord  Augustus." 

"I  don't  care  where  he  was  kicked.  What  has  that  to  do  with 
your  asking  my  daughter  to  be  your  wife  ?  " 

"But  I  didn't." 

"  I  say  you  did, — over  and  over  again."  Here  Lord  Augustus  got 
out  of  his  chair,  and  made  a  little  attempt  to  reach  the  recreant  lover ; 
— but  he  failed,  and  fell  back  again  into  his  armchair.  "  It  was  first 
at  Eufford,  and  then  you  made  an  appointment  to  meet  her  at  Mistle- 
toe.   How  do  you  explain  that  ?  " 

"  Miss  Trefoil  is  very  fond  of  hunting." 

"  I  don't  believe  she  ever  went  out  hunting  in  her  life  before  she 
saw  you.  You  mounted  her, — and  gave  her  a  horse, — and  took  her 
out, — and  brought  her  home.  Everybody  at  Mistletoe  knew  all  about 
it.  My  brother  and  the  duchess  were  told  of  it.  It  was  one  of  those 
things  that  are  plain  to  everybody  as  the  nose  on  your  face.  What 
did  you  say  to  her  when  you  were  coming  home  in  that  postchaise  ?  " 

"  She  was  fainting." 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  I  don't  care  whether  she  fainted  or 
not.  I  don't  believe  she  fainted  at  all.  When  she  got  into  that 
carriage  she  was  engaged  to  you,  and  when  she  got  out  of  it  she  was 
engaged  ever  so  much  more.  The  duchess  knew  all  about  it.  Now 
what  have  you  got  to  say  ?  "  Lord  Eufford  felt  that  he  had  nothing 
to  say.    "  I  insist  upon  having  an  answer." 

"  It's  one  of  the  most  unfortunate  mistakes  that  ever  were  made." 

"  By  G  !  "  exclaimed  Lord  Augustus,  turning  his  eyes  wp 

against  the  wall,  and  appealing  to  some  dark  ancestor  who  luang  there. 
"  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  in  all  my  life ;  never ! " 

"  I  suppose  I  might  as  well  go  now,"  said  Lord  Eufford  after  a  pause. 

"  You  may  go  to  the  d  ,  sir, — for  the  present."    Then  Lord 

Eufford  took  his  departure,  leaving  the  injured  parent  panting  with 
Ms  exertions. 

As  Lord  Eufford  went  away  he  felt  that  that  difficulty  had  been 
overcome  with  much  more  ease  than  he  had  expected.  He  hardly 
knew  what  it  was  that  he  had  dreaded,  but  he  had  feared  something 
much  worse  than  that.  Had  an  appeal  been  made  to  his  affections  he 
would  hardly  have  known  how  to  answer.  He  remembered  well  that 
he  had  assured  the  lady  that  he  loved  her,  and  had  a  direct  question 
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been  asked  liim  ou  that  subject  he  would  not  have  lied.  He  must 
have  confessed  that  such  a  declaration  had  been  made  by  him.  But 
he  had  escaped  that.  He  was  quite  sure  that  he  had  never  uttered  a 
hint  in  regard  to  marriage,  and  he  came  away  from  the  duke's  house 
almost  with  an  assurance  that  he  had  done  nothing  that  was  worthy 
of  much  blame. 

Lord  Augustus  looked  at  his  watch,  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  a 
^ab.  He  must  now  go  and  see  his  daughter,  and  then  he  would  have 
done  with  the  matter — for  ever.  But  as  he  was  passing  through  the 
hall,  his  nephew  caught  hold  of  him  and  took  him  back  into  the  room. 
•'  "What  does  he  say  for  himself?  "  asked  Lord  Mistletoe. 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  says.  Of  course  he  swears  that  he  never 
spoke  a  word  to  her." 

"  My  mother  saw  him  paying  her  the  closest  attention." 

"  How  can  I  help  that  ?  What  can  I  do  ?  Why  didn't  your 
mother  pin  him  then  and  there?  Women  can  always  do  that  kind 
of  thing  if  they  choose." 

"It  is  all  over,  then?" 

"  I  can't  make  a  man  marry  if  he  won't.  He  ought  to  be  thrashed 
within  an  inch  of  his  life.  But  if  one  does  that  kind  of  thing,  the 
police  are  down  upon  one.  All  the  same,  I  think  the  duchess  might 
have  managed  it  if  she  had  chosen."  After  that  he  went  to  the 
lodgings  in  Orchard  Street,  and  there  repeated  his  story.  "I  have 
done  all  I  can,"  he  said,  "  and  I  don't  mean  to  interfere  any  further. 
Arabella  should  know  how  to  manage  her  own  affairs." 

"  And  you  don't  mean  to  punish  him  ?  "  asked  the  mother. 

"  Punish  him !  How  am  I  to  punish  him  ?  If  I  were  to  throw  a 
decanter  at  his  head,  what  good  would  that  do  ?  " 

"  And  you  mean  to  say  that  she  must  put  ut^  with  it  ?  "  Arabella 
was  sitting  by  as  these  questions  were  asked. 

"  He  says  that  he  never  said  a  word  to  her.  Who  am  I  to  believe  ?  " 

"  You  did  believe  him,  papa  ?  " 

"  Who  said  so,  miss  ?  But  I  don't  see  why  his  word  isn't  as  good 
as  yours.  There  was  nobody  to  hear  it,  I  suppose.  Why  didn't  you 
get  it  in  writing,  or  make  your  uncle  fix  him  at  once  ?  If  you  mis- 
manage your  own  affairs,  I  can't  put  them  right  for  you." 

"  Thank  you,  papa.  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you.  You  como 
back  and  tell  me  that  every  word  he  says  is  to  be  taken  for  gospel, 
and  that  you  don't  believe  a  word  I  have  spoken.  That  is  so  kind  of 
you !  I  suppose  he  and  you  will  be  the  best  friends  in  the  world  now. 
But  I  don't  mean  to  let  him  off  in  that  way.  As  you  won't  help  me. 
I  must  help  myself." 

"  What  did  you  expect  me  to  do  ?  " 

"  Never  to  leave  him  till  you  had  forced  him  to  keep  his  word. 
I  should  have  thought  that  you  would  have  taken  him  by  the  throat 
in  such  a  cause.    Any  other  father  would  have  done  so." 
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-'You  are  an  impudent,  wicked  girl,  and  I  don't  believe  he  was 
ever  engaged  to  you  at  all,"  said  Lord  Augustus,  as  he  took  his  leave. 

"  Now  you  have  made  your  father  your  enemy,"  said  the  mother. 

"Everybody  is  my  enemy,"  said  Arabella.  "There  are  no  such 
things  as  love  and  friendship.  Papa  pretends  that  he  does  not  believe 
me,  just  because  he  wants  to  shirk  the  trouble.  I  suppose  you'll  say 
you  don't  believe  me  nest." 


CHAPTEK  LYII. 

MBS.  MOKTON  EETUENS. 

A  FEW  days  after  that  on  wliich  Lady  Augustus  and  her  daughter 
left  Bragton,  old  jlrs.  Morton  returned  to  that  place.  She  had  gone 
away  in  very  bitterness  of  spirit  against  her  grandson  in  the  early 
days  of  his  illness.  For  some  period  antecedent  to  that  there  had 
come  up  causes  for  quarrelling.  John  Morton  had  told  her  that  he 
had  been  to  Eeginald's  house,  and  she,  in  her  wrath,  replied  that 
he  had  disgraced  himself  by  doing  so.  When  those  harsh  words  had 
been  forgotten,  or  at  any  rate  forgiven,  other  causes  of  anger  had 
sprung  up.  She  had  endeavoured  to  drive  him  to  repudiate  Arabella 
Trefoil,  and  in  order  that  she  might  do  so  eifectually  had  contrived  to 
find  out  something  of  Arabella's  doings  at  Eufford  and  at  Mistletoe. 
Her  efforts  in  this  direction  had  had  an  effect  directly  contrary  to  that 
which  she  had  intended.  There  had  been  moments  in  which  Morton 
had  been  willing  enough  to  rid  himself  of  that  burden.  He  had  felt 
the  lady's  conduct  in  his  own  house,  and  had  seen  it  at  Eufford.  He, 
too,  had  heard  something  of  Mistletoe.  But  the  spirit  within  him  was 
aroused  at  the  idea  of  dictation,  and  he  had  been  prompted  to  con- 
tradict the  old  woman's  accusation  against  his  intended  bride,  by  the 
very  fact  that  they  were  made  by  her-  And  then  she  threatened  him. 
If  he  did  these  things, — if  he  would  consort  with  an  outcast  from  the 
family  such  as  Eeginald  Morton,  and  take  to  himself  such  a  bride  as 
Arabella  Trefoil,  he  could  never  more  be  to  her  as  her  child.  This  of 
course  was  tantamount  to  saying  that  she  would  leave  her  money  to 
some  one  else, — money  which,  as  he  well  knew,  had  all  been  collected 
from  the  Bragton  property.  He  had  ever  been  to  her  as  her  son,  anS 
yet  he  was  aware  of  a  propensity  on  her  part  to  enrich  her  own  noble 
relatives  with  her  hoards, — a  desire  from  gratifying  which  she  had 
hitherto  been  restrained  by  conscience.  Morton  had  been  anxious 
enough  for  his  grandmother's  money,  but,  even  in  the  hope  of  receiving 
it,  would  not  bear  indignity  beyond  a  certain  point.   He  had  therefore 
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declared  it  to  be  liis  purpose  to  marry  Arabella  Trefoil,  and  because 
he  had  so  declared  almost  had  brought  himself  to  forgive  that  young 
lady's  sins  against  him.  Then,  as  his  illness  became  serious,  there 
arose  the  question  of  disposing  of  the  property  in  the  event  of  his 
death.  Mrs.  Morton  was  herself  very  old,  and  was  near  her  grave. 
She  was  apt  to  speak  of  herself  as  one  who  had  but  a  few  days  left  to 
her  in  this  world.  But,  to  her,  property  was  more  important  than  life 
or  death ; — and  rank  probably  more  important  than  either.  She  was 
a  brave,  fierce,  evil-minded,  but  conscientious  old  woman, — one,  we 
may  say,  with  very  bad  lights  indeed,  but  who  was  steadfastly  minded 
to  walk  by  those  lights,  such  as  they  were.  She  did  not  scruple  to  tell 
her  grandson  that  it  was  his  duty  to  leave  the  property  away  from  his 
cousin  Eeginald,  nor  to  allege  as  a  reason  for  his  doing  so  that  in  all 
probability  Eeginald  Morton  was  not  the  legitimate  heir  of  his  great- 
grandfather. Sir  Eeginald,  For  such  an  assertion  John  Morton  knew 
there  was  not  a  shadow  oi  ground.  No  one  but  this  old  woman  had 
ever  suspected  that  the  Canadian  girl  whom  Eeginald's  father  had 
brought  with  him  to  Bragton  had  been  other  than  his  honest  wife ; — 
and  her  suspicions  had  only  come  from  vague  assertions,  made  by 
herself  in  bhnd  anger  till  at  last  she  had  learned  to  believe  them. 
Then,  when  in  addition  to  this,  he  asserted  his  purpose  of  asking 
..Irabella  Trefoil  to  come  to  him  at  Bragton,  the  cup  of  her  wrath  was 
overflowing,  and  she  withdrew  from  the  house  altogether.  It  might 
be  that  he  was  dying.  She  did  in  truth  believe  that  he  was  dying. 
But  there  were  things  more  serious  to  her  than  life  or  death.  Should 
she  allow  him  to  trample  upon  all  her  feelings  because  he  was  on  his 
death-bed, — when  perhaps  in  very  truth  he  might  not  be  on  his 
death-bed  at  all?  She,  at  any  rate,  was  near  her  death, — and  she 
would  do  her  duty.  So  she  packed  up  her  things — to  the  last  black 
skirt  of  an  old  gown,  so  that  every  one  at  Bragton  might  know  that 
it  was  her  purpose  to  come  back  no  more.   And  she  went  away. 

Then  Lady  TJshant  came  to  take  her  place,  and  with  Lady  Ushant 
came  Eeginald  Morton.  The  one  lived  in  the  house  and  the  other 
visited  it  daily.  And,  as  the  reader  knows.  Lady  Augustus  came 
with  her  daughter.  Mrs.  Morton,  though  she  had  gone, — for  ever, — 
took  care  to  know  of  the  comings  and  goings  at  Bragton.  Mrs.  Hop- 
kins was  enjoined  to  write  to  her  and  tell  her  everything ;  and  though 
Mrs.  Hopkins  with  all  her  heart  took  the  side  of  Lady  Ushant  and 
Eeginald,  she  had  never  been  well  inclined  to  Miss  Trefoil.  Presents 
too  were  given  and  promises  were  made;  and  Mrs.  Hopkins,  not 
without  some  little  treachery,  did  from  time  to  time  send  to  the  old 
lady  a  record  of  what  took  place  at  Bragton.  Arabella  came  and  went, 
and  I^Irs.  Hopkins  thought  that  her  coming  had  not  led  to  much. 
Lady  Ushant  was  always  with  Mr.  John,— such  was  the  account 
L^iven  by  Mrs.  Hopkins;— and  the  general  opinion  was  that  the 
squire's  days  were  numbered. 
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Then  the  old  woman's  jealousy  -was  aroused,  and,  perhaps,  her 
heart  was  softened.  It  was  still  hard  black  winter,  and  she  was 
liying  alone  in  lodgings  in  London.  The  noble  cousin,  a  man  nearly 
as  old  as  herself,  whose  children  she  was  desirous  to  enrich,  took  but 
little  notice  of  her,  nor  would  she  have  been  happy  had  she  lived  with 
him.  Her  life  had  been  usually  solitary,  with  little  breaks  to  its 
loneliness  occasioned  by  the  visits  to  England  of  him  whom  she  had 
called  her  child.  That  this  child  should  die  before  her,  should  die  in 
his  youth,  did  not  shock  her  much.  Her  husband  had  done  so,  and 
her  own  son,  and  sundry  of  her  noble  brothers  and  sisters.  She  was 
hardened  against  death.  Life  to  her  had  never  been  joyous,  though 
the  trappings  of  life  were  so  great  in  her  eyes.  But  it  broke  her  heart 
that  her  child  should  die  in  the  arms  of  another  old  woman  who  had 
always  been  to  her  as  an  enemy.  Lady  Ushant,  in  days  now  long 
gone  by,  but  still  remembered  as  though  they  were  yesterday,  had 
counselled  the  reception  of  the  Canadian  female.  And  Lady  Ushant, 
when  the  Canadian  female  and  her  husband  were  dead,  had  been  a 
mother  to  the  boy  whom  she,  Mrs.  Morton,  would  so  fain  have  re- 
pudiated altogether.  Lady  Ushant  had  always  been  "  on  the  other 
side ; "  and  now  Lady  Ushant  was  paramount  at  Bragton. 

And  doubtless  there  was  some  tenderness,  though  Mrs.  Morton 
was  unwilling  to  own  even  to  herself  that  she  was  moved  by  any  such 
feeling.  If  she  had  done  her  duty  in  counselling  him  to  reject  both 
Eegiuald  Morton  and  Arabella  Trefoil, — as  to  which  she  admitted  no 
doubt  in  her  own  mind ; — and  if  duty  had  required  her  to  absent 
herself  when  her  counsel  was  spurned,  then  would  she  be  weak  and 
unmindful  of  duty  should  she  allow  any  softness  of  heart  to  lure  her 
back  again.  It  was  so  she  reasoned.  But  still  some  softness  was 
there ;  and  when  she  heard  that  Miss  Trefoil  had  gone,  and  that  her 
visit  had  not,  in  Mrs.  Hiopkins's  opinion,  "  led  to  much,"  she  wrote  to 
say  that  she  would  return.  She  made  no  request  and  clothed  her 
suggestion  in  no  words  of  tenderness ;  but  simply  told  her  grandson 
that  she  would  come  back — as  the  Trefoils  had  left  him. 

And  she  did  come.  When  the  news  was  first  told  to  Lady  Ushant 
by  the  sick  man  himself,  that  lady  proposed  that  she  should  at  once 
go  back  to  Cheltenham.  But  when  she  was  asked  whether  her 
animosity  to  Mrs.  Morton  was  so  great  that  she  could  not  consent  to 
r-emain  under  the  same  roof,  she  at  once  declared  that  she  had  no 
animosity  whatsoever.  The  idea  of  animosity  running  over  nearly 
half  a  century  was  horrible  to  her ;  and  therefore,  though  she  did  in 
her  heart  of  hearts  dread  the  other  old  woman,  she  consented  to 
stay.  "  And  what  shall  Eeginald  do  ?  "  she  asked.  John  Morton  had 
thought  about  this  too,  and  expressed  a  wish  that  Eeginald  should 
come  regularly, — as  he  had  come  during  the  last  week  or  two. 

It  was  just  a  week  from  the  day  on  which  the  Trefoils  had  gone 
that  Mrs.  Morton  was  driven  up  to  the  door  in  Mr.  Eunciman's  fly. 
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This  vras  at  four  in  the  afternoon,  and  had  the  old  woman  looked  out 
of  the  fly  window  she  might  have  seen  Reginald  making  his  way  by 
the  little  path  to  the  bridge  which  led  back  to  Dillsborough.  It  was 
at  this  honr  that  he  went  daily,  and  he  had  not  now  thought  it  worth 
his  while  to  remain  to  welcome  Mrs.  Morton.  And  she  might  also 
have  seen,  had  she  looked  out,  that  with  him  was  walking  a  young 
woman.  She  would  not  have  known  Mary  Masters ;  but  had  she  seen 
them  both,  and  had  she  known  the  young  woman,  she  would  have 
declared  in  her  pride  that  they  were  fit  associates.  But  she  saw 
nothing  of  this,  sitting  there  behind  her  veil,  thinking  whether  she 
might  still  do  anything,  and  if  so,  what  she  might  do  to  avert  the 
present  evil  destination  of  the  Bragton  estate.  There  was  an  honour- 
able nephew  of  her  own, — or  rather  a  great-nephew, — Avlio  might  easily 
take  the  name,  who  woiild  so  willingly  take  the  name !  or  if  this  were 
imjDracticable,  there  was  a  distant  Morton,  very  distant,  whom  she 
had  never  seen  and  certainly  did  not  love,  but  who  was  clearly  a 
Morton,  and  who  would  certainly  be  preferable  to  that  young  enemy 
of  forty  years'  standing.  Might  there  not  be  some  bargain  made  ? 
"Would  not  her  dying  grandson  be  alive  to  the  evident  duty  of  enrich- 
ing the  property  and  leaving  behind  him  a  wealthy  heir  ?  She  could 
enrich  the  property  and  make  the  heir  wealthy  by  her  money. 

"  How  is  he  ?  "  That  of  course  was  the  first  question  when  Mrs. 
Hopkins  met  her  in  the  hall.  Mrs.  Hopkins  only  shook  her  head  and 
said  that  perhaps  he  had  taken  his  food  that  day  a  little  better  than 
on  the  last.  Then  there  was  a  whisper,  to  which  Mrs.  Hopkins  whis- 
pered back  her  answer.  Yes, — Lady  Ushant  was  in  the  house, — was 
at  this  moment  in  the  sick  man's  room.  Mr.  Eeginald  was  not  staying 
there, — had  never  stayed  here, — but  came  every  day.  He  had  only 
just  left.  "  And  is  he  to  come  still  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Morton  with  wrath  in 
her  eyes.  Mrs.  Hopkins  did  not  know  but  was  disposed  to  think 
that  Mr.  Eeginald  would  come  every  day.  Then  Mrs.  Morton  went 
up  to  her  own  room, — and  while  she  prepared  herself  for  her  visit  to 
the  sick  room  Lady  TJshant  retired.  She  had  a  cup  of  tea,  refusing  all 
other  refreshment,  and  then,  walking  erect  as  though  she  had  been 
forty  instead  of  seventy-five,  she  entered  her  grandson's  chamber  and 
took  her  old  place  at  his  bedside. 

Nothing  was  then  said  about  Arabella,  nor,  indeed,  at  any  future 
time  was  her  name  mentioned  between  them ;  nor  was  anything  then 
said  about  the  future  fate  of  the  estate.  She  did  not  dare  to  bring  up 
the  subject  at  once,  though,  on  the  journey  down  from  London,  she 
had  determined  that  she  would  do  so.  But  she  was  awed  by  his 
appearance  and  by  the  increased  appanages  of  his  sick  bed.  He  spoke, 
indeed,  of  the  property,  and  expressed  his  anxiety  that  Chowton  Farm 
should  be  bought,  if  it  came  into  market.  He  thought  that  the  old 
acres  should  be  redeemed,  if  the  opportunity  arose — and  if  the  money 
could  be  found.    "  Chowton  Farm ! "  exclaimed  the  old  woman,  who 


298 


THE  AMEEIOAN  SBNATOE. 


remembered  well  the  agony  whicli  had  attended  the  alienation  of  tl-,.--.t; 
portion  of  the  Morton  lands. 

"  It  may  be  that  it  will  be  sold." 

"  Lawrence  Twentyman  sell  Chowton  Farm !  I  thought  he  was 
well  off."  Little  as  she  had  been  at  Bragton  she  knew  all  about 
Chowton  Farm, — except  that  its  owner  was  so  wounded  by  vain  love 
as  to  be  like  a  hurt  deer.  Her  grandson  did  not  tell  her  all  the  story, 
but  explained  to  her  that  Lawrence  Twentyman,  though  not  poor,  had 
other  plans  of  life,  and  thought  of  leaving  the  neighbourhood.  She,  of 
course,  had  the  money;  and  as  she  believed  that  land  was  the  one 
proper  possession  for  an  English  gentleman  of  ancient  family,  she 
doubtless  would  have  been  willing  to  buy  it,  had  she  approved  of  the 
hands  into  which  it  would  fall.  It  seemed  to  him  that  it  was  her  duty 
to  do  as  much  for  the  estate  with  which  all  her  fortune  had  been  con- 
cerned. "Yes,"  she  said;  "it  should  be  bought, — if  other  things 
suited.  We  will  talk  of  it  to-morrow,  John."  Then  he  spoke  of  his 
mission  to  Patagonia,  and  of  his  regret  that  it  should  be  abandoned. 
Even  were  he  ever  to  be  well  again,  his  strength  would  return  to  him 
too  late  for  this  purpose.  He  had  already  made  known  to  the  Foreign 
Office  his  inability  to  undertake  that  service.  But  she  could  perceive 
that  he  had  not  in  truth  abandoned  his  hopes  of  living,  for  he  spoke  of 
much  of  his  ambition  as  to  the  public  service.  The  more  he  thought 
of  it,  he  said,  the  more  certain  he  became  that  it  would  suit  him 
better  to  go  on  with  his  profession  than  to  live  the  life  of  a  country 
squire  in  England.  And  yet  she  could  see  the  change  which  had 
taken  place  since  she  was  last  there,  and  was  aware  that  he  was 
fading  away  from  day  to  day. 

It  was  not  till  they  were  summoned  to  dine  together  that  she  saw 
Lady  Ushant.  Very  many  years  had  passed  since  last  they  were 
together,  and  yet  neither  seemed  to  the  other  to  be  much  changed. 
Lady  Ushant  was  still  soft,  retiring,  and  almost  timid ;  whereas  Mrs 
Morton  showed  her  inclination  to  domineer  even  in  the  way  in  which 
she  helped  herself  to  salt.  While  the  servant  was  with  them  very 
little  was  said  on  either  side.  There  was  a  word  or  two  from  Mrs. 
Morton,  to  show  that  she  considered  herself  the  mistress  there,  and  a 
word  from  the  other  lady  proclaiming  that  she  had  no  pretensions  of 
that  kind.  But  after  dinner,  in  the  little  drawing-room,  they  were 
more  communicative.  Something  of  course,  was  said  as  to  the 
health  of  the  invalid.  Lady  Ushant  was  not  the  woman  to  give  a 
pronounced  opinion  on  such  a  subject.  She  used  doubtful,  hesitating 
words,  and  would  in  one  minute  almost  contradict  what  she  had  said 
in  the  former.  But  Mrs.  Morton  was  clever  enough  to  perceive  that 
Lady  Ushant  was  almost  without  hope.  Then  she  made  a  little  speech 
with  a  iised  purpose.  "It  must  be  a  great  trouble  to  -;m\,  Lady 
Ushant,  to  be  so  long  away  from  home." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Lady  Ushant,  in  perfect  innocence.  "I  havo 
nothing  to  bind  me  anywhere." 
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"  I  sliall  think  it  my  duty  to  remain  here  now, — till  the  end." 
"  I  suppose  so.   Ho  has  always  been  almost  the  same  to  you  as 
your  own." 

"  Quite  so ;  quite  the  same.  Ho  is  my  own."  And  yet,  thought 
Lady  Ushant,  she  left  him  in  his  illness !  She,  too,  had  heard  some- 
thing from  Mrs.  Hopkins  of  the  temper  in  which  Mrs.  Morton  had  last 
left  Bragton.   "  But  you  are  not  bound  to  him  in  that  way." 

"  Xot  in  that  way,  certainly." 

"In  no  way,  I  may  say.  It  was  very  kind  of  you  to  come  when 
business  made  it  imperative  on  me  to  go  to  town  ;  but  I  do  not  think 
we  can  call  upon  yon  for  further  sacrifice." 

"  It  is  no  sacrifice,  Mrs.  Morton."  Lady  Ushant  was  as  meek  as  a 
v/orm,  but  a  worm  will  turn.  And,  though  innocent,  she  was  quick 
enough  to  perceive  that  at  this,  their  first  meeting,  the  other  old 
woman  was  endeavouring  to  turn  her  out  of  the  house." 

"  I  mean  that  it  can  hardly  be  necessary  to  call  upon  you  to  give 
up  your  time." 

"  "What  has  an  old  woman  to  do  with  her  time,  Mrs.  Morton  ?  " 

Hitherto  Mrs.  Morton  had  smiled.  The  smile,  indeed,  had  been 
yrim,  but  it  had  been  intended  to  betoken  outward  civility.  Now 
there  came  a  frown  upon  her  brow,  which  was  more  grim  and  by  no 
means  civil.  "  The  truth  is,  that  at  such  a  time  one  who  is  almost 
a  stranger  " 

"  I  am  no  stranger,"  said  Lady  Ushant. 

"  Tou  had  not  seen  him  since  he  was  an  infant." 

"  My  name  was  Morton  as  his  is,  and  my  dear  father  was  the  owner 
of  this  house.  Your  husband,  Mrs.  Morton,  was  his  grandfather  and 
my  brother.  I  will  allow  no  one  to  tell  me  that  I  am  a  stranger  at 
Bragton.   I  have  lived  here  many  more  years  than  you." 

"  A  stranger  to  him,  I  meant.   And  now  that  he  is  ill  " 

"  I  shall  stay  with  him — till  he  desires  me  to  go  away.  He  asked 
me  to  stay  and  that  is  quite  enough."  Then  she  got  up  and  left  the 
room  with  more  dignity, — as  also  she  had  spoken  with  more  earnest- 
ness,— than  Mrs.  Morton  had  given  her  credit  for  possessing.  After 
that  the  two  ladies  did  not  meet  again  till  the  next  clay. 
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CHAPTER  LVIII. 

THE  TWO  OLD  LADIES. 

On  the  next  morning  Mrs.  Morton  did  not  come  down  to  breakfiist, 
but  sat  alone  upstairs  nursing  her  wrath.  During  the  night  she  had 
made  up  her  mind  to  one  or  two  things.  She  would  never  enter 
her  grandson's  chambers  when  Lady  Ushant  was  there.  She  would 
not  speak  to  Eeginald  Morton,  and  should  he  come  into  her  presence 
while  she  was  at  Bragton  she  would  leave  the  room.  She  would  do 
her  best  to  make  the  house,  in  common  parlance,  "  too  hot "  to  hold 
that  other  woman.  And  she  would  make  tise  of  those  words  which 
John  had  spoken  concerning  Chowton  Farm  as  a  peg  on  which  she 
might  hang  her  discourse  in  reference  to  his  will.  If  in  doing  all 
this  she  should  receive  that  dutiful  assistance  which  she  thotight  that 
he  owed  her, — then  she  should  stand  by  his  bed  side,  and  be  tender  to 
him,  and  nurse  him  to  the  last  as  a  mother  would  nurse  a  child.  But 
if,  as  she  feared,  he  were  headstrong  in  disobeying,  then  she  would 
remember  that  her  duty  to  her  family,  if  done  with  a  firm  purpose, 
would  have  lasting  results,  while  his  life  might  probably  be  an  affair 
of  a  few  weeks, — or  even  days. 

At  about  eleven  Lady  Ushant  was  with  her  patient  when  a  message 
was  brought  by  Mrs.  Hopkins.  Mrs.  Morton  wished  to  see  her  grand- 
son and  desired  to  know  whether  it  would  suit  him  that  she  should 
come  now.  "  Why  not  ?  "  said  the  sick  man,  who  was  sitting  up  in 
his  bed.  Then  Lady  Ushant  collected  her  knitting  and  was  about 
to  depart.  "Must  you  go  because  she  is  coming?"  Morton  asked. 
Lady  Ushant,  shocked  at  the  necessity  of  explaining  to  him  the  ill 
feeling  that  existed,  said  that  perhaps  it  would  be  best.  "  Why  should 
it  be  best  ?  "  Lady  Ushant  shook  her  head,  and  smiled,  and  put  her 
hand  upon  the  counterpane, — and  retired.  As  she  passed  the  door  of 
her  rival's  room  she  could  see  the  black  silk  dress  moving  behind  the 
partly  open  door,  and  as  she  entered  her  own  she  heard  Mrs.  Morton's 
steps  upon  the  corridor.  The  place  was  almost  "  too  hot "  for  her. 
Anything  would  be  better  than  scenes  like  this  in  the  house  of  a 
dying  man. 

"Need  my  aunt  have  gone  away?"  he  asked  after  the  first 
greeting. 

"  I  did  not  say  so." 

"  She  seemed  to  think  that  she  was  not  to  stay." 

"  Can  I  help  what  she  thinks,  John  ?   Of  course  she  feels  that  she 

is  " 

"Is  what?" 

"  An  interloper—if  I  must  say  it." 
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"  Ent  I  have  sent  for  lior,  and  I  havo  begged  her  to  stay." 

"  Of  course  she  can  stay  if  she  wishes.  Bvit,  dear  John,  there  must 
be  mucli  to  be  said  between  you  and  mo  which, — which  cannot '  interest 
her;'  or  which,  at  least,  she  ought  not  to  hear."  He  did  not  con- 
tradict this  in  words,  feeling  himself  to  be  too  weak  for  contest ;  but 
within  his  own  mind  he  declared  that  it  was  not  so.  The  things  which 
interested  him  now  were  as  likely  to  interest  his  great-aunt  as  his 
grandmother,  and  to  be  as  fit  for  the  ears  of  the  one,  as  for  those  of 
the  other. 

An  hour  had  passed  after  this,  during  which  she  tended  him,  giving 
him  food  and  medicine,  and  he  had  slept,  before  she  ventured  to  allude 
to  the  subject  which  was  nearest  to  her  heart.  "  John,"  she  said  at 
last,  "  I  have  been  thinking  about  Chowton  Farm." 

"Well." 

"  It  certainly  should  be  bought." 
"  If  the  man  resolves  on  selling  it." 

"  Of  course ;  I  mean  that.  How  much  would  it  be  ?  "  Then  he 
mentioned  the  sum  which  Twentyman  had  named,  saying  that  he  had 
inquired  and  had  been  told  that  the  price  was  reasonable.  "  It  is  a 
large  sum  of  money,  John." 

"  There  might  be  a  mortgage  for  part  of  it." 
"  I  don't  like  mortgages.   The  property  would  not  be  yours  at  all 
if  it  were  mortgaged  as  soon  as  bought.   You  would  pay  5  per  cent, 
for  the  money  and  only  get  3  per  cent,  from  the  land."   The  old  lady 
understood  all  about  it. 

"  I  could  pay  it  off  in  two  years,"  said  the  sick  man. 
"  There  need  be  no  paying  off,  and  no  mortgage,  if  I  did  it.  I 
almost  believe  I  have  got  enough  to  do  it."   He  knew  very  well  that 
she  had  much  more  than  enough.   "I  think  more  of  this  property 
than  of  anything  in  the  world,  my  dear." 

"  Chowton  Farm  could  be  yours,  you  know." 
"  What  should  I  do  with  Chowton  Farm  ?  I  shall  probably  be 
in  my  grave  before  the  slow  lawyer  would  have  executed  the  deeds." 
And  I  in  mine,  thought  he  to  himself,  before  the  present  owner  has 
quite  made  up  his  mind  to  part  with  his  land.  "  What  would  a  little 
place  like  that  do  for  me  ?  But  in  my  father-in-law's  time  it  was  part 
of  the  Bragton  property.  He  sold  it  to  pay  the  debts  of  a  younger  son, 
forgetting,  as  I  thought,  what  he  owed  to  the  estate ;  " — it  had  in 
truth  been  sold  on  behalf  of  the  husband  of  this  old  woman  who  was 
now  complaining — "  and  if  it  can  be  recovered  it  is  our  duty  to  get  it 
back  again.  A  property  like  this  should  never  be  lessened.  It  is  in 
that  way  that  the  country  is  given  over  to  shopkeepers  and  specu- 
lators, and  is  made  to  be  like  France  or  Italy.  I  quite  think  that 
Chowton  Farm  should  be  bought.  And  though  I  might  die  before  it 
was  done,  I  would  find  the  money." 

"  I  knew  what  your  feeling  would  bo." 
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"  Yes,  John.   Ton  could  not  but  know  it  well.   But  "  Then 

she  paused  a  moment,  looking  into  his  face.  "  But  I  should  wish  to 
know  what  would  become  of  it — eventually." 

"  If  it  were  yours  you  could  ds  what  you  pleased  with  it." 

"  But  it  would  be  yours." 

"  Then  it  would  go  with  the  rest  of  the  property." 

"  To  whom  would  it  go  ?  We  have  all  to  die,  my  dear,  and  who 
can  say  whom  it  may  please  the  Almighty  to  take  first  ?  " 

"  In  this  house,  ma'am,  every  one  can  give  a  shrewd  guess.  I 
know  my  own  condition.  If  I  die  without  children  of  my  own  every 
acre  I  possess  will  go  to  the  proper  heir.  Thinking  as  you  do,  you 
ought  to  agree  with  me  in  that." 

"  But  who  is  the  proper  heir  ?  " 

"  My  cousin  Eeginald.   Do  not  let  us  contest  it,  ma'am.   As  cer- 
tainly as  I  lie  here,  he  will  have  Bragton  when  I  am  gone." 
"  Will  you  not  listen  to  me,  John  ?  " 

"  Not  about  that.   How  could  I  die  in  peace  were  I  to  rob  him  ?  " 

"  It  is  all  your  own, — to  do  as  you  like  with." 

"  It  is  all  my  own,  but  not  to  do  as  I  like  with.  With  your  feel- 
ings, with  your  ideas,  how  can  you  urge  me  to  such  an  injustice  ?  " 

"  Do  I  want  it  for  myself  ?  I  do  not  even  want  it  for  any  one 
belonging  to  me.   There  is  your  cousin  Peter." 

"  If  he  were  the  heir  he  should  have  it, — though  I  know  nothing 
of  him,  and  believe  him  to  be  but  a  poor  creature  and  very  unfit  to 
have  the  custody  of  a  family  property." 

"  But  he  is  his  father's  son." 

"  I  will  believe  nothing  of  that,"  said  the  sick  man,  raising  himself 
in  his  bed.  "  It  is  a  slander ; — it  is  based  on  no  evidence  whatsoever. 
No  one  even  thought  of  it  but  you." 

"  John,  is  that  the  way  to  speak  to  me  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  way  to  speak  of  an  assertion  so  injurious."  Then  he 
fell  back  again  on  his  pillows,  and  she  sat  by  his  bedside  for  a  full 
half-hour  speechless,  thinking  of  it  all.  At  the  end  of  that  time  she 
had  resolved  that  she  would  not  yet  give  it  up.  Should  he  regain  his 
health  and  strength, — and  she  would  pray  fervently  night  and  day 
that  God  would  be  so  good  to  him, — then  everything  would  be  well. 
Then  he  would  marry  and  have  children,  and  Bragton  would  descend 
in  the  right  line.  But  were  it  to  be  ordained  otherwise, — should  it  be 
God's  will  that  he  must  die, — then,  as  he  grew  weaker,  he  would 
become  more  plastic  in  her  hands,  ai^d  she  might  still  prevail.  At 
present  he  was  stubborn  with  the  old  stubbornness,  and  would  not  see 
with  her  eyes.  She  would  bide  her  time,  and  be  careful  to  have 
a  lawyer  ready.  She  turned  it  all  over  in  her  mind,  as  she  sat 
there  watching  him  in  his  sleep.  She  knew  of  no  one  but  Mr.  Masters, 
whom  she  distrusted  as  being  connected  with  the  other  side  of  the 
family, — whose  father  had  made  that  will  by  which  the  property  in 
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Dillsborongh  had  been  dissevered  from  Bragton.  But  Mr.  Masters 
would  probably  obey  instructions,  if  tlicy  were  given  to  him  definitely. 

She  thought  of  it  all,  and  then  went  down  to  lunch.  She  did  not 
dare  to  refuse  altogether  to  meet  the  other  woman,  lest  such  resolve 
on  her  part  might  teach  those  in  the  house  to  think  that  Lady  Ushant 
was  the  mistress.  She  took  her  place  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and 
interchanged  a  few  words  with  her  grandson's  guest,  which,  of  course,, 
had  reference  to  his  health.  Lady  Ushant  was  very  ill  able  to  carry 
on  a  battle  of  any  sort,  and  was  willing  to  show  her  submission  in 
everything, — unless  she  were  desired  to  leave  the  house.  "While  they 
were  still  sitting  at  table,  Eeginald  Morton  walked  into  the  room.  It 
had  been  his  habit  to  do  so  regularly  for  the  last  week.  A  daily 
visitor  does  not  wait  to  have  himself  announced.  Eeginald  had  con- 
sidered the  matter,  and  had  determined  that  he  would  follow  his 
practice  just  as  though  Mrs.  Morton  were  not  there.  If  she  were  civil 
to  him,  then  would  he  be  very  courteous  to  her.  It  had  never  occurred 
to  him  to  expect  conduct  such  as  that  with  which  she  greeted 
him.  The  old  woman  got  up  and  looked  at  him  sternly — "My 
nephew,  Eeginald,"  said  Lady  Ushant,  supposing  that  some  introduc- 
tion might  be  necessary.  Mrs.  Morton  gathered  the  folds  of  her  dress 
together  and,  without  a  word,  stalked  out  of  the  room.  And  yet  she 
believed, — she  could  not  but  believe, — that  her  grandson  was  on  his 
deathbed  in  the  room  above ! 

"  Oh,  Eeginald,  what  are  we  to  do?  "  said  Lady  Ushant. 

"  Is  she  like  that  to  you  ?  " 

"  She  told  me  last  night  that  I  was  a  stranger,  and  that  I  ought 
to  leave  the  house." 

"  And  what  did  you  say  ?  " 

"I  told  her  I  should  stay  while  he  wished  me  to  stay.    But  it  is 
aU  so  terrible,  that  I  think  I  had  better  go." 
"  I  would  not  stir  a  step— on  her  account." 

"  But  why  should  she  be  so  bitter  ?  I  have  done  nothing  to  offend 
her.  It  is  more  than  half  even  my  long  lifetime  since  I  saw  her.  She 
is  nothing ;  but  I  have  to  think  of  his  comfort.  I  suppose  she  is  good 
to  him;  and  though  he  may  bid  me  stay,  such  scenes  as  this  in  the  house 
must  be  a  trouble  to  him."  Nevertheless,  Eeginald  was  strong  in 
opinion  that  Lady  Ushant  ought  not  to  allow  herself  to  be  driven 
away,  and  declared  his  own  purpose  of  coming  daily,  as  had  of  late 
been  his  wont. 

Soon  after  this,  Eeginald  was  summoned  to  go  upstairs,  and  he 
again  met  the  angry  woman  in  the  passage,  passing  her,  of  course, 
without  a  word.  And  then  Mary  came  to  see  her  friend,  and  she 
rJso  encountered  Mrs.  Morton,  who  was  determined  that  no  one 
should  come  into  that  house  without  her  knowledge.  "  Who  is  that 
young  woman  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Morton  to  the  old  housekeeper. 

"  That  is  Miss  Masters,  my  lady." 
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"  Aud  wIlo  is  Miss  Masters  ?  and  TV'liy  does  she  come  here  at  such 
a  time  as  this  ?  " 

"  She  is  the  daughter  of  Attorney  Masters,  my  lady.    It  was  she 
a,s  -n-as  brought  up  here  by  Lady  Ushant." 
"  Oh, — that  young  person." 

"  She's  come  here  generally  of  a  day  now  to  see  her  ladyship." 
"  And  is  she  taken  up  to  my  grandson  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  my  lady.  She  sits  with  Lady  Ushant  for  an  hour 
or  so,  and  then  goes  back  with  Mr.  Enginald." 

"  Oh, — that  is  it,  is  it  ?  The  house  is  made  use  of  for  such  purposes 
as  that ! " 

"  I  don't  think  there  is  any  purposes,  my  lady,"  said  Mrs.  Hopkins, 
almost  roused  to  indignation,  although  she  was  talking  to  the  acknow- 
ledged mistress  of  the  house,  whom  she  always  called  "  my  lady." 

Lady  Ushant  told  the  whole  story  to  her  young  friend,  bitterly 
bewailing  her  position.  "  Eeginald  tells  me  not  to  go,  but  I  do  not 
think  that  I  can  stand  it.  I  should  not  mind  the  quarrel  so  much, 
only  that  he  is  so  ill." 

"  She  must  be  a  very  evil-minded  person." 

"  She  was  always  arrogant  and  always  hard.  I  can  remember  her 
just  the  same;  but  that  was  so  many  years  ago.  She  left  Bragton 
then  because  she  could  not  banish  his  mother  from  the  house.  But 
to  bear  it  all  in  her  heart  so  long  is  not  like  a  human  being,  let  alone 
a  woman.   What  did  he  say  to  you  going  home  yesterday  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  Lady  Ushant." 

"  Does  he  know  that  it  will  all  be  his  if  that  poor  fellow  should  die  ? 
He  never  speaks  to  me  as  though  he  thought  of  it." 

"  He  would  certainly  not  speak  to  me  about  it.  I  do  not  think  he 
thinks  of  it.   He  is  not  like  that." 

"  Men  do  consider  such  things.  And  they  are  only  cousins ;  and 
they  have  never  known  each  other !    Oh,  Mary !  " 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of.  Lady  Ushant  ?  " 

"  Men  ought  not  to  care  for  money  or  position,  but  they  do.  If  he 
comes  here,  all  that  I  have  will  be  yours." 

"  Oh,  Lady  Ushant !  " 

"  It  is  not  much,  but  it  will  be  enough." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  hear  about  such  things  now." 

"  But  you  ought  to  be  told.  Ah,  dear ; — if  it  could  be  as  I  wish !  ' 
The  imprudent,  weak-minded,  loving  old  woman  longed  to  hear  a  tale 
of  mutual  love, — longed  to  do  something  which  should  cause  such  a 
tale  to  be  true  on  both  sides.  And  yet  she  could  not  quite  bring  her- 
self to  express  her  wish  either  to  the  man  or  to  the  woman. 

Poor  Mary  almost  understood  it,  but  was  not  quite  sure  of  her 
friend's  meaning.  She  was,  however,  quite  sure  that  if  such  were  the 
wish  of  Lady  Ushant's  heart.  Lady  Ushant  was  wishing  in  vain.  She 
had  twice  walked  back  to  Dillsborough  with  Eeginald  Morton,  and  ho 
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had  been  moro  sedate,  more  middle-aged,  less  like  a  lover  than  ever. 
She  knew  now  that  she  might  safely  walk  with  him,  being  sure  that  he 
was  no  more  likely  to  talk  of  love  than  would  have  been  old  Dr.  Napper 
had  she  accepted  the  offer  which  he  had  made  her  of  a  cast  in  his  gig. 
And  now  that  Eeginald  would  probably  become  Squire  of  Bragton,  it 
was  more  impossible  than  ever.  As  Squire  of  Bragton,  he  would  seek 
some  highly  born  bride,  quite  out  of  her  way,  whom  she  could  never 
know.  And  then  she  would  see  neither  him — nor  Bragton  any  more. 
AVould  it  not  have  been  better  that  she  should  have  married  Larry 
Twentyman,  and  put  an  end  to  so  many  troubles  beside  her  own? 

Again  she  walked  back  with  him  to  Dillsborough,  passing  as  they 
always  did  across  the  little  bridge.  He  seemed  to  be  very  silent  as  he 
went,  more  so  than  usual, — and  as  was  her  wont  with  him,  she  only 
spoke  to  him  when  he  addressed  her.  It  was  only  when  he  got  out  on 
the  road  that  ho  told  her  what  was  on  his  mind.  "  Mary,"  he  said, 
"  how  will  it  be  with  me  if  that  poor  fellow  dies  ?  " 

"  In  what  way,  Mr.  Morton  ?  " 

"  All  that  place  will  be  mine.   He  told  me  so  just  now." 
"  But  that  would  be  of  course." 

"  Not  at  all.  He  might  give  it  to  you  if  he  pleased.  He  could  not 
have  an  heir  who  would  care  for  it  less.  But  it  is  right  that  it  should 
be  so.  Whether  it  would  suit  my  taste  or  not  to  live  as  Squire  of 
Bragton, — and  I  do  not  think  it  would  suit  my  taste  well, — it  ought  to 
be  so.   I  am  the  next,  and  it  will  be  my  duty." 

"  I  am  sure  you  do  not  want  him  to  die." 

"  No,  indeed.  If  I  could  save  him  by  my  right  hand, — if  I  could 
save  him  by  my  life,  I  would  do  it." 

"  But  of  all  lives  it  must  surely  be  the  best." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "What  is  such  a  one  likely  to  do  ?  But  then 
what  do  I  do,  as  it  is  ?  It  is  the  sort  of  life  you  would  like,— if  you 
were  a  man." 

'•  Yes, — if  I  were  a  man,"  said  Mary.  Then  he  again  relapsed  into 
silence,  and  hardly  spoke  again  till  he  left  her  at  her  father's  door. 


CHAPTEE  LIX. 

THE    LAST  EFFOKT. 

Whex  Mary  reached  her  home  she  was  at  once  met  by  her  step- 
mother in  the  passage  with  tidings  of  importance.  "  He  is  upstairs 
in  the  drawing-room,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.  Mary,  whose  mind  was 
laden  with  thoughts  of  Eeginald  Morton,  asked  who  was  the  he. 
"  Lawrence  Twentyman,"  said  Mrs.  Masters.   "  And  now,  my  dear, 
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do,  do  think  of  it  before  you  go  to  him."  There  was  no  anger  now 
in  her  stepmother's  face,— but  entreaty  and  almost  love.  She  had  not 
called  Mary  "  my  dear  "  for  many  weeks  past,— not  since  that  journey 
to  Cheltenham.  Now  she  grasped  the  girl's  hand  as  she  went  on  with 
her  prayer.  "  He  is  so  good  and  so  true  !  And  what  better  can  there 
be  for  you  ?  With  your  advantages,  and  Lady  Ushant,  and  all  that, 
you  would  be  quite  the  lady  at  Chowton.  Think  of  your  father  and 
sisters ; — what  a  good  you  could  do  them !  and  think  of  the  respect 
they  all  have  for  him,  dining  with  Lord  Eufford,  the  other  day,  and  all 
the  other  gentlemen.  It  isn't  only  that  he  has  got  plenty  to  live  on, 
but  he  knows  how  to  keep  it  as  a  man  ought.  He's  sure  to  hold  up 
his  head  and  be  as  good  a  squire  as  any  of  'em."  This  was  a  very 
different  tale ; — a  note  altogether  changed !  It  must  not  be  said  that 
the  difference  of  the  tale  and  the  change  of  the  note  affected  Mary's 
heart ;  but  her  stepmother's  manner  to  her  did  soften  her.  And  then 
why  should  she  regard  herself  or  her  own  feelings?  Like  others  she 
had  thought  much  of  her  own  happiness,  had  made  herself  the  centre 
of  her  own  circle,  had,  in  her  imagination,  built  castles  in  the  air  and 
filled  them  according  to  her  fancy.  But  her  fancies  had  been  all 
shattered  into  fragments;  not  a  stone  of  her  castles  was  standing;  she 
had  told  herself  unconsciously  that  there  was  no  longer  a  circle  and  no 
need  for  a  centre.  The  last  half-bour  which  she  had  passed  with 
Eeginald  Morton  on  the  road  home  had  made  quite  sure  that  which 
had  been  sure  enough  before.  He  was  not  altogether  out  of  her  reach, 
thinking  only  of  the  new  duties  which  were  coming  to  him.  She 
would  never  walk  with  him  again ;  never  put  herself  in  the  way  of 
indulging  some  fragment  of  an  illusory  hope.  She  was  nothing  now,— 
nothing  even  to  herself.  Why  should  she  not  give  herself  and  her 
services  to  this  yoiing  man  if  the  young  man  chose  to  take  her  as  she 
was  ?  It  would  be  well  that  she  should  do  something  in  the  world. 
Why  should  she  not  look  after  his  house,  and  mend  his  shirts,  and 
reign  over  his  poultry-yard  ?  In  this  way  she  would  be  useful,  and 
respected  by  all, — unless,  perhaps,  by  the  man  she  loved.  "Mary,  say 
that  you  will  think  of  it  once  more,"  pleaded  Mrs.  Masters. 
"  I  may  go  upstairs, — to  my  own  room  ?  " 

"  Certainly :  do ;— go  up  and  smooth  your  hair.  I  will  tell  him 
that  you  are  coming  to  him.  He  will  wait.  But  he  is  much  in 
earnest  now,— and  so  sad, — that  I  know  he  will  not  come  again." 

Then  Mary  went  upstairs,  determined  to  think  of  it.  She  began 
at  once,  woman-like,  to  smooth  her  hair  as  her  stepmother  had  recom- 
mended, and  to  remove  the  dust  of  the  road  from  her  face  and  dress. 
But  not  the  less  was  she  thinking  of  it  the  while.  Could  she  do  it, 
how  much  pain  would  be  spared  even  to  herself!    How  much  that 

was  now  bitter  as  gall  in  her  mouth  would  become, — not  sweet  but 

tasteless !  There  are  times  in  one's  life  in  which  the  absence  'of  all 
savour  seems  to  be  sufficient  for  life  in  this  world.    Were  she  to  do 
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this  thing  she  thought  that  she  would  have  strength  to  hanish  that 
other  man  from  her  mind, — and  at  last  from  her  heart.  Ho  would  bo 
there,  close  to  her,  but  of  a  different  kind  and  leading  a  different  life. 
i\Irs.  Masters  had  told  her  that  Larry  would  be  as  good  a  squire  as 
the  best  of  them  ;  but  it  should  bo  her  care  to  keep  him  and  herself  in 
their  ]3roper  position,  to  teach  him  the  vanity  of  such  aspirations. 
And  the  real  squire  opposite,  who  would  despise  her, — for  had  he  not 
told  her  that  she  ^vould  be  despicable  if  she  married  this  man, — would 
not  trouble  her  then.  They  might  meet  on  the  roads,  and  there  would 
be  a  cold  question  or  two  as  to  each  other's  welfare,  and  a  vain  shaking 
of  hands, — but  they  would  know  nothing  and  care  for  nothing  as  to 
each  other's  thoughts.  And  there  would  come  some  stately  dame  who, 

hearing  how  things  had  been  many  years  ago,  would  perhaps   But 

uo ; — the  stately  dame  should  be  received  with  courtesy,  but  there 
should  be  uo  patronising.  Even  in  these  few  minutes  upstairs  she 
thought  much  of  the  stately  dame,  and  was  quite  sure  that  she  would 
€ndure  no  patronage  from  15ragton. 

She  almost  thought  that  she  could  do  it.  There  were  hideous  ideas 
afQicting  her  soul  dreadfully,  but  which  she  strove  to  banish.  Of 
course  she  could  not  love  him, — not  at  first.  But  all  those  who 
wished  her  to  marry  him,  including  himself,  knew  that; — and  still 
they  wished  her  to  marry  him.  How  could  that  be  disgraceful  which 
all  her  friends  desired  ?  Her  father,  to  whom  she  was,  as  she  knew 
well,  the  very  apple  of  his  eye,  wished  her  to  marry  this  man ;  and  yet 
her  father  knew  that  her  heart  was  elsewhere.  Had  not  women  done 
it  by  hundreds,  by  thousands,  and  had  afterwards  performed  tlfBt 


duties  well  as  mothers  and  wives.  In  other  countries,  as  she  had 
read,  girls  took  the  husbands  found  for  them  by  their  parents  as  a 
matter  of  course.  As  she  left  the  room,  and  slowly  crept  downstairs, 
she  almost  thought  she  would  do  it.  She  almost  thought ; — but  yet, 
when  her  hand  was  on  the  lock,  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  say  that 
it  should  be  so. 

He  was  not  dressed  as  usual.  In  the  first  place,  there  was  a  round 
liat  on  the  table,  such  as  men  wear  in  cities.  She  had  never  before 
seen  such  a  hat  with  him  except  on  a  Sunday.  And  he  wore  a  black 
cloth  coat,  and  dark  brown  pantaloons,  and  a  black  silk  handkerchief. 
She  observed  it  all,  and  thought  that  he  had  not  changed  for  the 
]  letter.  As  she  looked  into  his  face,  it  seemed  to  her  more  common — 
meaner  than  before.  No  doubt  he  was  good-looking,— but  his  good 
looks  were  almost  repulsive  to  her.  He  had  altogether  lost  his  little 
fswagger; — but  he  had  borne  that  little  swagger  well,  and  in  her 
presence  it  had  never  been  offensive.  Now  he  seemed  as  though  he 
had  thrown  aside  all  the  old  habits  of  his  life,  and  was  pining  to  death 
from  the  loss  of  them.  "  Mary,"  he  said,  "  I  have  come  to  you,— for 
the  last  time.  I  thought  I  would  give  myself  one  more  chance,  and 
your  father  told  me  that  I  might  have  it."   He  paused,  as  though 


308 


THE  AMEEICAN  SENATOE. 


expecting  an  answer.  But  she  had  not  yet  quite  made  up  her  mind. 
Had  she  known  her  mind,  she  would  hare  answered  him  frankly.  She 
was  quite  resolved  as  to  that.  If  she  could  once  bring  herself  to  give 
him  her  hand,  she  would  not  coy  it  for  a  moment.  "  I  will  be  yoiu- 
wife,  Larry."  That  was  the  form  on  which  she  had  determined',, 
should  she  find  herself  able  to  yield.  But  she  had  not  brought  her- 
self to  it  as  yet.  "  If  you  can  take  me,  Mary,  you  will,— well,— save 
me  from  life-long  misery,  and  make  the  man  who  loves  you  the  best- 
contented  and  the  happiest  man  in  England." 
"  But,  Larry,  I  do  not  love  you." 

"  I  will  make  you  love  me.  Good  usage  will  make  a  wife  love  her 
husband.    Don't  you  think  you  can  trust  me  ?  " 

"  I  do  believe  that  I  can  trust  you  for  everything  good." 
" Is  that  nothing?" 

"  It  is  a  great  deal,  Larry,  but  not  enough ; — not  enough  to  bring 
together  a  man  and  woman  as  husband  and  wife.  I  would  sooner 
marry  a  man  I  loved,  though  I  knew  he  would  ill-use  me." 

"  Would  you  ?  " 

"  To  marry  either  would  be  wrong." 

"  I  sometimes  think,  dearest,  that  if  I  could  talk  better  I  should  be 
better  able  to  persuade  you." 

"  I  sometimes  think  you  talk  so  well  that  I  ought  to  be  persuaded ; 
—but  I  can't.    It  is  not  lack  of  talking." 

"What  is  it,  then?" 

"  Just  this ; — my  heart  does  not  turn  itself  that  way.  It  is  the 
same  chance  that  lias  made  you  partial  to  me." 

"  Partial !  Why  I  love  the  very  air  you  breathe.  When  I  am  near 
you,  everything  smells  sweet.  There  isn't  anything  that  belongs  to 
you  but  I  think  I  should  know  it,  though  I  found  it  a  hundred  miles 
away.  To  have  you  in  the  room  with  me  would  be  like  heaven, — if  I 
only  knew  that  you  were  thinking  kindly  of  me." 

"  I  always  think  kindly  of  you,  Larry." 

"  Then  say  that  you  will  be  my  wife."  She  paused,  and  became  red  up 
to  the  roots  of  her  hair.  She  seated  herself  on  a  chair,  and  then  rose 
again — and  again  sat  down.  The  struggle  was  going  on  within  her, 
and  he  perceived  something  of  the  truth.  "  Say  the  word  once,  Mary ; 
— say  it  but  once."  And  as  he  prayed  to  her  he  came  forward  and 
went  down  upon  his  knees. 

"  I  cannot  do  it,"  she  replied  at  last,  speaking  very  hoarsely,  not 
looking  at  him,  not  even  addressing  herself  to  him. 

"  Mary ! " 

"  Larry,  I  cannot  do  it.  I  have  tried,  but  I  cannot  do  it.  Oh 
Larry,  dear  Larry,  do  not  ask  me  again.  Larry,  I  have  no  heart  to 
give.    Another  man  has  it  all." 

"  Is  it  so  ?  "  She  bowed  her  head  in  token  of  assent.  "  Is  it  that 
young  parson  ?  "  exclaimed  Larry,  in  anger. 
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"  It  is  not.  But,  Larry,  yon  must  ask  no  questions  now.  I  havo 
told  you  my  secret  tliat  all  tin's  might  bo  sot  at  rest.  But  if  you  aro 
generous,  as  I  Iviiow  you  aro,  you  will  keep  my  secret,  and  will  ask  no 
<|uestions.  And  Larry,  if  you  aro  unhappy,  so  am  I.  If  yoiir  heart  is 
.  ore,  so  is  mine.  He  knows  nothing  of  my  love,  and  cares  nothing 
Jbr  me," 

"  Then  throw  him  aside." 

She  smiled  and  shook  her  head.    "  Do  you  think  I  would  not  if  I 
could  ?    Why  do  yoxi  not  throw  me  aside  ?  " 
"  Oh,  Mary  !  " 

"  Can  not  I  love  as  well  as  you  V  You  are  a  man,  and  have  the 
liberty  to  speak  of  it.  Though  I  cannot  return  it,  I  can  be  proud  of 
your  love,  and  feel  grateful  to  you.  I  cannot  tell  mine.  I  cannot 
think  of  it  without  blushing.  But  I  can  feel  it,  and  know  it,  and  be 
as  sure  that  it  has  trodden  me  down  and  got  the  better  of  me  as  you 
can.   But  you  can  go  out  into  the  world  and  teach  yourself  to  forget." 

"  I  must  go  away  from  here  then." 

"  You  have  your  business  and  your  pleasures,  your  horses  and  your 
fields  and  your  friends.  I  have  nothing — but  to  remain  here  and 
know  that  I  have  disobliged  all  those  that  love  me.  Do  you  think, 
Larry,  I  would  not  go  and  be  your  wife  if  I  could  ?  I  have  told  you 
all,  Larry,  and  now  do  not  ask  me  again." 

"  Is  it  so?" 

"  Yes  ; — it  is  so." 

"  Then  I  shall  cut  it  all.  I  shall  sell  Chowton  and  go  away.  You 
tell  me  I  have  my  horses  and  my  pleasures !  What  pleasures  ?  I 
know  nothing  of  my  horses, — not  whether  they  are  lame  or  sound. 
I  could  not  tell  you  of  one  of  them  whether  he  is  fit  to  go  to-morrow. 
Business !  The  place  may  farm  itself  for  me,  for  I  can't  stay  there. 
Everything  sickens  mo  to  look  at  it.    Pleasures  indeed  !  " 

"  Is  that  manly,  Larry  ?  " 

"  How  can  a  man  be  manly  when  the  manliness  is  knocked  out  of 
him  ?  A  man's  courage  lies  in  his  heart ; — but  if  his  heart  is  broken 
where  will  his  courage  be  then  ?  I  couldn't  hold  my  head  up  here  any 
move, — and  I  shall  go." 

"  You  must  not  do  that,"  she  said,  getting  up  and  laying  hold  of 
his  arm. 

"  But  I  must  do  it." 

"  For  my  sake  you  must  stay  here,  Larry ; — so  that  I  may  not  have 
to  think  that  I  have  injured  you  so  deeply.  Larry,  though  I  cannot 
be  your  wife,  I  think  I  could  die  of  sorrow  if  you  were  always  un- 
happy. What  is  a  poor  girl  that  you  should  grieve  for  her  in  that 
way  ?  I  think  if  I  were  a  man  I  would  master  my  love  better  than 
that."  He  shook  his  head  and  faintly  strove  to  drag  his  arm  from  out 
of  her  grasp.  "  Promise  me  that  you  will  take  a  year  to  think  of  it 
before  you  go." 
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"Will  yon  take  a  year  to  think  of  me?  "  said  he,  rising  again  to 
sndden  hope. 

"  No,  Larry,  no.  I  should  deceive  yoti  were  I  to  say  so.  I  deceived 
you  before  when  I  put  it  off  for  two  months.  But  you  can  promise  mo 
without  deceit.  For  my  sake,  Larry  ?  "  And  she  almost  embraced 
him  as  she  begged  for  his  promise.  "  I  know  you  would  wish  to  spare 
me  pain.  Think  what  will  be  my  sufferings  if  I  hear  that  you  have 
really  gone  from  Chowton.    You  will  promise  me,  Larry  ?  " 

"  Promise  what?  " 

"  That  the  farm  shall  not  be  sold  for  twelve  months." 

"  Oh  yes ;— I'll  promise.    I  don't  care  for  the  farm." 

"  And  stay  there  if  you.  can.  Don't  leave  the  place  to  strangers. 
And  go  about  your  business, — and  hunt, — and  be  a  man.  I  shall 
always  be  thinking  of  what  you  do.  I  shall  always  watch  you.  I 
shall  always  love  you, — always, — always,— always.  I  always  have 
loved  you ; — because  you  are  so  good.  But  it  is  a  different  love.  And 
now,  Larry,  good-bye."  So  saying,  she  raised  her  face  to  look  into  his 
eyes.  Then  he  suddenly  put  his  arm  round  her  waisi;,  kissed  her 
forehead,  and  left  the  room  without  another  word. 

Mrs.  Masters  saw  him  as  he  went,  and  must  have  known  from  his 
gait  what  was  the  nature  of  the  answer  he  had  received.  But  yet  she 
went  quickly  upstairs  to  inquire.  The  matter  was  one  of  too  much 
consequence  for  a  mere  inference.  Mary  had  gone  from  the  sitting- 
room,  but  her  stepmother  followed  her  upstairs  to  her  bed-chamber. 
"  Mamma,"  she  said,  "  I  couldn't  do  it ;— I  couldn't  do  it.  I  did  try. 
Pray  do  not  scold  me.  I  did  try,  but  I  could  not  do  it."  Then  she 
threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  the  unsympathetic  M'oman, — who,  how- 
ever, was  now  somewhat  less  unsympathetic  than  she  had  hitherto 
been. 

Mrs.  Masters  did  not  understand  it  at  all ;  but  she  did  perceive 
that  there  was  something  which  she  did  not  understand.  What  did 
the  girl  mean  by  saying  that  she  had  tried  and  could  not  do  it  ?  Try 
to  do  it !  If  she  tried  why  could  she  not  tell  the  man  that  she  would 
have  him?  There  was  surely  some  shame-facedness  in  this,  some 
over-strained  modesty  which  she,  Mrs.  Masters,  could  not  compre- 
hend. How  could  she  have  tried  to  accept  a  man  who  was  so  anxious 
to  marry  her,  and  have  failed  in  the  effort  ?  "  Scolding  I  suppose 
will  be  no  good  now,"  she  said. 

"Oh  no!" 

"  But  .  Well ;  I  suppose  we  must  put  up  with  it.  Every- 
thing on  earth  that  a  girl  could  possibly  wish  for !  He  was  that  in 
love  that  it's  my  belief  he'd  have  settled  it  all  on  you  if  you'd  only 
asked  him." 

"  Let  it  go,  mamma." 

"  Let  it  go !  It's  gone  I  suppose.  Well ;— I  ain't  going  to  say  any 
more  about  it.   But  as  for  not  sorrowing,  how  is  a  woman  not  to 
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sorrow  when  so  much  has  been  lost  ?  It's  your  poor  father  I'm  think- 
ing of,  Mary."  This  was  so  much  better  than  she  had  expected  that 
poor  Mary  ahnost  felt  that  her  heart  was  lightenode 


CHAPTER  LX. 

AGAIN  AT  MISTLETOE. 

The  reader  will  have  been  aware  that  Arabella  Trefoil  was  not  a  favourite 
at  Mistletoe.  She  was  so  much  disliked  by  the  duchess  that  there 
had  almost  been  words  about  her  between  her  grace  and  the  duke  since 
her  departure.  The  duchess  always  submitted,  and  it  was  the  rule  of 
her  life  to  submit  with  so  good  a  grace  that  her  husband,  never  fearing 
rebellion,  should  never  be  driven  to  assume  the  tyrant.  But  on  this 
occasion  the  duke  had  objected  to  the  term  "  thoroughly  bad  girl " 
which  had  been  applied  by  his  wife  to  his  niece.  He  had  said  that 
"  thoroughly  bad  girl "  was  strong  language,  and  when  the  duchess 
defended  the  phrase  he  had  expressed  his  opinion  that  Arabella  was 
only  a  bad  girl  and  not  a  thoroughly  bad  girl.  The  duchess  had  said 
that  it  was  the  same  thing.  "  Then,"  said  the  duke,  "  why  use  a 
redundant  exjpletive  against  your  own  relative  ?  "  The  duchess,  when 
she  was  accused  of  strong  language,  had  not  minded  it  much ;  but 
her  feelings  were  hurt  when  a  redundant  expletive  was  attributed  to 
her.  The  eifect  of  all  this  had  been  that  the  duke  in  a  mild  way  had 
taken  up  Arabella's  part,  and  that  the  duchess,  following  her  husband 
at  last,  had  been  brought  round  to  own  that  Arabella,  though  bad, 
tad  been  badly  treated.  She  had  disbelieved,  and  then  believed,  and 
had  again  disbelieved  Arabella's  own  statement  as  to  the  offer  of 
marriage.  But  the  girl  had  certainly  been  in  earnest  when  she  had 
begged  her  aunt  to  ask  her  uncle  to  speak  to  Lord  Eufford.  Surely 
when  she  did  she  must  have  thought  that  an  offer  had  been  made  to 
her.  Such  offer,  if  made,  had  no  doubt  been  produced  by  very  hard 
pressure ;— but  still  an  offer  of  marriage  is  an  offer,  and  a  girl,  if  she 
can  obtain  it,  has  a  right  to  use  such  an  offer  as  so  much  property. 
Then  came  Lord  Mistletoe's  report  after  his  meeting  with  Arabella 
up  in  London.  He  had  been  unable  to  give  his  cousin  any  satisfaction, 
but  he  was  clearly  of  opinion  that  she  had  been  illused.  He  did  not 
venture  to  suggest  any  steps,  but  did  think  that  Lord  Eufford  was 
bor.nd  as  a  gentleman  to  marry  the  young  lady.    After  that.  Lord 

Augustus  saw  her  mother  up  in  town  and  said  that  it  was  a  d  

shame.  He  in  truth  had  believed  nothing,  and  would  have  been 
delighted  to  allow  the  matter  to  drop.  But  as  this  waa  not  permitted, 
he  thought  it  easier  to  take  his  daughter's  part  than  to  encounter 
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family  enmity  by  entering  the  lists  against  her.  So  it  came  to  pass 
that  down  at  Mistletoe  there  grew  an  opinion  that  Lord  Eufford 
ought  to  marry  Arabella  Trefoil. 

But  what  should  be  done  ?  The  duke  was  alive  to  the  feeling  that, 
as  the  girl  was  certainly  his  niece,  and  as  she  was  not  to  be  regarded 
as  a  thoroughly  bad  girl,  some  assistance  was  due  to  her  from  the 
family.  Lord  Mistletoe  volunteered  to  write  to  Lord  Eufford ;  Lord 
Augustus  thought  that  his  brother  should  have  a  personal  interview 
with  his  young  brother  peer,  and  bring  his  strawberry  leaves  to  bear. 
The  duke  himself  suggested  that  the  duchess  should  see  Lady 
Penwether, — a  scheme  to  which  her  grace  objected  strongly,  knowing 
something  of  Lady  Penwether  and  being  sure  that  her  strawberry 
leaves  would  have  no  effect  whatever  on  the  baronet's  wife.  At  last 
it  was  decided  that  a  family  meeting  should  be  held,  and  Lord 
Augustus  was  absolutely  summoned  to  meet  Lord  Mistletoe  at  the 
paternal  mansion. 

It  was  now  years  since  Lord  Augustus  had  been  at  Mistletoe.  As 
he  had  never  been  separated, — that  is,  formally  separated, — from  his 
wife,  he  and  she  had  been  always  invited  there  together.  Year  after 
year  she  had  accepted  the  invitation, — and  it  had  been  declined  on 
his  behalf,  because  it  did  not  suit  him  and  his  wife  to  meet  each 
other.  But  now  he  was  obliged  to  go  there, — ^just  at  the  time  of  the 
year  when  whist  at  his  club  was  most  attractive.  To  meet  the  con- 
venience of  Lord  Mistletoe — and  the  House  of  Commons, — a  Saturday 
afternoon  was  named  for  the  conference,  which  made  it  worse  for  Lord 
Augustus,  as  he  was  one  of  a  little  party  which  had  private  gather- 
ings for  whist  on  Sunday  afternoons.  But  he  went  to  the  conference, 
travelling  down  by  the  same  train  with  his  nephew ;  but  not  in  the 
same  compartment,  as  he  solaced  with  tobacco  the  time  which  Lord 
Mistletoe  devoted  to  parliamentary  erudition. 

The  four  met  in  her  grace's  boudoir,  and  the  duke  began  by 
declaring  that  all  this  was  very  sad.  Lord  Augustus  shook  his  head 
and  put  his  hands  in  his  trousers  pockets, — which  was  as  much  as  to 
say  that  his  feelings  as  a  British  parent  were  almost  too  strong  for 
him.  "  Your  mother  and  I  think  that  something  ought  to  be  done," 
said  the  duke,  turning  to  his  son. 

"  Something  ought  to  be  done,"  said  Lord  Mistletoe. 

"  They  won't  let  a  fellow  go  out  with  a  fellow  now,"  said  Lord 
Augustus. 

"  Heaven  forbid,"  said  the  duchess,  raising  both  her  hands. 

"I  was  thinking.  Mistletoe,  that  your  mother  might  have  met 
Lady  Penwether." 

"  What  could  I  do  with  Lady  Penwether,  duke  ?  Or  what  could 
she  do  with  him  ?  A  man  won't  care  for  what  his  sister  says  to  him. 
And  I  don't  suppose  she'd  undertake  to  speak  to  Lord  Eufford  on 
the  subject." 
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"  Lady  Penwetlier  is  an  lionourablo  and  an  accomplished  woman." 

"  I  dare  say ; — though  she  gives  herself  abominable  airs." 

"  Of  course,  if  you  don't  like  it,  my  dear,  it  shan't  be  pressed." 

"  I  thought,  perhaps,  you'd  see  him  yourself,"  said  Lord  Augustus, 
turning  to  his  brother.    "  You'd  carry  more  weight  than  anybody." 

"  Of  course  I  will  if  it  be  necessary ;  but  it  would  be  disagreeable, 
— Tory  disagreeable.  The  appeal  should  be  made  to  his  feelings,  and 
that  I  think  would  better  come  through  female  influence.  As  far  as 
I  know  the  world  a  man  is  always  more  prone  to  be  led  in  such 
matters  by  a  woman  than  by  another  man." 

"  If  you  mean  me,"  said  the  duchess,  "  I  don't  think  I  could  see 
him.  Of  course,  Augustus,  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything  hard  of 
Arabella.  The  fact  that  we  have  all  met  here  to  take  her  part  will 
prove  that,  I  think.  But  I  didn't  quite  approve  of  all  that  was  done 
here." 

Lord  Augustus  stroked  his  beard  and  looked  out  of  the  window. 
"  I  don't  think,  my  dear,  we  need  go  into  that  just  now,"  said  the 
duke. 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  duchess,  "  and  I  don't  intend  to  say  a  word. 
Only  if  I  were  to  meet  Lord  Eufford  he  might  refer  to  things  which, — 
which,— which          In  point  of  fact  I  had  rather  not." 

"  I  might  see  him,"  suggested  Lord  Mistletoe. 

"  No  doubt  that  might  be  done  with  advantage,"  said  the  duke. 

"  Only  that,  as  he  is  my  senior  in  age,  what  I  might  say  to  him 
would  lack  that  weight  which  any  observations  which  might  be  made 
on  such  a  matter  should  carry  with  them." 

"  He  didn't  care  a  straw  for  me,"  said  Lord  Augustus. 
_  "  And  then,"  continued  Lord  Mistletoe,  "  I  so  completely  agree 
with  what  my  father  says  as  to  the  advantage  of  female  influence ! 
With  a  man  of  Lord  Eufford's  temperament  female  influence  is  every- 
thing. If  my  aunt  were  to  try  it  ?  "  Lord  Augustus  blew  the  breath 
out  of  his  mouth  and  raised  his  eyebrows.  Knowing  what  he  did  of 
his  wife,  or  thinking  that  he  knew  what  he  did,  he  did  not  conceive  it 
possible  that  a  worse  messenger  should  be  chosen.  He  had  known 
himself  to  be  a  very  bad  one,  but  he  did  honestly  believe  her  to  be  even 
less  fitted  for  the  task  than  he  himself.  But  he  said  nothing, — simply 
wishing  that  he  had  not  left  his  whist  for  such  a  purpose  as  this. 

"  Perhaps  Lady  Augustus  had  better  see  him,"  said  the  duke. 
The  duchess,  M'ho  did  not  love  hypocrisy,  would  not  actually  assent  to 
this,  ljut  she  said  nothing.  "  I  suppcse  my  sister-in-law  would  not 
object,  Augustus  ?  " 

"  G  Almighty  only  knows,"  said  the  younger  brother.  The 

duchess,  grievously  offended  by  the  impropriety  of  this  language, 
drew  herself  up  haughtily. 

"  Perhaps  you  would  not  mind  suggesting  it  to  her,  sir,"  said  Lord 
Mistletoe. 
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"  I  could  do  that  by  letter,"  said  the  duke. 

"  And  when  she  has  assented,  as  of  course  she  will,  then  perhaps 
you  wouldn't  mind  writing  a  line  to  him  to  make  an  appointment.  If 
you  were  to  do  so  he  could  not  refuse."  To  this  proposition  the  duke 
returned  no  immediate  answer;  but  looked  at  it  round  and  round 
carefully.  At  last,  however,  he  acceded  to  this  also,  and  so  the 
matter  was  arranged.  All  these  influential  members  of  the  ducal 
family  met  together  at  the  ducal  mansion  on  Arabella's  behalf,  and 
settled  their  difficulty  by  deputing  the  work  of  bearding  the  lion,  of 
tying  the  bell  on  the  cat,  to  an  absent  lady  whom  they  all  despised 
and  disliked. 

That  afternoon  the  duke,  with  the  assistance  of  his  son,  who  was 
a  great  writer  of  letters,  prepared  an  epistle  to  his  sister-in-law  and 
another  to  Lord  Eufford,  which  was  to  be  sent  as  soon  as  Lady 
Augusta  had  agreed  to  the.  arrangement.  In  the  former  letter  a  good 
deal  was  said  as  to  a  mother's  solicitude  for  her  daughter.  It  had 
been  felt,  the  letter  said,  that  no  one  could  speak  for  a  daughter  so 
well  as  a  mother ; — that  no  other's  words  would  so  surely  reach  the 
heart  of  a  man  who  was  not  all  evil  but  who  was  tempted  by  the 
surroundings  of  the  world  to  do  evil  in  this  particular  case.  The  letter 
began  "  My  dear  sister-in-law,"  and  ended  "  Tour  affectionate  brother- 
in-law,  Ttlayfair,"  and  was  in  fact  the  first  letter  that  the  duke  had 
ever  written  to  his  brother's  wife.  The  other  letter  was  more  difficult, 
but  it  was  accomplished  at  last,  and  confined  itself  to  a  request  that 
Lord  Eufi'ord  would  meet  Lady  Augustus  Trefoil  at  a  place  and  at  a 
time,  both  of  which  were  for  the  present  left  blank. 

On  the  Monday  Lord  Augustus  and  Lord  Mistletoe  were  driven  to 
the  station  in  the  same  carriage,  and  on  this  occasion  the  uncle  said  a 
few  strong  words  to  his  nephew  on  the  subject.  Lord  Augustus, 
though  perhaps  a  coward  in  the  presence  of  his  brother,  was  not  so 
with  other  members  of  the  family.  "  It  may  be  very  well  you  know, 
but  it's  all  d  nonsense." 

"  I'm  sorry  that  you  should  think  so,  uncle." 

"  What  do  you  suppose  her  mother  can  do  ? — a  thoroughly  vulgar 
woman.  I  never  could  live  with  her.  As  far  as  I  can  see  wherever 
she  goes  everybody  hates  her." 

"  My  dear  uncle ! " 

"Euiford  will  only  laugh  at  her.  If  Mayfair  would  have  gone 
himself,  it  is  just  possible  that  he  might  have  done  something." 

"  My  father  is  so  unwilling  to  mix  himself  up  in  these  things." 

"  Of  course  he  is.  Everybody  knows  that.  What  the  deuce  was 
the  good  then^of  our  going  down  there  ?  I  couldn't  do  anything,  and 
I  knew  he  wouldn't.  The  truth  is.  Mistletoe,  a  man  now-a-days  may 
do  just  what  he  pleases.  You  ain't  in  that  line  and  it  won't  do  you 
any  good  knowing  it,  but  since  we  did  away  with  pistols  everybody 
may  do  just  what  he  likes." 
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"I  don't  like  brute  force,"  said  Lord  Mistletoe. 

"  You  may  call  it  what  you  please ;  but  I  don't  know  that  it  was 
BO  brutal,  after  all."  At  the  station  they  separated  again,  as  Lord 
Augustus  was  panting  for  tobacco,  and  Lord  Mistletoe  for  parlia- 
mentary erudition. 
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Lady  Augustus  was  still  staying  with  the  Connop  Greens  in  Hamp- 
shire when  she  received  the  duke's  letter,  and  Arabella  was  with  her. 
The  story  of  Lord  Eulford's  infidelity  had  been  told  to  Mrs.  Connop 
Green,  and,  of  course,  through  her  to  Mr.  Connop  Green.  Both  tho 
mother  and  daughter  affected  to  despise  the  Connop  Greens ;  but  it  is 
so  hard  to  restrain  one's  self  from  confidences  when  difficulties  arise  I 
Arabella  had  by  this  time  quite  persuaded  herself  that  there  had  been 
an  absolute  engagement,  and  did  in  truth  believe  that  she  had 
been  most  cruelly  ill-used.  She  was  headstrong,  fickle,  and  beyond 
measure  insolent  to  her  mother.  She  had,  as  we  know,  at  one  time 
gone  down  to  the  house  of  her  former  lover,  thereby  indicating  that 
she  had  abandoned  all  hope  of  catching  Lord  Eufford.  But  still  the 
Connop  Greens  either  felt  or  pretended  to  feel  great  sympathy  with 
her,  and  she  would  still  declare  from  time  to  time  that  Lord  Eufford 
had  not  heard  the  last  of  her.  It  was  now  more  than  a  month  since 
she  had  seen  that  perjured  lord  at  Mistletoe,  and  more  than  a  week 
since  her  father  had  brought  him  so  uselessly  up  to  London.  Though 
determined  that  Lord  Eufford  should  hear  more  of  her,  she  hardly 
knew  how  to  go  to  work,  and  on  these  days  spent  most  of  her  time 
in  idle  denunciations  of  her  false  lover.  Then  came  her  uncle's  letter, 
which  was  of  course  shown  to  her. 

She  was  quite  of  opinion  that  they  must  do  as  the  duke  directed. 
It  was  so  great  a  thing  to  have  the  duke  interesting  himself  in  the 
matter,  that  she  would  have  assented  to  anything  proposed  by  him. 
The  suggestion  even  inspired  some  temporary  respect,  or  at  any  rate 
observance,  towards  her  mother.  Hitherto  her  mother  had  been 
nobody  to  her  in  the  matter, — a  person  belonging  to  her  whom  she 
had  to  regard  simply  as  a  burden.  She  could  not  at  all  understand 
how  the  duke  had  been  guided  in  making  such  a  choice  of  a  new 
emissary ;  but  there  it  was  under  his  own  hand,  and  she  must  now  in 
some  measure  submit  herself  to  her  mother,  unless  she  were  prepared 
to  repudiate  altogether  the  duke's  assistance.   As  to  Lady  Augustus 
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herself,  the  suggestion  gave  to  her  quite  a  new  life.  She  had  no  clear 
conception  what  she  should  say  to  Lord  Eufford  if  the  meeting  were 
■arranged,  but  it  was  gratifying  to  her  to  find  herself  brought  baclc 
into  authority  over  her  daughter.  She  read  the  duke's  letter  to  Mrs, 
Connop  Green,  with  certain  very  slight  additions, — or  innuendos  as  to 
additions, — and  was  pleased  to  find  that  the  letter  was  taken  by  Mrs. 
Connop  Green  as  positive  proof  of  the  existence  of  the  engagement. 
She  wrote  begging  the  duke  to  allow  her  to  have  the  meeting  at  the 
family  house  in  Piccadilly,  and  to  this  prayer  the  duke  was  obliged  to 
assent.  "  It  would,"  she  said,  "  give  her  so  much  assistance  in  speak- 
ing to  Lord  Eufford ! "  She  named  a  day  also,  and  then  spent  her 
time  in  preparing  herself  for  the  interview  by  counsel  with  Mrs. 
Green  and  by  exacting  explanations  from  her  daughter. 

This  was  a  very  bad  time  for  Arabella, — so  bad  that,  had  she  known 
to  what  she  would  be  driven,  she  would  probably  have  repudiated  the 
duke  and  her  mother  altogether.  "  Now,  my  dear,"  she  began,  "  you 
must  tell  me  everything  that  occurred,  first  at  Eufford,  and  then  at 
Mistletoe." 

"  You  know  very  well  what  occurred,  mamma." 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it,  and  unless  everything  is  told  me,  I  will 
not  undertake  this  mission.  Your  uncle  evidently  thinks  that  by  my 
interference  the  thing  may  be  arranged.  I  have  had  the  same  idea 
all  through  myself,  but  as  you  have  been  so  obstinate,  I  have  not 
liked  to  say  so.  Now,  Arabella,  begin  from  the  beginning.  When 
was  it  that  he  first  suggested  to  you  the  idea  of  marriage  ?  " 

"  Good  heavens,  mamma ! " 

"  I  must  have  it  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Did  he  speak  of 
marriage  at  Eufford?  I  suppose  he  did,  because  you  told  me  that 
you  were  engaged  to  him  when  you  went  to  Mistletoe." 

"  So  I  was." 

"What  had  he  said?" 

"  What  nonsense !   How  am  I  to  remember  what  he  said  ?   As  if  a 
girl  ever  knows  what  a  man  says  to  her." 
"Did  he  kiss  you?" 
"  Yes." 

"At  Eufford?" 

"  I  cannot  stand  this,  mamma.  If  you  like  to  go  you  may,go.  My 
mcle  seems  to  think  it  is  the  best  thing,  and  so  I  suppose  it  ought  to 
be  done.  But  I  won't  answer  such  questions  as  you  are  asking  for 
Lord  Eufford  and  all  that  he  possesses." 

"  What  am  I  to  say  then  ?  How  am  I  to  call  back  to  his  recollec- 
tion the  fact  that  he  committed  himself,  unless  you  will  tell  me  how 
and  when  he  did  so  ?  " 

"  Ask  him  if  he  did  not  assure  me  of  his  love  when  we  were  in  the 
carriage  together." 

"  What  carriage  ?  " 
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"  Coming  homo  from  hunting." 

"  Was  that  at  Mistletoe  or  llnfford  ?  " 

"At  Mistletoe,  mamma,"  rcp!i(.ul  Arabella,  stamjDing  her  foot. 

"  Birt  yon  must  let  me  know  how  it  was  that  you  Lccamo  engaged 
\o  him  at  Eufforcl." 

'•  Jlamma,  you  mean  to  drive  me  mad,"  exclaimed  Arabella  as  she 
bounced  out  of  the  room. 

There  was  very  much  more  of  this,  till  at  last  Arabella  found 
herself  compelled  to  invent  facts.  Lord  Eufford,  she  said,  had  assured 
her  of  his  everlasting  affection  in  the  little  room  at  Eufford,  and  had 
absolutely  asked  her  to  be  his  wife  coming  home  in  the  carriage  with 
her  to  Stamford.  She  told  herself  that  though  this  was  not  strictly 
true,  it  was  as  good  as  true, — as  that  which  was  actiially  done  and 
said  by  Lord  Eufford  on  those  occasions  could  have  had  no  other 
meaning.  But  before  her  mother  had  completed  her  investigation, 
Arabella  had  become  so  sick  of  the  matter  that  she  shut  herself  up  in 
her  room,  and  declared  that  nothing  on  earth  should  induce  her  to 
open  her  mouth  on  the  subject  again. 

When  Lord  Eufford  received  the  letter  he  was  aghast  with  new 
disgust.  He  had  begun  to  flatter  himself  that  his  interview  with 
Lord  Augustus  would  be  the  end  of  the  affair.  Looking  at  it  hj 
degrees  with  coolness  he  had  allowed  himself  to  think  that  nothing 
very  terrible  could  be  done  to  him.  Some  few  people,  particularly 
interested  in  the  Mistletoe  family,  might  give  him  a  cold  shoulder,  or 
perhaps  cut  him  directly ;  but  such  people  would  not  belong  to  his 
own  peculiar  circle,  and  the  annoyance  would  not  be  great.  But  if 
all  the  family,  one  after  another,  were  to  demand  interviews  with  him 
up  in  London,  he  did  not  see  when  the  end  of  it  would  be.  There 
would  be  the  duke  himself,  and  the  duchess,  and  Mistletoe.  And  the 
affair  would  in  this  way  become  gossip  for  the  whole  town.  He  was 
almost  minded  to  write  to  the  duke  saying  that  such  an  interview 
could  do  no  good ;  but  at  last  he  thought  it  best  to  submit  the  matter 
to  his  mentor.  Sir  George  Penwether.  Sir  George  was  clearly  of 
opinion  that  it  was  Lord  Eufford's  duty  to  see  Lady  Augustus. 
"Yes,  you  must  have  interviews  with  all  of  them  if  they  ask  it," 
said  Sir  George.  "  You  must  show  that  you  are  not  afraid  to  hear 
what  her  friends  have  got  to  say.  "When  a  man  gets  wrong  he  cant 
put  himself  right  without  some  little  annoyance." 

"  Since  the  world  began,"  said  Lord  Eufford,  "  I  don't  think  that 
there  was  ever  a  man  born  so  well  adapted  for  preaching  sermons  as 
you  are."  Nevertheless  he  did  as  he  was  bid,  and  consented  to  meet 
Lady  Augustus  in  Piccadilly  on  the  day  named  by  her.  On  that  very 
day  the  hounds  met  at  Impington,  and  Lord  Eufford  began  to  feel 
his  punishment.  Ho  assented  to  the  proposal  made  and  went  up  to 
London,  leaving  the  members  of  the  U.E.U.  to  have  the  run  of  the 
season  from  the  Impington  coverts. 
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When  Lady  Augustus  was  sitting  in  the  back  room  of  the  mansion 
waiting  for  Lord  Eufford  she  was  very  much  puzzled  to  think  what 
she  would  say  to  him  when  he  came.  With  all  her  investigation  she 
had  received  no  clear  idea  of  the  circumstances  as  they  occurred. 
That  her  daughter  had  told  her  a  fib  in  saying  that  she  was  engaged 
when  she  went  to  Mistletoe,  she  was  all  but  certain.  That  something 
had  occurred  in  the  carriage  which  might  be  taken  for  an  offer  she 
thought  possible.  She  therefore  determined  to  harp  upon  the  carriage 
as  much  as  possible  and  to  say  as  little  as  might  be  as  to  the  doings 
at  Eufford.  Then  as  she  was  trying  to  arrange  her  countenance  and 
her  dress  and  her  voice,  so  that  they  might  tell  on  his  feelings.  Lord 
Eufford  was  announced.  "Lady  Augustus,"  said  he  at  once,  be- 
ginning the  lesson  which  he  had  taught  himself,  "  I  hope  I  see  you 
quite  well.  I  have  come  here  because  you  have  asked  me,  but  I 
really  don't  know  that  I  have  anything  to  say." 

"Lord  Eufford,  you  must  hear  me." 

"  Oh  yes ;  I  will  hear  you  certainly,  only  this  kind  of  thing  is  so 
painful  to  all  parties,  and  I  don't  see  the  use  of  it." 

"  Are  you  aware  that  you  have  plunged  me  and  my  daughter  into 
a  state  of  misery  too  deep  to  be  fathomed  ?  " 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  that." 

"How  can  it  be  otherwise?  When  you  assure  a  girl  in  her 
position  in  life  that  you  love  her — a  lady  whose  rank  is  quite  as  high 
as  your  own  " 

"  Quite  so, — quite  so." 

"  And  when  in  return  for  that  assurance  you  have  received  vows 
of  love  from  her, — what  is  she  to  think,  and  what  are  her  friends  to 
think  ?  "  Lord  Eufford  had  always  kept  in  his  mind  a  clear  remem- 
brance of  the  transaction  in  the  carriage,  and  was  well  aware  that  the 
young  lady's  mother  had  inverted  the  circumstances,  or,  as  he  ex- 
pressed it  to  himself,  had  put  the  cart  before  the  horse.  He  had 
assured  the  young  lady  that  he  loved  her,  and  he  had  also  been 
assured  of  her  love ;  but  her  assurance  had  come  first.  He  felt  that 
this  made  all  the  difference  in  the  world ;  so  much  difference  that  no 
one  cognizant  in  such  matters  would  hold  that  his  assurance,  obtained 
a,fter  such  a  fashion,  meant  anything  at  all.  But  how  was  he  to 
explain  this  to  the  lady's  mother  ?  "  You  will  admit  that  such 
assurances  were  given  ?  "  continued  Lady  Augustus. 

"  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know.  There  was  a  little  foolish  talk, 
but  it  meant  nothing." 

"My  lord!" 

"  What  am  I  to  say  ?  I  don't  want  to  give  offence,  and  I  am 
heartily  sorry  that  you  and  your  daughter  should  be  under  any  mis- 
apprehension. But,  as  I  sit  here,  there  was  no  engagement  between 
us ; — nor,  if  I  must  speak  out.  Lady  Augustus,  could  your  daughter 
have  thought  that  there  was  an  engagement." 
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"  Did  yon  not  embrace  lier  ?  " 

"I  did.    That's  the  truth." 

"  And  after  that  you  moan  to  say — — " 

"  After  that  I  mean  to  say  that  nothing  moro  v-ar.  intended."  There 
^Yas  a  certain  meanness  of  appearance  about  the  mother  which 
emboldened  him. 

"  ^Vhat  a  declaration  to  make  the  mother  of  a  ycung  lady,  and 
that  young  lady  the  niece  of  the  Duke  of  Mayfair  !  " 

"Its  not  the  first  time  such  a  thing  has  been  done,  Ladj 
Augustus." 

"  I  know  nothing  about  that, — nothing.  I  don't  know  wliom  you 
may  have  lived  with.    It  never  was  done  to  her  before." 

"If  I  understand  right  she  was  engaged  to  marry  Mr.  Morton 
when  she  came  to  Eufford." 

"  It  was  all  at  an  end  before  that." 

"  At  any  rate  you  both  came  from  his  house." 

"  Where  he  had  been  staying  with  Mrs.  Morton." 

"  And  where  she  has  been  since, — without  Mrs.  Morton." 

"  Lady  Ushant  was  there.  Lord  Eufford." 

"  But  she  has  been  staying  at  the  house  of  this  gentleman  to  whom 
you  admit  that  she  was  engaged  a  short  time  before  she  came  to  us." 

"He  is  on  his  death-bed,  and  he  thought  that  he  had  behaved 
badly  to  her.  She  did  go  to  Bragton  the  other  day,  at  his  request, — 
merely  that  she  might  say  that  she  forgave  him." 

"  I  only  hope  that  she  will  forgive  me  too.  There  is  really  nothing 
else  to  be  said.  If  there  were  anything  I  could  do  to  atone  to  her  for 
this  trouble." 

"  If  you  only  could  know  the  brightness  of  the  hopes  you  have 
shattered, — and  the  purity  of  that  girl's  affection  for  yourself ! " 

It  was  then  that  an  idea — a  low-minded  idea  occurred  to  Lord 
Eufford.  While  all  this  was  going  on  he  had  of  course  made  various 
inquiries  about  this  branch  of  the  Trefoil  family  and  had  learned  that 
Arabella  was  altogether  portionless.  He  was  told,  too,  that  Lady 
Augustus  was  much  harassed  by  impecuniosity.  Might  it  be  possible 
to  offer  a  recompense  ?  "If  I  could  do  anything  else.  Lady  Augustus ; 
— but  really  I  am  not  a  marrying  man."  Then  Lady  Augustus  wept 
bitterly ;  but  while  she  was  weeping,  a  low-minded  idea  occurred  to 
her  also.  It  was  clear  to  her  that  there  could  be  no  marriage.  She 
had  never  expected  that  there  would  be  a  marriage.  But  if  this  man 
who  was  rolling  in  wealth  should  offer  some  sum  of  money  to  her 
<laughter, — something  so  considerable  as  to  divest  the  transaction  of 
the  meanness  which  would  be  attached  to  a  small  bribe, — something 
which  might  be  really  useful  throughout  life,  would  it  not  be  her 
■duty,  on  behalf  of  her  dear  child,  to  accept  such  an  offer  ?  But  the 
beginnings  of  such  dealings  are  always  difficult.  "Couldn't  my  lawyer 
fice  yours,  Lady  Augustus  ?  "  said  Lord  Eufford. 
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"  I  don't  want  the  family  lawyer  to  know  anything  alDont  it/'  said 
Lady  Augustus.  Then  there  was  silence  between  them  for  a  few 
moments.  "  You  don't  know  what  we  have  to  bear.  Lord  Eulford. 
My  husband  has  spent  all  my  fortune —which  was  considerable ;  and 
the  duke  does  nothing  for  us."  Then  he  took  a  bit  of  paper  and, 
writing  on  it  the  figures  "  £6,000,"  pushed  it  across  the  table.  She 
gazed  at  the  scrap  for  a  minute,  and  then,  borrowing  his  pencil  with- 
out a  word,  scratched  out  his  lordship's  figures,  and  wrote  "  £8,000,' 
beneath  them ;  and  then  added,  "  No  one  to  know  it."  After  that,  he 
held  the  scrap  for  two  or  three  minutes  in  his  hands,  and  then  wrot« 
beneath  the  figures,  "Very  well.  To  be  settled  on  your  daughter 
No  one  shall  know  it."  She  bowed  her  head,  but  kept  the  scrap  of  pape; 
in  her  possession.  "  Shall  I  ring  for  your  carriage  ?  "  he  asked.  Th« 
bell  was  rung,  and  Lady  Augustus  was  taken  back  to  the  lodging! 
in  Orchard  Street  in  the  hired  brougham.  As  she  went  she  told  her- 
self that  if  everything  else  failed,  £400  a  year  would  support  her 
daughter,  or  that  in  the  event  of  any  further  matrimonial  attempt 
such  a  fortune  would  be  a  great  assistance.  She  had  been  sure  that 
there  could  be  no  marriage,  and  was  disposed  to  think  that  she  had 
done  a  good  morning's  work  on  behalf  of  her  unnatural  child. 


CHAPTER  LXIL 

"we  shall  kill  each  other." 

Ladt  Augustus,  as  she  was  driven  back  to  Orchard  Street,  and  as  she 
remained  alone  during  the  rest  of  that  day  and  the  next  in  London, 
became  a  little  afraid  of  what  she  had  done.  She  bsgan  to  think  how 
she  should  communicate  her  tidings  to  her  daughter,  and  thinking  of 
it  grew  to  be  nervous  and  ill  at  ease.  How  would  it  be  with  her  should 
Arabella  still  cling  to  the  hope  of  marrying  the  lord  ?  That  any  such 
hope  would  be  altogether  illusory  Lady  Augustus  was  now  sure.  She 
had  been  quite  certain  that  there  was  no  ground  for  such  hope  when 
she  had  spoken  to  the  man  of  her  own  poverty.  She  was  almost 
certain  that  there  had  never  been  an  offer  of  marriage  made.  In  the 
first  place.  Lord  Eufford's  word  went  further  with  her  than  Arabella's, 
— and  then  his  story  had  been  consistent  and  probable,  whereas  hers 
had  been  inconsistent  and  improbable.  At  any  rate,  ropes  and  horses 
would  not  bring  Lord  Eufford  to  the  hymeneal  altar.  That  being  so, 
was  it  not  natural  that  she  should  then  have  considered  what  result 
would  be  nest  best  to  a  marriage  ?  She  was  very  poor,  having  saved 
only  some  few  hundreds  a  year  from  the  wreck  of  her  own  fortune. 
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Independently  of  her,  her  daughter  had  nothing.  And  in  spite  of  this 
poverty  Arabella  was  Yery  extravagant,  running  up  bills  for  finery 
without  remorse  wherever  credit  could  be  found,  and  excusing  herself 
by  saying  that  on  this  or  that  occasion  such  expenditure  was  justified 
by  the  matrimonial  prospects  which  it  opened  out  to  her.  And  now, 
of  late,  Arabella  had  been  talking  of  living  separately  from  her  mother. 
Lady  Augustus,  who  was  thoroughly  tired  of  her  daughter's  company, 
was  not  at  all  averse  to  such  a  scheme  ; — but  any  such  scheme  was 
impracticable  without  money.  By  a  happy  accident  the  money  would 
now  bo  forthcoming.  There  would  be  £400  a  year  for  ever,  and  nobody 
would  know  whence  it  came.  She  was  confident  that  they  might 
trust  to  the  lord's  honour  for  secrecy.  As  far  as  her  own  opinion 
went,  the  result  of  the  transaction  would  be  most  happy.  But  still 
she  feared  Arabella.  She  felt  that  she  would  not  know  how  to 
tell  her  story  when  she  got  back  to  Marygold  Place.  "  My  dear,  he 
won't  marry  you ;  but  he  is  to  give  you  £8,000."  That  was  what  she 
would  have  to  say,  but  she  doubted  her  own  courage  to  put  her  story 
into  words  so  curt  and  explanatory.  Even  at  thirty  £400  a  year  has 
not  the  charms  which  accompany  it  to  eyes  which  have  seen  sixty 
years.  She  remained  in  town  that  night  and  the  next  day,  and  went 
down  by  train  to  Basingstoke  on  the  following  morning  with  her  heart 
not  altogether  free  from  trepidation. 

Lord  Eufford,  the  very  moment  that  the  interview  was  over, 
started  off  to  his  lawyer.  Considering  how  very  little  had  been  given 
to  him,  the  sum  he  was  to  pay  was  prodigious.  In  his  desire  to  get 
rid  of  the  bore  of  these  appeals,  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  foolishly 
generous.  He  certainly  would  never  kiss  a  young  lady  in  a  carriage 
again, — nor  even  lend  a  horse  to  a  young  lady  till  he  was  better 
acquainted  with  her  ambition  and  character.  But  the  word  had 
gone  from  him  and  he  must  be  as  good  as  his  word.  The  girl  must 
have  her  £8,000,  and  must  have  it  instantly.  He  would  put  the 
matter  in  such  a  position,  that  if  any  more  interviews  were  suggested,, 
he  might  with  perfect  safety  refer  the  suggester  back  to  Miss  Trefoil. 
There  was  to  be  secrecy,  and  he  would  be  secret  as  the  grave.  But 
in  such  matters  one's  lawyer  is  the  grave.  He  had  proposed  that  two 
lawyers  should  arrange  it.  Objection  had  been  made  to  this,  because 
Lady  Augustus  had  no  lawyer  ready; — but  on  his  side  some  one 
must  be  employed.  So  he  went  to  bis  own  solicitor  and  begged  that 
the  thing  might  be  done  quite  at  once.  He  was  very  definite  in  his 
instructions,  and  would  listen  to  no  doubts.  Would  the  lawyer  write 
to  Miss  Trefoil  on  that  very  day;— or  rather  not  on  that  very  day, 
but  the  next.  As  he  suggested  this,  he  thought  it  well  that  Lady- 
Augustus  should  have  an  opportunity  of  explaining  the  transaction 
to  her  daughter  before  the  lawyer's  letter  should  be  received.  He  had, 
he  said,  his  own  reason  for  such  haste.  Consequently,  the  lawyer  did 
prepare  the  letter  to  Miss  Trefoil  at  once,  drafting  it  in  his  noble  client's 
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presence.  In  what  way  should  the  money  be  disposed  so  as  best  to 
suit  her  convenience  ?  The  letter  was  very  shorty  with  an  intimation 
that  Lady  Augustus  would  no  doubt  have  explained  the  details  of  the 
arrangement. 

When  Lady  Augustus  reached  Marygold,  the  family  were  at  lunch, 
and  as  strangers  were  present  nothing  was  said  as  to  the  great  mission. 
The  mother  had  already  bethought  herself  how  she  must  tell  this  and 
that  lie  to  the  Connop  Greens,  explaining  that  Lord  Eufford  had  con- 
fessed his  iniquity,  but  had  disclosed  that,  for  certain  mysterious 
reasons,  he  could  not  marry  Arabella, — though  he  loved  her  better 
than  all  the  world.  Arabella  asked  some  questions  about  her  mother's 
shopping  and  general  business  in  town,  and  did  not  leave  the  room 
till  she  could  do  so  without  the  slightest  appearance  of  anxiety.  Mrs. 
Connop  Green  marvelled  at  her  coolness,  knowing  how  much  must 
depend  on  the  answer  which  her  mother  had  brought  back  from 
London,  and  knowing  nothing  of  the  contents  of  the  letter  which 
Arabella  had  received  that  morning  from  the  lawyer.  In  a  moment 
or  two  Lady  Augustus  followed  her  daughter  upstairs,  and  on  going 
into  her  own  room  found  the  damsel  standing  in  the  middle  of  it 
with  an  open  paper  in  her  hand.  "Mamma,"  she  said,  "shut  the 
door."  Then  the  door  was  closed.  "  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  " 
and  she  held  out  the  lawyer's  letter. 

"  The  meaning  of  what  ?  "  said  Lady  Augustus,  trembling. 

"I  have  no  doubt  you  know,  but  you  had  better  read  it." 

Lady  Augustus  read  the  letter  and  attempted  to  smile.  "  He  has 
been  very  quick,"  she  said.  "  I  thought  I  should  have  been  the  first 
to  tell  you." 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  it  ?  Why  is  the  man  to  give  me  all  that 
money  ?  " 

"Is  it  not  a  good  escape  from  so  great  a  trouble?  Think  what 
£8,000  will  do.  It  will  enable  you  to  live  in  comfort  wherever  you 
may  please  to  go." 

"  I  am  to  understand  then  you  have  sold  me,— sold  all  my  hopes 
and  my  very  name  and  character,  for  £8,000 ! " 

"Your  name  and  character  will  not  be  touched,  my  dear.  As 
for  his  marrying  you,  I  soon  found  that  that  was  absolutely  out  of  the 
question." 

"  This  is  what  has  come  of  sending  you  to  see  him!  Of  course  I 
shall  tell  my  uncle  everything." 

"You  will  do  no  such  thing.  Arabella,  do  not  make  a  fool  of 
yourself.  Do  you  know  what  £8,000  will  do  for  you?  It  is  to  be 
your  own, — absolutely  beyond  my  reach  or  your  father's." 

"I  would  sooner  go  into  the  Thames  off  Waterloo  Brirl.o-e  than 
touch  a  farthing  of  his  money,"  said  Arabella  with  a  spirit  which  the 
other  woman  did  not  at  all  understand.  Hitherto  in  all  these  little 
dirty  ways  they  had  run  with  equal  steps.    The  pretences,  the  subter- 
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fiiges,  the  lies  of  the  one  had  always  been  open  to  the  other.  Arabella, 
earnest  in  supplying  herself  with  gloves  from  the  pockets  of  her  malo 
acquaintances,  had  endured  her  mother's  tricks  with  complacency. 
She  had  condescended  when  living  in  humble  lodgings  to  date  her 
letters  from  a  well-known  hotel,  and  had  not  feared  to  declare  that  she 
had  done  so  in  their  family  conversations.  Together  they  had  fished  in 
turbid  waters  for  marital  nibbles,  and  had  told  mutual  falsehoods  to 
unbelieving  tradesmen.  And  yet  the  younger  woman,  when  tempted 
■with  a  bribe  worth  lies  and  tricks  as  deep  and  as  black  as  Acheron, 
now  stood  on  her  dignity  and  her  purity  and  stamped  her  foot  with 
honest  indignation ! 

"  I  don't  think  you  can  understand  it,"  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"  I  can  understand  this, — that  you  have  betrayed  me ;  and  that  I 
shall  tell  him  so  in  the  plainest  words  that  I  can  use.  To  get  his 
lawyer  to  write  and  offer  me  money ! " 

"  He  should  not  have  gone  to  his  lawyer.  I  do  think  he  was  wrong 
there." 

"  But  you  settled  it  with  him ; — you,  my  mother ; — a  price  at  which 
he  should  buy  himself  off!  Would  he  have  offered  me  money  if  he 
did  not  know  that  he  had  bound  himself  to  me  ?  " 

"  Nothing  on  earth  would  make  him  marry  you.  I  would  not  for 
a  moment  have  allowed  him  to  allude  to  money  if  that  had  not  been, 
quite  certain." 

"  Who  proposed  the  money  first  ?  " 

Lady  Augustus  considered  a  moment  before  she  answered.  "  Upon 
my  word,  my  dear,  I  can't  say.  He  wrote  the  figures  on  a  bit  of 
paper;  that  was  the  way."  Then  she  produced  the  scrap.  "He 
wrote  the  figures  first, — and  then  I  altered  them,  just  as  you  see.  The 
proposition  came  first  from  him,  of  course." 

"  And  you  did  not  spit  at  him ! "  said  Arabella,  as  she  tore  the 
scrap  into  fragments. 

"  Arabella,"  said  the  mother,  "  it  is  clear  that  you  do  not  look  into 
the  future.   How  do  you  mean  to  live  ?   You  are  getting  old." 

"Old!" 

"Yes,  my  love, — old.  Of  course  I  am  willing  to  do  everything 
for  you,  as  I  always  have  done, — for  so  many  years,  but  there 
isn't  a  man  in  London  who  does  not  know  how  long  you  have  been 
about  it." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  mamma,"  said  Arabella,  jumping  up. 

"  That  is  all  very  well,  but  the  truth  has  to  be  spoken.  You  and  I 
cannot  go  on  as  we  have  been  doing." 

"  Certainly  not.    I  would  sooner  be  in  a  workhouse." 

"  And  here  there  is  provided  for  you  an  income  on  which  you  can 
live.  Not  a  soul  will  know  anything  about  it.  Even  your  own  father 
need  not  be  told.  As  for  the  lawyer,  that  is  nothing.  They  never 
talk  of  things.   It  would  make  a  man  comparatively  poor  quite  a  fit 
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match.  Or,  if  you  do  not  marry,  it  would  enable  you  to  live  where 
you  pleased  independently  of  me.  You  had  better  think  twice  of  it 
before  you  refuse  it." 

"I  will  not  think  of  it  at  all.  As  sure  as  I  am  living  here  I  will 
write  to  Eufiford  this  very  evening  and  tell  him  in  what  light  I  regard 
both  him  and  you." 

"  And  what  will  you  do  then  ?  " 

"  Hang  myself." 

"  That  is  all  very  well,  Arabella,  but  hanging  yourself  and  jumping 
off  Waterloo  Bridge  do  not  mean  anything.  You  must  live,  and  you 
must  pay  your  debts.  I  can't  pay  them  for  you.  You  go  into  your 
own  room,  and  think  of  it  all,  and  be  thankful  for  what  Providence 
has  sent  you." 

"  You  may  as  well  understand  that  I  am  in  earnest,"  the  daughter 
said,  as  she  left  the  room.  "  I  shall  write  to  Lord  Eufford  to-day,  and 
tell  him  what  I  think  of  him  and  his  money.  You  need  not  trouble 
yourself  as  to  what  shall  be  done  with  it,  for  I  certainly  shall  not 
take  it." 

And  she  did  write  to  Lord  Eufford  as  follows :— • 
"My  Lord, 

"  I  have  been  much  astonished  by  a  letter  I  have  received 
from  a  gentleman  in  London,  Mr.  Shaw,  who  I  presume  is  your 
lawyer.  When  I  received  it  I  had  not  as  yet  seen  mamma.  I  now 
understand  that  you  and  she  between  you  have  determined  that  I 
should  be  compensated  by  a  sum  of  money  for  the  injury  you  have 
done  me !  I  scorn  your  money.  I  cannot  think  where  you  found  the 
audacity  to  make  such  a  proposal,  or  how  you  have  taught  yourself  to 
imagine  that  I  should  listen  to  it.  As  to  mamma,  she  was  not  com- 
missioned to  act  for  me,  and  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  anything  she 
may  have  said.  I  can  hardly  believe  that  she  should  have  agreed  to 
such  a  proposal.   It  was  very  little  like  a  gentleman  in  you  to  offer  it. 

"  Why  did  you  offer  it  ?  You  would  not  have  proposed  to  give  ma 
a  large  sum  of  money  like  that  without  some  reason.  I  have  been 
shocked  to  hear  that  you  have  denied  that  you  ever  engaged  yourself 
to  me.  You  know  that  you  were  engaged  to  me.  It  would  have  been 
more  honest  and  more  manly  if  you  had  declared  at  once  that  you 
repented  of  your  engagement.  But  the  truth  is  that  till  I  see  you  my- 
self and  hear  what  you  have  to  say  out  of  your  own  mouth  I  cannot 
believe  what  other  people  tell  me.  I  must  ask  you  to  name  some 
place  where  we  can  meet.  As  for  this  offer  of  money,  it  goes  for 
nothing.   You  must  have  known  that  I  would  not  take  it. 

"  Aeabella." 

It  was  now  just  the  end  of  February,  and  the  visit  of  the  Trefoil 
ladies  to  the  Connop  Greens  had  to  come  to  an  end.  They  had  already 
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ovcrstaid  the  time  at  first  arranged,  and  Lady  Augustus,  when  she 
hinted  tliat  another  week  at  Marygold, — "just  till  this  painful  affair 
was  finally  settled," — would  be  beneficial  to  her,  was  informed  that 
the  Connop  Groeus  themselves  were  about  to  leave  home.  Lady 
Augustus  had  reported  to  Mrs.  Connop  Green  that  Lord  Eufford  was 
behaving  very  badly,  but  that  the  matter  was  still  in  a  "  transition 

etate."    Mrs.  Connop  Green  was  very  sorry,  but  ,    So  Lady 

Augustus  and  Arabella  betook  themselves  to  Orchard  Street,  being  at 
that  moment  unable  to  enter  in  upon  better  quarters. 

What  a  home  it  was, — and  what  a  journey  up  to  town !  Arabella 
had  told  her  mother  that  the  letter  to  Lord  Eufford  had  been  written 
^md  posted,  and  since  that  hardly  a  word  had  passed  between  them. 
When  they  left  Marygold  in  the  Connop  Green  carriage  they  smiled, 
and  shook  hanvls;  and  kissed  their  friends  in  unison,  and  then  sank 
back  into  silence.  At  the  station  they  walked  up  and  down  the 
platform  together  for  the  sake  of  appearance,  but  did  not  speak.  In 
the  train  there  were  others  with  them  and  they  both  feigned  to  be 
asleep.  Then  they  were  driven  to  their  lodgings  in  a  cab,  still  speech- 
less. It  was  the  mother  who  first  saw  that  the  horror  of  this  if 
continued  would  be  too  great  to  be  endured.  "  Arabella,"  she  said, 
in  a  hoarse  voice,  "  why  don't  you  speak  ?  " 

"  Because  I've  got  nothing  to  say." 

"  That's  nonsense.    There  is  always  something  to  say." 

"  You  have  ruined  me,  mamma ;  just  ruined  me." 

"  I  did  for  you  the  very  best  I  could.  If  you  would  have  been  ad- 
vised by  me,  instead  of  being  ruined,  you  would  have  had  a  handsome 
fortune.  I  have  slaved  for  you  for  the  last  twelve  years.  No  mother 
ever  sacrificed  herself  for  her  child  more  than  I  have  done  for  you,  and 
now  see  the  return  I  get.   I  sometimes  think  that  it  will  kill  me." 

"  That's  nonsense." 

"  Everything  I  say  is  nonsense, — while  you  tell  me  one  day  that 
you  are  going  to  hang  yourself,  and  another  day  that  you  will  drown 
yourself." 

"  So  I  would  if  I  dared.  What  is  it  that  you  have  brought  me  to  ? 
Y\ho  will  have  me  in  their  houses  when  they  hear  that  you  consented 
to  take  Lord  Eulford's  money  ?  " 

"  Nobody  will  hear  it  unless  you  tell  them." 

"  I  shall  tell  my  uncle  and  my  aunt  and  Mistletoe,  in  order  that 
they  may  know  how  it  is  that  Lord  Eufford  has  been  allowed  to 
escape.  I  say  that  you  have  ruined  me.  If  it  had  not  been  for  your 
vulgar  bargain  with  him,  he  must  have  been  brought  to  keep  his  word 
at  last.  Oh,  that  he  should  have  ever  thought  it  was  possible  that 
I  was  to  be  bought  off  for  a  sum  of  money ! " 

Later  on  in  the  evening,  the  mother  again  implored  her  daughter 
to  spiiak  to  her.  "  What's  the  use,  mamma,  when  you  know  what  we 
think  of  each  other?    What's  the  good  of  pretending?    There  is 
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nobody  here  to  hear  us."  Later  on  still  she  herself  began.  "  I  don't 
know  how  much  you've  got,  mamma ;  but  whatever  it  is,  we'd  better 
divide  it.  After  what  you  did  in  Piccadilly,  we  shall  never  get  on 
together  again." 

"  There  is  not  enough  to  divide,"  said  Lady  Augustus. 

"  If  I  had  not  you  to  go  about  with  me,  I  could  get  taken  in  pretty 
nearly  all  the  year  round." 

"Who'd  take  you?" 

"  Leave  that  to  me.  I  would  manage  it,  and  you  could  join  with 
some  other  old  person.  "We  shall  kill  each  other  if  we  stay  like  this," 
said  Arabella,  as  she  took  up  her  candle. 

"  You  have  pretty  nearly  killed  me  as  it  is,"  said  the  old  woman, 
as  the  other  shut  the  door. 


CHAPTEE  LXIII. 

CHANGES  AT  BRAGTON. 

Day  after  day  old  Mrs.  Morton  urged  her  purpose  with  her  grandson 
at  Bragton,  not  quite  directly  as  she  had  done  at  first,  but  by  gradual 
approaches  and  little  soft  attempts  made  in  the  midst  of  all  the  tender- 
ness which,  as  a  nurse,  she  was  able  to  display.  It  soon  came  to  pass 
that  the  intruders  were  banished  from  the  house,  or  almost  banished. 
Mary's  daily  visits  were  discontinued  immediately  after  that  last  walk 
home  with  Keginald  Morton  which  has  been  described.  Twice  in  the 
course  of  the  next  week  she  went  over,  but  on  both  occasions  she  did 
so  early  in  the  day,  and  returned  alone  just  as  he  was  reaching  the 
house.  And  then,  before  a  week  was  over,  early  in  March,  Lady 
TJshant  told  the  invalid  that  she  would  be  better  away.  "Mrs. 
Morton  doesn't  like  me,"  she  said,  "  and  I  had  better  go.  But  I  shall 
stay  for  a  while  at  Hoppet  Hall,  and  come  in  and  see  you  from  time  to^ 
time  till  you  get  better."  John  Morton  replied  that  he  should  never 
get  better ;  but  though  he  said  so  then,  there  was  at  times  evidence 
that  he  did  not  yet  quite  despond  as  to  himself.  He  could  still  talk 
to  Mrs.  Morton  of  buying  Chowton  Farm,  and  was  very  anxious  that 
he  should  not  be  forgotten  at  the  Foreign  OfiSce. 

Lady  Ushant  had  herself  driven  to  Hoppet  Hall,  and  there  took  up 
her  residence  with  her  nephew.  Every  other  day  Mr.  Eunciman's 
fly  came  for  her,  and  carried  her  backwards  and  forwards  to  Bragton. 
On  those  occasions  she  would  remain  an  hour  with  the  invalid,  and 
then  would  go  back  again,  never  even  seeing  Mrs.  Morton,  though 
always  seen  by  her.  And  twice  after  this  banishment  Eeginald  walked 


CnANGES  AT  BEAGTON. 


327 


over.  But  on  the  second  occasion  there  was  a  scene.  Mrs.  Morton, 
to  whom  he  had  never  spoken  since  he  was  a  boy,  met  him  in  the  hall 
and  told  him  that  his  visits  only  disturbed  his  sick  cousin.  "  I  cer- 
tainly will  not  disturb  him,"  Reginald  had  said.  "  In  the  condition 
in  which  he  is  now  he  should  not  see  many  people,"  rejoined  the  lady. 
"  If  you  will  ask  Dr.  Fanning,  he  will  tell  you  the  same."  Dr.  Fanning 
was  the  London  doctor,  who  came  down  once  a  week,  whom  it  was 
improbable  that  Eeginald  should  have  an  opportunity  of  consulting. 
But  he  remembered,  or  thought  that  he  remembered,  that  his  cousin 
had  been  fretful  and  ill-pleased  during  his  last  visit,  and  so  turned 
himself  round  and  went  home  without  another  word. 

"  I  am  afraid  there  may  be — I  don't  know  what,"  said  Lady  Ushant 
to  him  in  a  whisper  the  next  morning. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  mean.  Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  say  a  word. 
Only  so  much  does  depend  on  it !  " 

"  If  you  are  thinking  about  the  property,  aunt,  wipe  it  out  of  your 
mind.  Let  him  do  what  he  pleases,  and  don't  think  about  it.  No  one 
Bhould  trouble  their  minds  about  such  things.  It  is  his  to  do  what 
he  pleases  with  it." 

"  It  is  not  him  that  I  fear,  Eeginald." 

"  If  he  chooses  to  be  guided  by  her,  who  shall  say  that  he  is 
wrong?  Get  it  out  of  your  mind.  The  very  thinking  about  such 
things  is  dirtiness ! "  The  poor  old  lady  submitted  to  the  rebuke,  and 
did  not  dare  to  say  another  word. 

Daily  Lady  Ushant  would  send  over  for  Mary  Masters,  thinking  it 
cruel  that  her  young  friend  should  leave  her  alone,  and  yet  under- 
standing in  part  the  reason  why  Mary  did  not  come  to  her  constantly 
at  Hoppet  Hall.  Poor  Mary  was  troubled  much  by  these  messages. 
Of  course  she  went  now  and  again.  She  had  no  alternative  but  to  go, 
and  yet,  feeling  that  the  house  was  his  house,  she  was  most  unwilling 
to  enter  it.  Then  grew  within  her  a  feeling,  which  she  could  not 
analyse,  that  he  had  ill-used  her.  Of  course  she  was  not  entitled  to 
his  love.  She  would  acknowledge  to  herself  over  and  over  again  that 
he  had  never  spoken  a  word  to  her  which  could  justify  her  in  expect- 
ing his  love.  But  why  had  he  not  let  her  alone  ?  Why  had  he  striven 
by  his  words  and  his  society  to  make  her  other  than  she  would  have 
been  had  she  been  left  to  the  atmosphere  of  her  stepmother's  home  ? 
Why  had  he  spoken  so  strongly  to  her  as  to  that  young  man's  love  ? 
And  then  she  was  almost  angry  with  him  because,  by  a  turn  in  the 
wheel  of  fortune,  he  was  about  to  become,  as  she  thought.  Squire  of 
Bragton.  Had  he  remained  simply  Mr.  Morton  of  Hoppet  Hall  it 
would  still  have  been  impossible.  But  this  exaltation  of  her  idol 
altogether  out  of  her  reach  was  an  added  injustice.  She  could  re- 
member, not  the  person,  but  all  the  recent  memories  of  the  old  Squire, 
the  veneration  with  which  he  was  named,  the  masterdom  which  was 
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attributed  to  him,  the  miequalled  nobility  of  his  position  in  regard  to 
Dillsborough.  His  successor  would  be  to  her  as  some  one  crowned, 
and  removed  by  his  crown  altogether  from  her  world.  Then  she 
pictured  to  herself  the  stately  dame  who  would  certainly  come,  and 
she  made  fresh  resolutions  with  a  sore  heart. 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  so  very  little  with  me,"  said 
Lady  Ushant,  almost  whining.  "When  I  was  at  Cheltenham  you 
wanted  to  come  to  me." 

"  There  are  so  many  things  to  be  done  at  home." 

"  And  yet  you  would  have  come  to  Cheltenham." 

"  We  were  in  great  trouble  then,  Lady  Ushant.  Of  course,  I  would 
like  to  be  with  you.  You  ought  not  to  scold  me,  because  you  know 
how  I  love  yau." 

"  Has  the  young  man  gone  away  altogether  now,  Mary  ?  " 

"Altogether." 

"  And  Mrs.  Masters  is  satisfied  ?  " 

"  She  knows  it  can  never  be,  and  therefore  she  is  quiet  about  it." 

"  I  was  sorry  for  that  young  man,  because  he  was  so  true." 

"  You  couldn't  be  more  sorry  than  I  was.  Lady  Ushant.  I  love 
him  as  though  he  were  a  brother.    But  " 

"  Mary,  dear  Mary,  I  fear  you  are  in  trouble." 

"  I  think  it  is  all  trouble,"  said  Mary,  rushing  forward  and  hiding 
her  face  in  her  old  friend's  lap  as  she  knelt  on  the  ground  before  her. 
Lady  Ushant  longed  to  ask  a  question,  but  she  did  not  dare.  And 
Mary  Masters  longed  to  have  one  friend  to  whom  she  could  confide 
her  secret, — but  neither  did  she  dare. 

On  the  next  day,  very  early  in  the  morning,  there  came  a  note 
from  Mrs.  Morton  to  Mr.  Masters,  the  attorney.  Could  Mr.  Masters 
come  out  on  that  day  to  Bragton  and  see  Mrs.  Morton.  The  note  was 
very  particular  in  saying  that  Mrs.  Morton  was  to  be  the  person  seen. 
The  messenger,  who  waited  for  an  answer,  brought  back  word  that 
Mr.  Masters  would  be  there  at  noon.  The  circumstance  was  one 
which  agitated  him  considerably,  as  he  had  not  been  inside  the  house 
at  Bragton  since  the  days  immediately  following  the  death  of  the  old 
Squire.  As  it  happened.  Lady  Ushant  was  going  to  Bragton  on  the 
same  day,  and  at  the  suggestion  of  Mr.  Eunciman,  whose  horses  in 
the  hunting  season  barely  sufficed  for  his  trade,  the  old  lady  and  the 
lawyer  went  together.  Not  a  word  was  said  between  them  as  to  the 
cause  which  took  either  of  them  on  their  journey,  but  they  spoke 
much  of  the  days  in  ^shich  they  had  known  each  other,  when  the  old 
squire  was  alive,  and  Mr.  Masters  thanked  Lady  Ushant  for  her  kind- 
ness to  his  daughter.  "I  love  her  almost  as  though  she  were  my 
own,"  said  Lady  Ushant.  "  When  I  am  dead  she  will  have  half  of 
what  I  have  got." 

"  She  will  have  no  right  to  expect  that,"  said  the  gratified  father. 

-She  will  have  half  or  the  whole,— just  as  Eeginald  may  be 
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situated  then.  I  don't  know  why  I  shouldn't  tell  her  father  what 
it  is  I  menu  to  do."  The  attorney  knew  to  a  shilling  the  amount  of 
Lady  Ushant's  income,  and  thought  that  this  was  the  best  news  he 
had  heard  for  many  a  day. 

While  Lady  Ushant  was  in  the  sick  man's  room,  Mrs.  Morton  was 
closeted  with  the  attorney.  She  had  thought  much  of  this  step  before 
she  had  dared  to  take  it,  and  even  now  doubted  whether- it  would 
avail  her  anything.  As  she  entered  the  book-room  in  which  Mr. 
blasters  was  seated  she  almost  repented.  But  the  man  was  there, 
and  she  was  compelled  to  go  on  with  her  scheme.  "  Mr.  Masters," 
she  said,  "  it  is,  I  think,  a  long  time  since  you  have  been  employed  by 
this  family." 

"  A  very  long  time,  madam." 

"And  I  have  now  sent  for  you  under  circumstances  of  great 
difficulty,"  she  answered ;  but  as  he  said  nothing  she  was  forced  to 
go  on.  "  My  grandson  made  his  will  the  other  day  up  in  London, 
when  he  thought  that  he  was  going  out  to  Patagonia."  Mr.  Masters 
bowed.  "  It  was  done  when  he  was  in  sound  health,  and  he  is  not 
now  satisfied  with  it."  Then  there  was  another  bow,  but  not  a  word 
was  spoken.    "  Of  course  you  know  that  he  is  very  ill." 

"  We  have  all  been  very  much  grieved  to  hear  it." 

"  I  am  sure  you  would  be,  for  the  sake  of  old  days.  When  Dr. 
Fanning  was  last  here  he  thought  that  my  grandson  was  something 
better.  He  held  out  stronger  hopes  than  before.  But  still  he  is  very 
ill.  His  mind  has  never  wavered  for  a  moment,  Mr.  Masters."  Again 
Mr.  Masters  bowed.  "  And  now  he  thinks  that  some  changes  should 
be  made  ; — indeed,  that  there  should  be  a  new  will." 

'•'  Does  he  wish  me  to  see  him,  Mrs.  Morton  ?  " 

"  Not  to-day,  I  think.  He  is  not  quite  prepared  to-day.  But  I 
wanted  to  ask  whether  you  could  come  at  a  moment's  notice, — quite 
at  a  moment's  notice.  I  thought  it  better,  so  that  you  should  know 
why  we  sent  for  you  if  we  did  send, — so  that  you  might  be  prepared. 
It  could  be  done  here,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  possible,  Mrs.  Morton." 

"  And  you  could  do  it  ?  " 

Then  there  was  a  long  pause.  "  Altering  a  will  is  a  very  serious 
thing,  Mrs.  Morton.  And  when  it  is  done  on  what  perhaps  may  be  a 
death-bed,  it  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed.  Mr.  Morton,  I  believe, 
employs  a  London  solicitor.  I  know  the  firm,  and  more  respectable 
gentlemen  do  not  exist.  A  telegram  would  bring  down  one  of  the 
firm  from  London  by  the  next  train." 

A  frown,  a  very  heavy  frown,  came  across  the  old  woman's  brow. 
.She  would  have  repressed  it  had  it  been  possible ; — but  she  could  not 
command  herself,  and  the  frown  was  there.  "If  that  had  been 
j  iiacticable,  Mr.  Masters,"  she  said,  "  we  should  not  have  sent  for  you." 

"  I  was  only  suggesting,  madam,  what  might  be  the  best  course." 
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"Exactly.  And  of  course  I  am  much  obliged.  But  if  we  are 
driven  to  call  upon  you  for  your  assistance,  we  shall  find  it  ?  " 

"  Madam,"  said  the  attorney  very  slowly,  "  it  is,  of  course,  part  of 
my  business  to  make  wills,  and,  when  called  upon  to  do  so,  I  perform 
my  business  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  But  in  altering  a  will  during 
illness  great  care  is  necessary.   A  codicil  might  be  added  " 

"  A  new  will  would  be  necessary." 

A  new  will,  thought  the  attorney,  could  only  be  necessary  for 
altering  the  disposition  of  the  whole  estate.  He  knew  enough  of  the 
family  circumstances  to  be  aware  that  the  property  should  go  to 
Eeginald  Morton  whether  with  or  without  a  will, — and  also  enough 
to  be  aware  that  this  old  lady  was  Eeginald's  bitter  enemy.  He  did 
not  think  that  he  could  bring  himself  to  take  instructions  from  a 
dying  man, — ^from  the  Squire  of  Bragton  on  his  death-bed, — for  an 
instrument  which  should  alienate  the  property  from  the  proper  heir. 
He,  too,  had  his  strong  feelings,  perhaps  his  prejudices,  about  Bragton. 
"  I  would  wish  that  the  task  were  in  other  hands,  Mrs.  Morton." 

"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  It  is  hard  to  measure  the  capacity  of  an  invalid." 
"  His  mind  is  as  clear  as  yours." 

"  It  might  be  so, — and  yet  I  might  not  be  able  to  satisfy  myself 
that  it  was  so.  I  should  have  to  ask  long  and  tedious  questions,, 
which  would  be  offensive.  And  I  should  find  myself  giving  advice, — 
which  would  not  be  called  for.  For  instance,  were  your  grandson  to- 
wish  to  leave  this  estate  away  from  the  heir  " 

"  I  am  not  discussing  his  wishes,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Morton,  for  making  the  suggestion ; — 
but,  as  I  said  before,  I  should  prefer  that  he  should  employ — some 
one  else." 

"  You  refuse  then  ?  " 

"  If  Mr.  Morton  were  to  send  for  me,  I  should  go  to  him  instantly. 
But  I  fear  I  might  be  slow  in  taking  his  instructions; — and  it  is 
possible  that  I  might  refuse  to  act  on  them."    Then  she  got  up  from- 
her  chair  and,  bowing  to  him  with  stately  displeasure,  left  the  room. 

All  this  she  had  done  without  any  authority  from  her  grandson, 
simply  encouraged  in  her  object  by  his  saying,  in  his  weakness,  that 
he  would  think  of  her  proposition.  So  intent  was  she  on  her  business 
that  she  was  resolved  to  have  everything  ready  if  only  he  could  once  be 
brought  to  say  that  Peter  Morton  should  be  his  heir.  Having  aban- 
doned all  hopes  for  her  noble  cousin,  she  could  tell  her  conscience 
that  she  was  instigated  simply  by  an  idea  of  justice.  Peter  Morton 
was,  at  any  rate,  the  legitimate  son  of  a  well-born  father  and  a  well- 
born mother.  What  had  she  or  any  one  belonging  to  her  to  gain  by 
it  ?  But  forty  years  since  a  brat  had  been  born  at  Bragton  in  oppo- 
sition to  her  wishes, — by  whose  means  she  had  been  expelled  from 
the  place ;  and  now  it  seemed  to  her  to  be  simple  justice  that  he- 
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sliould  on  this  account  be  robbed  of  that  which  would  otherwise  be 
naturally  his  own.  As  Mr.  Masters  would  not  serve  her  turn  she 
must  write  to  the  London  lawyers.  The  thing  would  be  more 
difficult ;  but,  nevertheless,  if  the  sick  man  could  once  be  got  to  say 
that  Peter  should  be  his  heir  she  thought  that  she  could  keep  him 
to  his  word.  Lady  Ushant  and  Mr.  Masters  went  back  to  Dills- 
borough  in  Eunciman's  fly,  and  it  need  hardly  be  said  that  th& 
attorney  said  nothing  of  the  business  which  had  taken  him  to 
Bragton. 

This  happened  on  a  Wednesday, — Wednesday  the  3rd  of  March. 
On  Friday  morning,  at  four  o'clock,  during  the  darkness  of  the  night,. 
John  jMorton  was  lying  dead  on  his  bed,  and  the  old  woman  was  at 
his  bedside.  She  had  done  her  duty  by  him  as  far  as  she  knew  how 
in  attending  him, — had  been  assiduous  with  the  diligence  of  much 
younger  years ;  but  now  as  she  sat  there,  having  had  the  fact  abso- 
lutely announced  to  her  by  Dr.  Napper,  her  greatest  agony  arose  from 
the  feeling  that  the  roof  which  covered  her,  probably  the  chair  in 
which  she  sat,  were  the  property  of  Eeginald  Morton — "  Bastard ! " 
she  said  to  herself  between  her  teeth ;  but  she  so  said  it  that  neither 
Dr.  Napper,  who  was  in  the  room,  nor  the  woman  who  was  with  her 
should  hear  it. 

Dr.  Napper  took  the  news  into  Dillsborough,  and  as  the  folk  sat 
down  to  breakfast  they  all  heard  that  the  Squire  of  Bragton  was  dead. 
The  man  had  been  too  little  known,  had  been  too  short  a  time  in  the 
neighbourhood,  to  give  occasion  for  tears.  There  was  certainly  more 
of  interest  than  of  grief  in  the  matter.  Mr.  Masters  said  to  himself 
that  the  time  had  been  too  short  for  any  change  in  the  will,  and  there- 
fore felt  tolerably  certain  that  Eeginald  would  be  the  heir.  But  for 
some  days  this  opinion  was  not  general  in  Dillsborough.  Mr.  Main- 
waring  had  heard  that  Eeginald  had  been  sent  away  from  Bragton 
with  a  flea  in  his  ear,  and  was  pretty  certain  that  when  the  will  was 
read  it  would  be  found  that  the  property  was  to  go  to  Mrs.  Morton's 
friends.  Dr.  Napper  was  of  the  same  opinion.  There  were  many  in 
Dillsborough  with  whom  Eeginald  was  not  popular ;— and  who  thought 
that  some  man  of  a  different  kind  would  do  better  as  Squire  of  Bragton. 
"  He  don't  know  a  fox  when  he  sees  un,"  said  Tony  Tuppet  to  Larry 
Twentyman,  whom  he  had  come  across  the  comity  to  call  upon  and 
to  console. 
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On  that  Saturday  the  club  met  at  Dillsborough, — even  though  the 
Squire  of  Bragton  had  died  on  Friday  morning.  Through  the  whole 
of  that  Saturday  the  town  had  been  much  exercised  in  its  belief  and 
expressions,  as  to  the  disposition  of  the  property.  The  town  knew 
very  well  that  Mr.  Masters,  the  attorney,  had  been  sent  for  to  Bragton 
on  the  previous  Wednesday, — whence  the  deduction  as  to  a  new  will, 
made  of  course  under  the  auspices  of  Mrs.  Morton, — would  have  been 
quite  plain  to  the  town,  had  not  a  portion  of  the  town  heard  that  the 
attorney  had  not  been  for  a  moment  with  the  dying  man  during  his 
visit.  This  latter  piece  of  information  had  come  through  Lady  Ufehant, 
who  had  been  in  her  nephew's  bedroom  the  whole  time ; — but  Lady 
Ushant  had  not  much  personal  communication  with  the  town  generally, 
and  would  probably  have  said  nothing  on  this  subject  had  not  Mr. 
Eunciman  walked  up  to  Hoppet  Hall  behind  the  fly,  after  Mr.  Masters 
'had  left  it ;  and,  while  helping  her  ladyship  out,  made  inquiry  as  to 
the  condition  of  things  at  Bragton  generally.  "  I  was  sorry  to  hear  of 
their  sending  for  any  lawyer,"  said  Sir.  Eunciman.  Then  Lady 
Ushant  protested  that  the  lawyer  had  not  been  sent  for  by  her  nephew, 
and  that  her  nephew  had  not  even  seen  him.  "  Oh,  indeed,"  said  Mr. 
Eunciman,  who  immediately  took  a  walk  round  his  own  paddock 
Avith  the  object  of  putting  two  and  two  together.  Mr.  Eunciman  was 
a  discreet  man,  and  did  not  allow  this  piece  of  information  to  spread 
itself  generally.  He  told  Dr.  Napper,  and  Mr.  Hampton,  and  Lord 
Eufford, — for  the  hounds  went  out  on  Friday,  though  the  Squire  of 
Bragton  was  lying  dead ; — but  he  did  not  tell  Mr.  Mainwaring,  whom 
lie  encountered  in  the  street  of  the  town  as  he  was  coming  home  early, 
and  who  was  very  keen  to  learn  whatever  news  there  was. 

Eeginald  Morton  on  Friday  did  not  go  near  Bragton.  That  of  course 
was  palpable  to  all,  and  was  a  great  sign  that  he  himself  did  not  re- 
gard himself  as  the  heir.  He  had  for  awhile  been  very  intimate  at  the 
house,  visiting  it  daily — and  during  a  part  of  that  time  the  grandmother 
had  been  altogether  absent.  Then  she  had  come  back,  and  he  had 
discontinued  his  visits.  And  now  he  did  not  even  go  over  to  seal  up 
the  drawers,  and  to  make  arrangements  as  to  the  funeral.  He  did  not 
at  any  rate  go  on  the  Friday, — nor  on  the  Saturday.  And  on  the 
Saturday,  Mr.  Wobytrade,  the  undertaker,  had  received  orders  from 
Mrs.  Morton  to  go  at  once  to  Bragton.  All  this  was  felt  to  be  strong 
against  Eeginald.  But  when  it  was  discovered  that  on  the  Saturday 
afternoon  Mrs.  Morton  herself  had  gone  up  to  London,  not  waiting 
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even  for  the  coming  of  any  one  else  to  take  possession  of  the  house, — 
and  that  she  had  again  carried  all  her  own  personal  luggage  with  her, 
— then  opinion  in  Dillsborough  again  veered.  Upon  the  whole  the 
betting  was  a  point  or  two  in  favour  of  Eeginald,  when  the  club 
met. 

Mrs.  Masters,  who  had  been  much  quelled  of  late,  had  been  urgent 
with  her  husband  to  go  over  to  the  Bush ;  but  he  was  unwilling,  he 
said,  to  be  making  jolly  while  the  Squire  of  Bragton  was  lying  un- 
buried.  "  He  was  nothing  to  you,  Gregory,"  said  his  wife,  who  had  in 
vain  endeavoured  to  learn  from  him  why  he  had  been  summoned 
to  Bragton.  "  You  will  hear  something  over  there,  and  it  will  relieve 
your  spirits."  So  instigated,  he  did  go  across,  and  found  all  the 
accustomed  members  of  the  club  congregated  in  the  room.  Even 
Larry  Twentyman  was  present,  who  of  late  had  kept  himself  aloof 
from  all  such  meetings.  Both  the  Betseys  were  there,  and  Napper, 
and  Harry  Stubbings,  and  Eibbs  the  butcher.  Eunciman  himself, 
of  course,  was  in  the  room,  and  he  had  introduced  on  this  occasion 
Captain  Glomax,  the  master  of  the  hunt,  who  was  staying  at  his  house 
that  night, — perhaps  with  a  view  to  hunting  duties  on  the  Monday, 
perhaps  in  order  that  he  might  hear  something  as  to  the  Bragton 
property.  It  had  already  been  suggested  to  him  that  he  might  pos- 
sibly hire  the  house  for  a  year  or  two  at  little  more  than  a  nominal 
rent,  that  the  old  kennels  might  be  resuscitated,  and  that  such 
arrangements  would  be  in  all  respects  convenient.  He  was  the  master 
of  the  hunt,  and,  of  course,  there  was  no  difficulty  as  to  introducing 
him  to  the  club. 

Captain  Glomax  was  speaking  in  a  somewhat  dictatorial  voice, — as 
becomes  a  Master  of  Hounds,  though  perhaps  it  should  be  dropped 
afterwards, — when  the  attorney  entered.  There  was  a  sudden  rise  of 
voices  striving  to  interrupt  the  captain,  as  it  was  felt  by  them  all  that 
3Ir.  Masters  must  be  in  possession  of  information;  but  the  captain 
himself  went  on.  "  Of  course  it  is  the  place  for  the  hounds.  Nobody 
can  doubt  that  who  knows  the  country  and  understands  the  working 
of  it.  The  hunt  ought  to  have  subscribed  and  hired  the  kennels  and 
stables  permanently." 

"There  would  have  wanted  two  to  that  bargain,  captain,"  said 
Mr.  Eunciman. 

"  Of  course  there  would ;  but  what  would  you  think  of  a  man  who 
would  refuse  such  a  proposition  when  he  didn't  want  the  place  him- 
self? Do  you  think,  if  I'd  been  there,  foxes  would  have  been  poisoned 
in  Dillsborough  Wood  ?  I'd  have  had  that  fellow  Goarly  under  my 
thumb." 

"  Then  you'd  have  had  an  awful  blackguard  under  your  thumb. 
Captain  Glomax,"  said  Larry,  who  could  not  restrain  his  wrath  when 
Goarly's  name  was  mentioned. 

"  What  does  that  matter,  if  you  get  foxes?"  continued  the  Master, 
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"  But  the  fact  is,  gentlemen  in  a  county  like  this  always  want  to  have 
everything  done  for  them,  and  never  to  do  anything  for  themselves. 
I'm  sick  of  it,  I  know.  Nobody  is  fonder  of  hunting  a  country  than 
I  am,  and  I  think  I  know  what  I'm  about." 

"  That  you  do,"  said  Fred  Botsey,  who,  like  most  men,  was  always 
ready  to  flatter  the  Master. 

"  And  I  don't  care  how  hard  I  work.  From  the  first  of  August  till 
the  end  of  May  I  never  have  a  day  to  myself,  what  with  cubbing  and 
then  the  season,  and  entering  the  young  hounds,  and  buying  and  selling 
horses ;  by  George,  I'm  at  it  the  whole  year !  " 

"  A  Master  of  Hounds  looks  for  that.  Captain,"  said  the  innkeeper. 

"  Looks  for  it !  Yes ;  he  must  look  for  it.  But  I  wouldn't  mind 
that,  if  I  could  get  gentlemen  to  pull  a  little  with  me.  I  can't  stand 
being  out  of  pocket  as  I  have  been,  and  so  I  must  let  them  know.  If 
the  country  would  get  the  kennels  and  the  stables,  and  lay  out  a  few 
pounds  so  that  horses  and  hounds  and  men  could  go  into  them,  I 
wouldn't  mind  having  a  shot  for  the  house.  It's  killing  work  where 
I  am  now, — the  other  side  of  Eufford,  you  may  say."  Then  he  stopped ; 
but  no  one  would  undertake  to  answer  him.  The  meaning  of  it  was 
that  Captain  Glomax  wanted  £500  a  year  more  than  he  received,  and 
every  one  there  knew  that  there  was  not  £500  a  year  more  to  be 
got  out  of  the  country, — unless  Lsrd  Eufford  would  put  his  hand 
into  his  pocket.  Now,  the  present  stables  and  the  present  kennels 
had  been  "made  comfortable"  by  Lord  Eufford,  and  it  was  not 
thought  probable  that  he  would  pay  for  the  move  to  Bragton. 

"  When's  the  funeral  to  be,  Mr.  Masters  ?  "  asked  Eunciman,  who 
knew  very  well  the  day  fixed,  but  who  thought  it  well  to  get  back  to 
the  subject  of  real  interest  in  the  town. 

"Next  Thursday,  I'm  told." 

"  There's  no  hurry  with  weather  like  this,"  said  Napper,  pro- 
fessionally. 

"  They  can't  open  the  will  till  the  late  squire  is  buried,"  continued 
the  innkeeper,  "  and  there  will  be  one  or  two  very  anxious  to  know 
what  is  in  it." 

"  I  suppose  it  will  all  go  to  the  man  who  lives  up  here  at  Hoppet 
Hall,"  said  the  captain, — "  a  man  that  was  never  outside  a  horse  in 
his  life ! " 

"  He's  not  a  bad  fellow,"  said  Eunciman. 

"  He's  a  very  good  fellow,"  said  the  attorney,  "  and  I  trust  he  may 
have  the  property.  If  it  be  left  away  from  him,  I  for  one  shall  think 
that  a  great  injustice  has  been  done."  This  was  listened  to  with 
attention,  as  every  one  there  thought  that  Mr.  Masters  must  know. 

"  I  can't  understand,"  said  Glomax,  "  how  any  man  can  be  con- 
sidered a  good  fellow  as  a  country  gentleman  who  does  not  care  for 
sport.  Just  look  at  it  all  round.  Suppose  others  were  like  him,  what 
would  become  of  us  all  ?  " 
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"  Yes  indeed,  what  would  become  of  us  ?  "  asked  the  two  Botseys 
;n  a  breath. 

"  Ilo'd  'ire  our  'orses,  Eunciman  ? "  suggested  Harry  Stubbings 
with  a  laugh. 

"  Think  what  England  would  be ! "  said  the  captain.  "  When  I 
hear  of  a  country  gentleman  sticking  to  books  and  all  that,  I  feel  that 
the  glory  is  departing  from  the  land.  Where  are  the  sinews  of  war  to 
come  from  ?    That's  what  I  want  to  know." 

"  Who  will  it  be,  Mr.  Masters,  if  the  gent  don't  get  it  ? "  asked 
Eibbs,  from  his  corner  on  the  sofa. 

This  was  felt  to  be  a  pushing  question.  "  How  am  I  to  know, 
Mr.  Eibbs?"  said  the  attorney.  "I  didn't  make  the  late  squire's 
will ; — and  if  I  did  you  don't  suppose  I  should  tell  you." 

"I'm  told  that  the  next  is  Peter  Morton,"  said  Fred  Botsey. 
"  He's  something  in  a  public  ofiSce  up  in  London." 

"  It  won't  go  to  him,"  said  Fred's  brother.  "  That  old  lady  has 
relations  of  her  own  who  have  had  their  mouths  open  for  the  last 
forty  years." 

"  Away  from  the  Mortons  altogether ! "  said  Harry.  "  That  would 
be  an  awful  shame." 

"I  don't  see  what  good  the  Mortons  have  done  this  last  half 
century,"  said  the  captain. 

"  You  don't  remember  the  old  squire,  captain,"  said  the  innkeeper, 
"  and  I  don't  remember  him  well.  Indeed  I  was  only  a  little  chap 
when  they  buried  him.  But  there's  that  feeling  left  behind  him  to 
this  day,  that  not  a  poor  man  in  the  country  wouldn't  be  sorry  to 
think  that  there  wasn't  a  Morton  left  among  'em.  Of  course  a  hunting 
gentleman  is  a  good  thing." 

"  About  the  best  thing  out,"  said  the  captain. 

"  But  a  hunting  gentleman  isn't  everything.  I  know  nothing  of 
the  old  lady's  people, — only  this  that  none  of  their  money  ever  came 
into  Dillsborough.  I'm  all  for  Eeginald  Morton.  He's  my  landlord 
as  it  is,  and  he's  a  gentleman." 

"  I  hate  foreigners  coming,"  said  Eibbs. 

"  'E  ain't  too  old  to  take  it  yet,"  said  Harry.  Fred  Botsey  declared 
that  he  didn't  believe  in  men  hunting  unless  they  began  young. 
Whereupon  Dr.  Napper  declared  that  he  had  never  ridden  over  a 
fence  till  he  was  forty-five,  and  that  he  was  ready  now  to  ride  Fred 
across  country  for  a  new  hat.  Larry  suggested  that  a  man  might  be 
a  good  friend  to  sport  though  he  didn't  ride  much  himself; — and. 
Eunciman  again  asserted  that  hunting  wasn't  everything.  Upon  the 
whole  Tieginald  was  the  favourite.  But  the  occasion  was  so  special 
that  a  little  supper  was  ordered,  and  I  fear  the  attorney  did  not  get 
homo  till  after  twelve. 

Till  tlie  news  reached  Hoppet  Hall  that  Mrs.  Morton  had  taken 
herself  off  to  London,  there  was  great  doubt  there  as  to  what  ought 
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to  be  done,  and  even  then  the  difficulty  was  not  altogether  over.  Till 
she  was  gone  neither  Lady  TJshant  nor  her  nephew  would  go  there, 
and  he  could  only  declare  his  purpose  of  attending  the  funeral 
whether  he  were  asked  or  not.  When  his  aunt  again  spoke  of  the 
will  he  desired  her  with  much  emphasis  not  to  allude  to  the  sub- 
ject. "If  the  property  is  to  come  to  me,"  he  said,  " anything  of  good 
that  may  be  in  it  cannot  be  much  sweeter  by  anticipation.  And  if  it 
is  not  I  shall  only  encourage  disappointment  by  thinking  of  it." 
"  But  it  would  be  such  a  shame." 

"  That  I  deny  altogether.  It  was  his  own  to  do  as  he  liked  with  it. 
Had  he  married  I  should  not  have  expected  it  because  I  am  the  heir. 
But,  if  you  please,  aunt,  do  not  say  a  word  more  about  it." 

On  the  Sunday  morning  he  heard  that  Mrs.  Morton  was  gone  to 
London,  and  then  he  walked  over  to  Bragton.  He  found  that  she  had. 
locked  and  sealed  up  everything  with  so  much  precision  that  she  must 
have  worked  hard  at  the  task  from  the  hour  of  his  death  almost  to 
that  of  her  departure.  "  She  never  rested  herself  all  day,"  said  Mrs. 
Hopkins,  "  till  I  thought  she  would  sink  from  very  weariness."  She 
had  gone  into  every  room  and  opened  every  drawer,  and  had  had  every 
piece  of  plate  through  her  fingers,  and  then  Mrs.  Hopkins  told  him 
that  just  as  she  was  departing  she  had  said  that  the  keys  would  be 
given  to  the  lawyer.  After  tha>  he  wandered  about  the  place,  thinking 
what  his  life  would  be  should  he  find  himself  the  owner  of  Bragton. 
At  this  moment  he  almost  felt  that  he  disliked  the  place,  though 
there  had  been  times  in  which  he  had  thought  that  he  loved  it  too 
well.  Of  one  thing  he  was  conscious, — that  if  Bragton  should  become 
his,  it  would  be  his  duty  to  live  there.  He  must  move  his  books, 
and  pipes,  and  other  household  gods  from  Hoppet  Hall,  and  become 
an  English  squire.  Would  it  be  too  late  for  him  to  learn  to  ride  to 
hounds  ?  Would  it  be  possible  that  he  should  ever  succeed  in  shooting 
a  pheasant,  if  he  were  to  study  the  art  patiently  ?  Could  he  interest 
himself  as  to  the  prevalence  or  decadence  of  ground  game?  And 
what  must  he  do  with  his  neighbours?  Of  course  he  would  have 
to  entertain  Mr.  Mainwaring  and  the  other  parsons,  and  perhaps 
once  in  the  year  to  ask  Lord  Eulford  to  dine  with  him.  If  Lord 
Eufford  came,  what  on  earth  would  he  say  to  him  ? 

And  then  there  arose  another  question.  Would  it  not  be  his  duty 
to  marry,— and,  if  so,  whom  ?  He  had  been  distinctly  told  that  Mary 
Masters  had  given  her  heart  to  some  one,  and  he  certainly  was  not  the 
man  to  ask  for  the  hand  of  a  girl  who  had  not  a  heart  to  give.  And 
yet  he  thought  that  it  would  be  impossible  that  she  should  marry  any 
other  person.  He  spent  hours  in  walking  about  the  grounds,  looking 
at  the  garden  and  belongings  which  would  so  probably  be  his  own 
within  a  week,  and  thinking  whether  it  would  be  possible  that  he 
should  bring  a  mistress  to  preside  over  them.  Before  he  reached 
home  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  only  one  mistress  would  be 
possible,  and  that  she  was  beyond  his  reach. 
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On  the  Tuesday  he  received  a  scrawl  from  Mrs.  Hopkins  with  a 
letter  from  the  lawyer — addressed  to  her.  The  lawyer  wrote  to  say 
that  he  wonld  be  down  on  Wednesday  evening,  would  attend  the 
funeral,  and  read  his  client's  will  after  they  had  performed  the  cere- 
mony. Ho  went  on  to  add  that  in  obedience  to  Mrs.  Morton's  direc- 
tions he  had  invited  Mr.  Peter  Morton  to  be  present  on  the  occasion. 
On  the  Wednesday,  Eeginald  again  went  over,  but  left  before  the 
arrival  of  the  two  gentlemen.  On  the  Thursday  he  was  there  early, 
and  of  course  took  upon  himself  the  duty  of  chief  mourner.  Peter 
llorton  was  there  and  showed,  in  a  bewildered  way,  that  he  had  been 
summoned  rather  to  the  opening  of  the  will  than  to  the  funeral  of  a 
man  he  had  never  seen. 

Then  the  will  was  read.  There  were  only  two  names  mentioned 
in  it.  John  Morton  left  £5,000  and  his  watch  and  chain  and  rings 
to  Arabella  Trefoil,  and  everything  else  of  which  he  was  possessed  to 
his  coiisin  Eeginald  Morton. 

"  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know  why  they  sent  for  me,"  said  the 
other  cousin,  Peter. 

"  Mrs.  Morton  seemed  to  think  that  you  would  like  to  pay  a 
tribute  of  respect,"  said  the  lawyer.  Peter  looked  at  him  and  went 
upstairs  and  packed  his  portmanteau.  The  lawyer  handed  over  the 
keys  to  the  new  squire,  and  then  everything  was  done. 
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"  PooE  old  Paragon !  "  exclaimed  Archibald  Currie,  as  he  stood  •witb 
his  back  to  the  fire  among  his  colleagues  at  the  Foreign  Office  on  the 
day  after  John  Morton's  death. 

"  Poor  young  Paragon !  that's  the  pity  of  it,"  said  Mounser  Green. 
"  I  don't  suppose  he  was  turned  thirty,  and  he  was  a  useful  man, — a 
very  useful  man.  That's  the  worst  of  it.  He  was  just  one  of  those 
men  that  the  country  can't  afford  to  lose,  and  whom  it  is  so  very  hard 
to  replace."  Mounser  Green  was  always  eloquent  as  to  the  needs  of 
the  public  service,  and  did  really  in  his  heart  of  hearts  care  about  his 
office.  "  Who  is  to  go  to  Patagonia,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know.  Plati- 
tude was  asking  me  about  it,  and  I  told  him  that  I  couldn't  name  a 
man." 

Old  Platitude  always  thinks  that  the  world  is  coming  to  an  end," 
said  Currie.    "  There  are  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  were  caught." 
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"  Who  is  there  ?  Monsoon  won't  go,  even  if  they  ask  him.  The 
Paragon  was  just  the  fellow  for  it.  He  had  his  heart  in  the  work. 
An  immense  deal  depends  on  what  sort  of  man  we  have  in  Patagonia 
at  the  present  moment.  If  Paraguay  gets  the  better  of  the  Patagonese 
all  Brazil  will  be  in  a  ferment,  and  you  know  how  that  kind  of  thing 
spreads  among  half-caste  Spaniards  and  Portuguese.  Nobody  can 
interfere  but  the  British  Minister.  When  I  suggested  Morton  I  knew 
I  had  the  right  man  if  he'd  only  take  it." 

"  And  now  he  has  gone  and  died ! "  said  Hoffman. 

"And  now  he  has  gone  and  died,"  continued  Mounser  Green. 
"'I  never  nursed  a  dear  gazelle,'  and  ^11  the  rest  of  it.  Poor  Para- 
gon !    I  fear  he  was  a  little  cut  about  Miss  Trefoil." 

"  She  was  down  with  him  the  day  before  he  died,"  said  young 
Glossop.    "  I  happen  to  know  that." 

"  It  was  before  he  thought  of  going  to  Patagonia  that  she  was  at 
Bragton,"  said  Currie. 

"  That's  all  you  know  about  it,  old  fellow,"  said  the  indignant 
young  one.  "  She  was  there  a  second  time,  just  before  his  death.  I 
had  it  from  Lady  Penwether,  who  was  in  the  neighbourhood." 

"  My  dear  little  boy,"  said  Mounser  Green,  "  that  was  exactly  what 
was  likely  to  happen,  and  he  yet  may  have  broken  his  heart.  I  have 
seen  a  good  deal  of  the  lady  lately,  and  under  no  circumstances  would 
she  have  married  him.  When  he  accepted  the  mission  that  at  any 
rate  was  all  over." 

"  The  Eufford  affair  had  begun  before  that,"  said  Hoffman. 

"The  Eufford  affair  as  you  call  it,"  said  Glossop,  "was  not  an 
affair  at  all." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  "  asked  Currie. 

"I  mean  that  Eufford  was  never  engaged  to  her, — not  for  an 
instant,"  said  the  lad,  urgent  in  spreading  the  lesson  which  he  had 
received  from  his  cousin.    "  It  was  all  a  dead  take-in." 

"  Who  was  taken  in  ?  "  asked  Mounser  Green. 

"  Well ; — nobody  was  taken  in  as  it  happened.  But  I  suppose 
there  can't  be  a  doubt  that  she  tried  her  best  to  catch  him,  and 
that  the  duke  and  duchess  and  Mistletoe,  and  old  Trefoil,  all  backed 
her  up.  It  was  a  regular  plant.  The  only  thing  is  it  didn't  come 
off." 

"  Look  here,  young  shaver ; " — this  was  Mounser  Green  again : — 
"  when  you  speak  of  a  young  lady  do  you  be  a  little  more  discreet." 
"  But  didnt  she  do  it.  Green  ? " 

"  That's  more  than  you  or  I  can  tell.  If  you  want  to  know  what  I 
think,  I  believe  he  paid  her  a  great  deal  of  attention  and  then  behaved 
very  badly  to  her." 

"  He  didn't  behave  badly  at  all,"  said  young  Glossop. 

"  My  dear  boy,  when  you  are  as  old  as  I  am,  you  will  have  learned 
how  very  hard  it  is  to  know  everything.    I  only  say  what  I  believe. 


THE  NEW  MINISTEE. 


339 


and  perhaps  I  may  have  better  ground  for  believing  than  you.  He 
certainly  paid  her  a  great  deal  of  attention,  and  then  her  friends, — 
eapecially  the  duchess, — went  to  work." 

"They've  wanted  to  get  her  off  their  hands  these  six  or  eight 
years,"  said  Carrie. 

"That's  nonsense  again,"  continued  the  new  advocate,  "for 
there  is  no  doubt  she  might  have  married  Morton  all  the  time  had 
she  pleased." 

"  Yes ; — but  Eufford ! — a  fellow  with  sixty  thousand  a  year ! "  said 
Glossop. 

"  About  a  third  of  that  would  be  nearer  the  mark,  Glossy.  Take 
my  word  for  it,  you  don't  know  everything  yet,  though  you  have  so 
many  advantages."  After  that  Mounser  Green  retreated  to  his  own 
room  with  a  look  and  tone  as  though  he  were  angry. 

"  What  makes  him  so  ferocious  about  it  ?  "  asked  Glossop  when  the 
door  was  shut. 

"  You  are  always  putting  your  foot  in  it,"  said  Currie.  "  I  kept 
on  winking  to  you  but  it  was  no  good.  He  sees  her  almost  every  day 
Tiow.  She's  staying  with  old  Mrs.  Green  in  Portugal  Street.  There 
has  been  some  break  up  between  her  and  her  mother,  and  old  Mrs. 
Green  has  taken  her  in.  There's  some  sort  of  relationship.  Mounser  is 
the  old  woman's  nephew,  and  she  is  aunt  by  marriage  to  the  Connop 
Greens  down  in  Hampshire,  and  Mrs.  Connop  Green  is  first  cousin  to 
Lady  Augustus." 

"  If  Dicks  sister  married  Tom's  brother  what  relation  would  Dick 
be  to  Tom's  mother  ?  That's  the  kind  of  thing,  isn't  it  ?  "  suggested 
Hoffman. 

"  At  any  rate,  there  she  is,  and  Mounser  sees  her  every  day." 
"  It  don't  make  any  difference  about  Eufford,"  said  young  Glossop 
stoutly. 

All  this  happened  before  the  will  had  been  declared, — when  Ara- 
bella did  not  dream  that  she  was  an  heiress.  A  day  or  two  afterwards 
she  received  a  letter  from  the  lawyer,  telling  her  of  her  good  fortune, 
and  informing  her  that  the  trinkets  would  be  given  up  to  her  and  the 
money  paid, — short  of  legacy  duty, — whenever  she  would  fix  a  time 
and  place.  The  news  almost  stunned  her.  There  was  a  moment  in 
which  she  thought  that  she  was  bound  to  reject  this  money,  as  she 
had  rejected  that  tendered  to  her  by  the  other  man.  Poor  as  she  was, 
greedy  as  she  was,  alive  as  she  was  to  the  necessity  of  doing  something 
for  herself, — still  this  legacy  was  to  her  at  first  bitter  rather  than 
sweet.  She  had  never  treated  any  man  so  ill  as  she  had  treated  this 
man ; — and  it  was  thus  that  he  punished  her !  She  was  alive  to  the 
feeling  that  he  had  always  been  true  to  her.  In  her  intercourse  with 
other  men  there  had  been  generally  a  battle  carried  on  with  some 
fairness.  Diamond  had  striven  to  cut  diamond.  But  here  the  dis- 
honesty had  all  been  on  one  side,  and  she  was  aware  that  it  had  been 
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so.  In  her  later  affair  with  Lord  Eufford,  she  really  did  think  that 
she  had  been  ill  used ;  but  she  was  quite  alive  to  the  fact  that  her 
treatment  of  John  Morton  had  been  abominable.  The  one  man,  in 
order  that  he  might  escape  without  further  trouble,  had  in  the 
grossest  manner,  sent  to  her  the  offer  of  a  bribe.  The  other,— in  regard 
to  whose  end  her  hard  heart  was  touched,  even  her  conscience  seared, 
— had  named  her  in  his  will  as  though  his  affection  was  unimpaired. 
Of  course  she  took  the  money,  but  she  took  it  with  inward  groans. 
She  took  the  money  and  the  trinkets,  and  the  matter  was  all  arranged 
for  her  by  Mounser  Green. 

"  So,  after  all,  the  Paragon  left  her  whatever  he  could  leave,"  said 
Currie  in  the  same  room  at  the  Foreign  Office.  A  week  had  passed 
since  the  last  conversation,  and  at  this  moment  Mounser  Green  was 
not  in  the  room. 

"Oh  dear  no,"  said  young  Glossy.  "She  doesn't  have  Bragton. 
That  goes  to  his  cousin." 

"  That  was  entailed.  Glossy,  my  boy." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Everybody  thought  he  would  leave  the  place  to 
another  Morton,  a  fellow  he'd  never  seen,  in  one  of  those  Somerset 
House  Offices.  He  and  this  fellow  who  is  to  have  it,  were  enemies,— 
but  he  wouldn't  put  it  out  of  the  right  line.  It's  all  very  well  for 
]Mounser  to  be  down  on  me,  but  I  do  happen  to  know  what  goes  on 
in  that  country.  She  gets  a  pot  of  money,  and  no  end  of  family 
jewels ;  but  he  didn't  leave  her  the  estate  as  he  might  have  done." 

At  that  moment  Mounser  Green  came  into  the  room.  It  was 
rather  later  than  usual,  being  past  one  o'clock ; — and  he  looked  as 
though  he  were  flurried.  He  didn't  speak  for  a  few  minutes,  but 
stood  before  the  fire  smoking  a  cigar.  And  there  was  a  general  silence, 
— there  being  now  a  feeling  among  them  that  Arabella  Trefoil  was 
not  to  be  talked  about  in  the  old  way  before  Mounser  Green.  At  last 
he  spoke  himself.  "I  suppose  you  haven't  heard  who  is  to  go  to 
Patagonia  after  all  ?  " 

"  Is  it  settled  ?  "  asked  Currie. 

"  Anybody  we  know  ?  "  asked  Hoffman. 

"  I  hope  it's  no  d  outsider,"  said  the  too  energetic  GIossop. 

"It  is  settled;— and  it  is  somebody  you  know;— and  it  is  not  a 
d  outsider ;  unless,  indeed,  he  may  be  considered  to  be  an  out- 
sider in  reference  to  that  branch  of  the  service." 

"  It's  some  consul,"  said  Currie.   "  Backstairs  from  Panama,  I'll 
bet  a  crown." 

"  It  isn't  Backstairs,  it  isn't  a  consul.  Gentlemen,  get  out  your 
pocket-handkerchiefs.  Mounser  Green  has  consented  to  be  expatriated 
for  the  good  of  his  country." 

"  You  going  to  Patagonia ! "  said  Currie.  "  You're  chaffing,"  said 
GIossop.    "  I  never  was  so  shot  in  my  life,"  said  Hoffman.  °' 

"  It's  true,  my  dear  boys." 
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"  I  never  ^vas  so  sorry  for  anything  in  all  my  born  days,"  said 
Glossop,  almost  crying.  "Why  on  earth  should  you  go  to  Patagonia?" 

"  Patagonia ! "  ejaculated  Currie.  "  What  will  you  do  in  Pata- 
gonia ?  " 

"It's  an  opening,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Mounser  Green,  leaning 
affectionately  on  Glossop's  shoulder.  "  What  should  I  do  by  remain- 
ing here?  When  Drummond  asked  me,  I  saw  he  wanted  mo  to  go. 
They  don't  forget  that  kind  of  thing."  At  that  moment  a  messenger 
opened  the  door,  and  the  Senator  Gotobed,  almost  without  being 
announced,  entered  the  room.  He  had  become  so  intimate  of  late 
at  the  Foreign  Office,  and  his  visits  were  so  frequent,  that  he  was 
almost  able  to  dispense  with  the  assistance  of  any  messenger.  Per- 
haps Mounser  Green  and  his  colleagues  were  a  little  tired  of  him ; — 
but  yet,  after  their  fashion,  they  were  always  civil  to  him,  and  remem- 
bered, as  tbpy  were  bound  to  do,  that  he  was  one  of  the  leading 
politician?  of  a  great  nation.  "  I  have  secured  the  hall,"  he  said  at 
once,  as  tl^oagh  aware  that  no  news  could  be  so  important  as  the  news 
he  thas  conveyed. 

"  Have  you  indeed  ?  "  said  Currie. 

"  Secured  it  for  the  iifteenth.    Now  the  question  is  " 

"  What  do  you  think,"  said  Glossop,  interrupting  him  without  the 
slightest  hesitation.  "  Mounser  Green  is  going  to  Patagonia,  in  place 
of  the  poor  Paragon." 

"  I  beg  to  congratulate  Mr.  Green  with  all  my  heart." 

"  By  George,  I  don't,"  said  the  juvenile  clerk.  "  Fancy  congratu- 
lating a  fellow  on  going  to  Patagonia !  It's  what  I  call  an  awful  sell 
for  everybody." 

"  But  as  I  was  saying,  I  have  the  hall  for  the  iifteenth." 

"  You  mean  to  lecture,  then,  after  all  ?  "  said  Green. 

"Certainly  I  do;  I  am  not  going  to  be  deterred  from  doing  my 
duty  because  I  am  told  there  is  a  little  danger.  What  I  want  to  know 
is  whether  I  can  depend  on  having  a  staff  of  policemen." 

"  Of  course  there  will  be  police,"  said  Green. 

"  But  I  mean  some  extra  strength.  I  don't  mind  for  myself,  but 
I  should  be  so  unhappy  if  there  were  anything  of  a  commotion."  Then 
he  was  assured  that  the  officers  of  the  police  force  would  look  to  that, 
and  was  assured  also  that  Mounser  Green  and  the  other  gentlemen 
in  the  room  would  certainly  attend  the  lecture.  "I  don't  suppose 
i  shall  be  gone  by  that  time,"  said  Mounser  Green  in  a  melancholy 
tone  of  voice. 
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CHAPTER  LXYI. 

"I  MUST  GO." 

«  Eufiord,  March  5th, 

"Mt  deae  Miss  Teefoil, 

"I  am  indeed  sorry  that  I  should  have  offended  you  by 
acceding  to  a  suggestion  which,  I  think  I  may  say,  originated  with 
your  mother.  When  she  told  me  that  her  circumstances  and  yours 
were  not  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view  so  comfortable  as  they  might  be, 
I  did  feel  that  it  was  in  my  power  to  alleviate  that  trouble.  The  sum 
of  money  mentioned  by  my  lawyer  was  certainly  named  by  your 
mother.   At  any  rate,  pray  believe  that  I  meant  to  be  of  service. 

"  As  to  naming  a  place  where  we  might  meet,  it  really  could  be 
of  no  service.  It  would  be  painful  to  both  of  us,  and  could  have 
no  good  result.  Again  apologizing  for  having  inadvertently  offended 
you  by  adopting  the  views  which  Lady  Augustus  entertained,  I  beg 
to  assui'e  you  that  I  am, 

"  Yours  faithfully, 

"  EUFFOED." 

This  letter  came  from  the  peer  himself,  without  assistance.  After 
his  interview  with  Lady  Augustus,  he  simply  told  his  mentor.  Sir 
George,  that  he  had  steadfastly  denied  the  existence  of  any  engage- 
ment, not  daring  to  acquaint  him  with  the  offer  he  had  made. 
Neither,  therefore,  could  he  tell  Sir  George  of  the  manner  in  which 
the  young  lady  had  repudiated  the  offer.  That  she  should  have 
repudiated  it  was  no  doubt  to  her  credit.  As  he  thought  of  it  after- 
wards, he  felt  that,  had  she  accepted  it,  she  would  have  been  base 
indeed.  And  yet,  as  he  thought  of  what  had  taken  place  at  the  house 
in  Piccadilly,  he  was  confident  that  the  proposition  had  in  some  way 
come  from  her  mother.  No  doubt  he  had  first  written  a  sum  of  money 
on  the  fragment  of  paper  which  she  had  preserved ;  and  the  evidence 
would  so  far  go  against  him.  But  Lady  Augustus  had  spoken 
piteously  of  their  joint  property, — and  had  done  so  in  lieu  of  insisting 
with  a  mother's  indignation  on  her  daughter's  rights.  Of  course  she 
had  intended  to  ask  for  money.  What  other  purpose  could  she  have 
had  ?  It  was  so  he  had  argued  at  the  moment,  and  so  he  had  argued 
since.  If  it  were  so,  he  would  not  admit  that  he  had  behaved  unlike 
a  gentleman  in  offering  the  money.  Yet  he  did  not  dare  to  tell  Sir 
George,  and,  therefore,  was  obliged  to  answer  Arabella's  letter  without 
assistance. 

He  was  not  altogether  sorry  to  have  his  £8000,  being  fully  as  much 
alive  to  the  value  of  money  as  any  brother  peer  in  the  kingdom,  bui 
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he  would  sooner  have  paid  the  money  than  be  subject  to  an  additional 
interview.  Pie  had  been  forced  up  to  London  to  see,  first  the  father, 
and  then  the  mother,  and  thought  that  he  had  paid  penalty  enough 
for  any  offence  that  he  might  have  committed.  An  additional  inter- 
view with  the  young  lady  herself  would  distress  him  beyond  any- 
thing,— would  be  worse  than  any  other  interview.  He  would  sooner 
leave  Eufford  and  go  abroad  than  encounter  it.  He  promised  himself 
that  nothing  should  induce  him  to  encounter  it.  Therefore,  he  wrote 
the  above  letter. 

Arabella,  when  she  received  it,  had  ceased  to  care  very  much  about 
the  insult  of  the  offer.  She  had  then  quarrelled  with  her  mother,  and 
had  insisted  on  some  separation  even  without  any  arrangement  as  to 
funds.  Kequiring  some  confidant,  she  had  told  a  great  deal,  though 
not  quite  all,  to  Mrs.  Connop  Green,  and  that  lady  had  passed  her  on 
for  a  while  to  her  husband's  aunt  in  London.  At  this  time  she  had 
heard  nothing  of  John  Morton's  will,  and  had  perhaps  thought  with 
some  tender  regret  of  the  munificence  of  her  other  lover,  which  she 
had  scorned.  But  she  was  still  intent  on  doing  something.  The  fury 
of  her  despair  was  still  on  her,  so  that  she  could  not  weigh  the  injury 
she  might  do  herself  against  some  possible  gratification  to  her  wounded 
spirit.  Up  to  this  moment  she  had  formed  no  future  hope.  At  this 
epoch  she  had  no  string  to  her  bow.  John  Morton  was  dead ; — and 
she  had  absolutely  wept  for  him  in  solitude,  though  she  had  certainly 
never  loved  him.  Nor  did  she  love  Lord  Eufford.  As  far  as  she 
knew  how  to  define  her  feelings,  she  thought  that  she  hated  him. 
But  she  told  herself  hourly  that  she  had  not  done  with  him.  She  was 
instigated  by  the  true  feminine  Medea  feeling  that  she  would  find 
some  way  to  wring  his  heart, — even  though  in  the  process  she  might 
suffer  twice  as  much  as  he  did.  She  had  convinced  herself  that  in 
this  instance  he  was  the  offender.  "  Painful  to  both  of  us ! "  No 
doubt !  But  because  it  would  be  painful  to  him,  it  should  be  exacted. 
Though  he  was  a  coward  and  would  fain  shirk  such  pain,  she  could  be 
brave  enough.  Even  though  she  should  be  driven  to  catch  him  by  the 
arm  in  the  open  street,  she  would  have  it  out  with  him.  He  was  a  liar 
and  a  coward,  and  she  would,  at  any  rate,  have  the  satisfaction  of 
telliEg  him  so. 

She  thought  much  about  it  before  she  could  resolve  on  what  she 
would  do.  She  could  not  ask  old  Mrs.  Green  to  help  her.  Mrs. 
Green  was  a  kind  old  woman,  who  had  lived  much  in  the  world,  and 
would  wish  to  see  much  of  it  still,  had  age  allowed  her.  Arabella 
Trefoil  was  at  any  rate  the  niece  of  a  duke,  and  the  duke,  in  this 
affair  with  Lord  Eufford,  had  taken  his  niece's  part.  She  opened  her 
house  and  as  much  of  her  heart  as  was  left  to  Arabella,  and  was  ready 
to  mourn  with  her  over  the  wicked  lord.  She  could  sympathise  with 
her  too,  as  to  the  iniquities  of  her  mother,  whom  none  of  the  Greens 
loved.  But  she  would  have  been  frigbten-ed  by  any  proposition  as  to 
3Iedean  vengeance. 


344 


THE  AMEEICAN  SENATOR. 


In  these  days, — still  winter  days,  and  not  open  to  mucli  feminine 
gaiety  in  London,  even  if,  in  the  present  constitution  of  her  circum- 
stances, gaiety  would  have  come  in  her  way, — in  these  days  the  hours 
in  her  life  which  interested  her  most,  were  those  in  which  Mr.  Mounser 
Green  was  dutifully  respectful  to  his  aunt.  Patagonia  had  not  yet 
presented  itself  to  him.  Some  four  or  five  hundred  a  year,  which  the 
old  lady  had  at  her  own  disposal,  had  for  years  past  contributed  to 
Mounser's  ideas  of  duty.  And  now  Arabella's  presence  at  the  small 
house  in  Portugal  Street  certainly  added  a  new  zest  to  those  ideas. 
The  niece  of  the  Duke  of  Mayfair,  and  the  rejected  of  Lord  Eufford, 
was  at  the  present  moment  an  interesting  young  woman  in  Mounser 
Green's  world.  There  were  many  who  thought  that  she  had  been 
ill-used.  Had  she  succeeded,  all  the  world  would  have  pitied  Lord 
Eufford; — but  as  he  had  escaped,  there  was  a  strong  party  for  the 
lady.  And  gradually  Mounser  Green,  who  some  weeks  ago  had  not 
thought  very  much  of  her,  became  one  of  the  j)arty.  She  had  brought 
her  maid  with  her ;  and  when  she  found  that  Mounser  Green  came  to 
the  house  every  evening,  either  before  or  after  dinner,  she  had  recourse 
to  her  accustomed  lures.  She  would  sit  quiet,  dejected,  almost  broken- 
hearted in  the  corner  of  a  sofa ;  but  when  he  spoke  to  her  she  would 
come  to  life  and  raise  her  eyes, — not  ignoring  the  recognised  objection 
of  her  jilted  position,  not  pretending  to  this  minor  stag  of  six  tines 
that  she  was  a  sprightly  unwooed  young  fawn,  fresh  out  of  the  forest, 
— almost  asking  him  to  weep  with  her,  and  playing  her  accustomed 
lures,  though  in  a  part  which  she  had  not  hitherto  filled. 

But  still  she  was  resolved  that  her  Jason  should  not  as  yet  be  quit 
of  his  Medea.  So  she  made  her  plot.  She  would  herself  go  down  to 
Eufford,  and  force  her  way  into  her  late  lover's  presence  in  spite  of 
all  obstacles.  It  was  possible  that  she  should  do  this  and  get  back  to 
London  the  same  day, — but,  to  do  so,  she  must  leave  London  by  an 
early  train  at  7  a.m.,  stay  seven  or  eight  hours  at  Eufford,  and  reach 
the  London  station  at  10  p.m.  Eor  such  a  journey  there  must  be 
some  valid  excuse  made  to  Mrs.  Green.  There  must  be  some  necessity 
shown  for  such  a  journey.  She  would  declare  that  a  meeting  was 
necessary  with  her  mother,  and  that  her  mother  was  at  any  town  she 
chose  to  name  at  the  requisite  distance  from  London.  In  this  way 
she  might  start  with  her  maid  before  daylight,  and  get  back  after 
dark,  and  have  the  meeting  with  her  mother— or  with  Lord  Eufford, 
as  the  case  might  be.  But  Mounser  Green  knew  very  well  that  Lady 
Augustus  was  in  Orchard  Street,  and  knew  also  that  Arabella  was 
determined  not  to  see  her  mother.  And  if  she  declared  her  purpose, 
without  a  caution  to  Mounser  Green,  the  old  woman  would  tell  her 
nephew,  and  the  nephew  would  unwittingly  expose  the  deceit.  It 
was  necessary  therefore  that  she  should  admit  Mounser  Green  to  at 
any  rate,  half  a  confidence.  This  she  did.  "Don't  ask  me  any 
questions,"  she  said.   "I  know  I  can  trust  you.   I  must  be  out  of 


"I  MUST  GO: 


345 


vown  the  whole  day,  and  perhaps  the  next.  And  your  aunt  must  not 
know  why  I  am  going  or  where.  You  will  help  me  ?  "  Of  course  he 
said  that  he  would  help  her  ;  and  the  lie,  with  a  vast  accompaniment 
of  little  lies,  was  told.  There  must  be  a  meeting  on  business  matters 
between  her  and  her  mother,  and  her  mother  was  now  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Birmingham.  This  was  the  lie  told  to  Mrs.  Green.  She 
would  go  down,  and,  if  possible,  be  back  on  the  same  day.  She 
would  take  her  maid  with  her.  She  thought  that  in  such  a  matter  as 
that  she  could  trust  her  maid,  and  was  in  truth  afraid  to  travel  alone. 
"  I  will  come  in  the  morning  and  take  Miss  Trefoil  to  the  station," 
said  Mounser,  "and  will  meet  her  in  the  evening."  And  so  the 
matter  was  arranged. 

The  journey  was  not  without  its  drawbacks  and  almost  its  perils. 
Summer  or  winter  Arabella  Trefoil  was  seldom  out  of  bed  before 
nine.  It  was  incumbent  on  her  now  to  get  up  on  a  cold  March 
morning, — when  the  lion  had  not  as  yet  made  way  for  the  lamb, — 
at  half-past  five.  That  itself  seemed  to  be  all  but  impossible  to  her. 
Kevertheless  she  was  i^eady,  and  had  tried  to  swallow  half  a  cup  of 
tea,  when  Mounser  Green  came  to  the  door  with  a  cab  a  little  after 
six.  She  had  endeavoured  to  dispense  with  this  new  friend's  attend- 
ance, but  he  had  insisted,  assuring  her  that  without  some  such  aid  no 
cab  would  be  forthcoming.  She  had  not  told  him  and  did  not  intend 
that  he  should  know  to  what  station  she  was  going.  "  You  begged 
me  to  ask  no  questions,"  he  said  when  he  was  in  the  cab  with  her,  the 
maid  having  been  induced  most  unwillingly  to  seat  herself  with  the 
cabman  on  the  box, — "  and  I  have  obeyed  you.  But  I  wish  I  knew 
how  I  could  help  you." 

"  You  have  helped  me,  and  you  are  helping  me.  But  do  not  ask 
anything  more." 

"  Will  you  be  angry  with  me  if  I  say  that  I  fear  you  are  intending 
something  rash  ?  " 

"Of  course  I  am.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  with  me?  Don't 
you  think  there  are  turns  in  a  person's  life  when  she  must  do  some- 
thing rash.  Think  of  yourself.  If  everybody  crushed  you;  if  you 
vrere  ill-treated  beyond  all  belief;  if  the  very  people  who  ought  to  trust 
you  doubted  you,  wouldn't  you  turn  upon  somebody  and  rend  him  ?  " 

"  Are  you  going  to  rend  anybody  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  as  yet." 

"  I  wish  you  would  let  me  go  down  with  you." 

"  No  ;  that  you  certainly  cannot.  You  must  not  come  even  into  the 
station  with  me.  You  have  been  very  good  to  me.  You  will  not  now 
turn  against  me." 

"  I  certainly  will  do  nothing  but  what  you  tell  me." 

"  Then  here  we  are, — and  now  you  must  go.  Jane  can  carry  my 
hand-bag  and  cloak.  If  you  chose  to  come  in  the  evening  at  ten 
it  will  be  an  additional  favour." 
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"  I  certainly  will  do  so.  But,  Miss  Trefoil,  one  word."  They  were 
now  standing  under  cover  of  the  portico  in  front  of  the  railway 
station,  into  which  he  was  not  to  be  allowed  to  enter.  "  What  I  fea? 
is  this, — that  in  your  first  anger  you  may  be  tempted  to  do  something 
which  may  be  injurious  to — to  your  prospects  in  life." 

"  I  have  no  prospects  in  hfe,  Mr.  Green." 

"  Ah ;  that  is  just  it !  There  are  for  most  of  us  moments  of  un- 
happiness,  in  which  we  are  tempted  by  our  misery  to  think  that 
we  are  relieved,  at  any  rate,  from  the  burden  of  caution,  because 
nothing  that  can  occur  to  us  can  make  us  worse  than  we  are." 

"  Nothing  can  make  me  worse  than  I  am." 

"But  in  a  few  months  or  weeks,"  continued  Mounser  Green, 
bringing  up  in  his  benevolence  all  the  wisdom  of  his  experience, 
"  we  have  got  a  new  footing  amidst  our  troubles,  and  then  we  may 
find  how  terrible  is  the  injury  which  our  own  indiscretion  has  brought 
on  us.  I  do  not  want  to  ask  any  questions,  but — it  might  be  so  much 
better  that  you  should  abandon  your  intention,  and  go  back  with  me." 

She  seemed  to  be  almost  undecided  for  a  moment  as  she  thought 
over  his  words.  But  she  remembered  her  pledge  to  herself  that 
Lord  Eufford  should  find  that  she  had  not  done  with  him  yet.  "  I 
must  go,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse  voice. 

"  If  you  must  " 

"I  must  go.  I  have  no  way  out  of  it.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Green;. 
I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  obliged  to  you  I  am."  Then  he  turned 
back,  and  she  went  into  the  station  and  took  two  first-class  tickets  for 
Etilford.  At  that  moment  Lord  Eufford  was  turning  himself  com- 
fortably in  his  bed.  How  Tfould  he  have  sprung  up,  and  how  would 
he  have  fled,  had  he  known  the  evil  that  was  coming  upon  him ! 
This  happened  on  a  Thursday,  a  day  on  which,  as  Arabella  knew,  the 
U.  E.  U.  did  not  go  out ; — the  very  Thursday  on  which  John  Morton 
was  buried  and  the  will  was  read  at  Bragton. 

She  was  fully  determined  to  speak  her  mind  to  the  man,  and  to  be 
checked  by  no  feminine  squeamishness.  She  would  speak  her  mind 
to  him,  if  she  could  force  her  way  into  his  presence.  And  in  doing, 
this  she  would  be  debarred  by  no  etiquette.  It  might  be  that  she 
would  fail,  that  he  would  lack  the  courage  to  see  her,  and  would 
run  away,  even  before  all  the  servants,  when  he  should  hear  who  was 
standing  in  the  hall.  But,  if  he  did  so,  she  would  try  again,  even 
though  she  should  have  to  ride  out  into  the  hunting-field  after  him. 
Face  to  face  she  would  tell  him  that  he  was  a  liar  and  a  slanderer  and 
no  gentleman,  though  she  should  have  to  run  round  the  world  tO' 
catch  him.  When  she  reached  Eulford,  she  went  to  the  town  and 
ordered  breakfast  and  a  carriage.  As  soon  as  she  had  eaten  the 
meal,  she  desired  the  driver  in  a  clear  voice  to  take  her  to  Euiford, 
Hall.  Was  her  maid  to  go  with  her?  No.  She  would  be  back 
soon,  and  her  maid  would  wait  there  till  she  had  returned. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

IN  THE  PAEK, 

This  thing  that  she  was  doing  required  an  infinite  amount  of  pluck,— 
of  that  sort  of  hardihood  which  we  may  not  quite  call  courage,  but 
which  in  a  world  well  provided  with  policemen  is  infinitely  more 
useful  than  courage.  Lord  Eufford  himself  was  endowed  with  all  the 
ordinary  bravery  of  an  Englishman,  but  he  could  have  flown  as  soon 
as  run  into  a  lion's  den  as  Arabella  was  doing.  She  had  learned  that 
Lady  Penwether  and  Miss  Penge  were  both  at  Eufford  Hall,  and 
understood  well  the  difficulty  there  would  be  in  explaining  her  conduct 
should  she  find  herself  in  their  presence.  And  there  were  all  the 
servants  there  to  stare  at  her,  and  the  probability  that  she  might  be 
shown  to  the  door  and  told  that  no  one  there  would  speak  to  her. 
She  saw  it  all  before  her,  and  knew  how  bitter  it  might  be ; — but  her 
heart  was  big  enough  to  carry  her  through  it.  She  was  dressed  very 
simply,  but  still  by  no  means  dowdily,  in  a  black  silk  dress,  and 
though  she  wore  a  thick  veil  when  she  got  out  of  the  fly  and  rang  the 
door  bell,  she  had  been  at  some  pains  with  her  hair  before  she  left 
the  inn.  Her  purpose  was  revenge ;  but  still  she  had  an  eye  to  the 
Ijossible  chance, — the  chance  barely  possible  of  bringing  the  man  to 
submit. 

^Yhen  the  door  was  opened  she  raised  her  veil  and  asked  for  Lord 
Eufford  ; — but  as  she  did  so  she  walked  on  through  the  broad  passage 
which  led  from  the  front  door  into  a  wide  central  space  which  they 
called  the  billiard-room,  but  which  really  was  the  hall  of  the  house. 
This  she  did  as  a  manifesto  that  she  did  not  mean  to  leave  the  house 
because  she  might  be  told  that  he  was  out  or  could  not  be  seen,  or 
that  he  was  engaged.  It  was  then  nearly  one  o'clock,  and  no  doubt  he 
would  be  there  for  luncheon.  Of  course  he  might  be,  in  truth,  away 
from  home,  but  she  must  do  her  best  to  judge  of  that  by  the  servant's 
manner.  The  man  knew  her  well,  and  not  improbably  had  heard 
something  of  his  master's  danger.  He  was,  however,  very  respectful 
and  told  her  that  his  lordship  was  out  in  the  grounds  ; — but  that  Lady 
Penwether  was  in  the  drawing-room.  Then  a  sudden  thought  struck 
her,  and  she  asked  the  man  whether  he  would  show  her  in  what  part 
of  the  grounds  she  might  find  Lord  Eufford.  Upon  that  he  took  her 
to  the  front  door  and  pointing  across  the  park  to  a  belt  of  trees,  showed 
her  three  or  four  men  standing  round  some  piece  of  work.  He  be- 
lieved, he  said,  that  one  of  those  men  was  his  lordship. 

She  bowed  her  thanks  and  was  descending  the  steps  on  her  way 
to  join  the  group,  when  whom  should  she  see  but  Lady  Penwether 
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coming  into  the  house  with  her  garden-hat  and  gloYes.  It  was 
unfortunate ;  but  she  would  not  allow  herself  to  be  stopped  by  Lady 
Penwether.  She  bowed  stiffly  and  would  have  passed  on  without  a 
word,  but  that  was  impossible.  "  Miss  Trefoil !  "  said  Lady  Penwether 
with  astonishment. 

"  Your  brother  is  just  across  the  park.  I  think  I  see  him  and  will 
go  to  him." 

"  I  had  better  send  and  tell  him  that  you  are  here/'  said  her 
ladyship. 

"  I  need  not  trouble  you  so  far.  I  can  be  my  own  messenger. 
Perhaps  you  will  allow  the  fly  to  be  sent  round  to  the  yard  for  half- 
an-hour."    As  she  said  this  she  was  still  passing  down  the  steps. 

But  Lady  Penwether  knew  that  it  behoved  her  to  prevent  this  if  it 
might  be  possible.  Of  late  she  had  had  little  or  no  conversation  with 
her  brother  about  Miss  Trefoil,  but  she  had  heard  much  from  her 
husband.  She  would  be  justified,  she  thought,  in  saying  or  in  doing 
almost  anything  which  would  save  him  from  such  an  encotmter.  "  I 
really  think,"  she  said,  "  that  he  had  better  be  told  that  you  are 
here,"  and  as  she  spoke  she  strove  to  put  herself  in  the  visitor's  way. 
"  You  had  better  come  in.  Miss  Trefoil,  and  he  shall  be  informed  at 
once." 

"  By  no  means.  Lady  Penwether.  I  would  not  for  worlds  give  him 
or  you  so  much  trouble.  I  see  him  and  I  will  go  to  him."  Then  Lady 
Penwether  absolutely  put  out  her  hand  to  detain  her ;  but  Arabella 
shook  it  off  angrily  and  looked  into  the  other  woman's  face  with  fierce 
eyes.  "  Allow  me,"  she  said,  "  to  conduct  myself  at  this  moment  as  I 
may  think  best.  I  shall  do  so,  at  any  rate."  Then  she  stalked  on, 
and  Lady  Penwether  saw  that  any  contest  was  hopeless.  Had  she 
sent  the  servant  on  with  all  his  speed,  so  as  to  gain  three  or  four 
moments,  her  brother  could  hardly  have  fled  through  the  trees  in  face 
of  the  enemy. 

Lord  Eufford,  who  was  busy  planning  the  prolongation  of  a  ha-ha 
fence,  saw  nothing  of  all  this ;  hut,  after  a  while  he  was  aware  that  a 
woman  was  coming  to  him,  and  then  gradually  he  saw  who  that 
woman  was.  Arabella  when  she  had  found  herself  advancing  closer 
went  slowly  enough.  She  was  sure  of  her  prey  now,  and  was  wisely 
mindful  that  it  might  be  well  that  she  should  husband  her  breath. 
The  nearer  she  drew  to  him  the  slower  became  her  pace,  and  more 
majestic.  Her  veil  was  thrown  back,  and  her  head  was  raised  in  the 
air.  She  knew  these  little  tricks  of  deportment  and  could  carry  her- 
self like  a  queen.  He  had  taken  a  moment  or  two  to  consider. 
Should  he  fly  ?  It  was  possible.  He  might  vault  over  a  railed  fence 
in  among  the  trees,  at  a  spot  not  ten  yards  from  her,  and  then  it  would 
be  impossible  that  she  should  run  him  down.  He  might  have  done  it 
had  not  the  men  been  there  to  see  it.  As  it  was  he  left  them  in  the  other 
direction  and  came  forward  to  meet  her.    He  tried  to  smile  pleasantly 
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as  lie  spoke  to  ner.    "  So  I  see  that  you  would  not  take  my  advice," 
be  said. 

Neither  your  advice  nor  your  money,  my  lord." 
"  Ah,  I  was  so  sorry  about  that.    But  indeed,  indeed,  the  fault  way 
not  mine." 

"  They  were  your  figures  that  I  saw  upon  the  paper,  and  by  your 
orders,  no  doubt,  that  the  lawyer  acted.  But  I  have  not  come  to  say 
much  of  that.    You  meant,  I  suppose,  to  be  gracious." 

"  I  meant  to  be  good-natured." 

"I  dare  say.  You  were  willing  enough  to  give  away  what  you 
did  not  want.  But  there  must  be  more  between  us  than  any  question 
of  money.    Lord  Eufford,  you  have  treated  me  most  shamefully." 

"  I  hope  not.    I  think  not." 

"  And  you  yourself  must  be  well  aware  of  it, — quite  as  well  aware 
of  it  as  I  am.  You  have  thrown  me  over  and  absolutely  destroyed 
me;  and  why?"  He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Because  you  have 
been  afraid  of  others ;  because  your  sister  has  told  you  that  you  were 
mistaken  in  your  choice.  The  women  around  you  have  been  too  many 
for  you,  and  have  not  allowed  you  to  dispose  of  your  hand,  and  your 
name,  and  your  property  as  you  pleased.  I  defy  you  to  say  that  this 
was  not  your  sister's  doing."  He  was  too  much  astounded  to  con- 
tradict her  rapidly,  and  then  she  passed  on,  not  choosing  to  give  him 
time  for  contradiction.  "Will  you  have  the  hardihood  to  say  that 
you  did  not  love  me  ?  "  Then  she  paused,  thinking  that  he  would  not 
dare  to  contradict  her  then,  feeling  that  in  that  she  was  on  strong 
ground.  "  Were  you  lying  when  you  told  me  that  you  did  ?  What 
did  you  mean  when  I  was  in  your  arms  up  in  the  house  there  ?  What 
did  you  intend  me  to  think  that  you  meant?"  Then  she  stopped, 
standing  well  in  front  of  him,  and  looking  fixedly  into  his  face. 

This  was  the  very  thing  that  he  had  feared.  Lord  Augustus  had 
been  a  trouble.  The  duke's  letter  had  been  a  trouble.  Lady  Augustus 
had  been  a  trouble ;  and  Sir  George's  sermons  had  been  troublesome. 
But  what  were  they  all  when  compared  to  this  ?  How  is  it  possible 
that  a  man  should  tell  a  girl  that  he  has  not  loved  her  when  he  has 
embraced  her  again  and  again  ?  He  may  know  it,  and  she  may  know 
it,  and  each  may  know  that  the  other  knows  it ;  but  to  say  that  he  does 
not  and  did  not  then  love  her  is  beyond  the  scope  of  his  audacity,  unless 
he  be  a  heartless  Nero.  "  No  one  can  grieve  about  this  so  much  as  I 
do,"  he  said,  weakly. 

"  Cannot  I  grieve  more,  do  you  think, — I  who  told  all  my  relatives 
that  I  was  to  become  your  wife,  and  was  justified  in  so  telling  them  ? 
Was  I  not  justified  ?  " 

"  I  think  not." 

"You  think  not!  What  did  you  mean,  then?  What  were  you 
thinking  of  when  we  were  coming  back  in  the  carriage  from  Stamford, 
— when  with  your  arms  round  me  jou  swore  that  you  loved  me  better 
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than  all  the  world  ?  Is  that  true  ?  Did  you  so  swear  ?  "  What  a  ques- 
tion for  a  man  to  have  to  answer !  It  was  becoming  clear  to  him  that 
there  was  nothing  for  him  but  to  endure  and  be  silent.  Even  to  this 
interview  the  gods  would,  at  last,  give  an  end.  The  hour  would  pass, 
though,  alas !  so  slowly,  and  she  could  not  expect  that  he  should  stand 
there  to  be  rated  much  after  the  accustomed  time  for  feeding.  "  You 
acknowledge  that,  and  do  you  dare  to  say  that  I  had  no  right  to  tell 
my  friends  ?  " 

There  was  a  moment  in  which  he  thought  it  was  almost  a  pity  that 
he  had  not  married  her.  She  was  very  beautiful  in  her  present  form, 
— more  beautiful,  he  thought,  than  ever.  She  was  the  niece  of  a  duke, 
and  certainly  a  very  clever  woman.  He  had  not  wanted  money,  and 
why  shouldn't  he  have  married  her  ?  As  for  hunting  him,  that  was  a 
matter  of  course.  He  was  as  much  born  and  bred  to  be  hunted  as 
a  fox.  He  could  not  do  it  now,  as  he  had  put  too  much  power  into 
the  hands  of  the  Penwethers,  but  he  almost  wished  that  he  had.  "  I 
never  intended  it,"  he  said. 

"  What  did  you  intend  ?  After  what  has  occurred,  I  suppose  I 
have  a  right  to  ask  such  a  question.  I  have  made  a  somev/hat  un- 
pleasant journey  to-day,  all  alone,  on  purpose  to  ask  that  question. 
What  did  you  intend  ?  "  In  his  great  annoyance  he  struck  his  shovel 
angrily  against  the  ground.  "  And  I  will  not  leave  you  till  I  get  an 
answer  to  the  question.  What  did  you  intend.  Lord  Eufford?" 
There  was  nothing  for  him  but  silence  and  a  gradual  progress  back 
towards  the  house. 

But  from  the  latter  resource  she  cut  him  off  for  a  time.  "  You  will 
do  me  the  favour  to  remain  with  me  here  till  this  conversation  is 
ended.  You  cannot  refuse  me  so  slight  a  request  as  that,  seeing  the 
trouble  to  which  you  have  put  me.  I  never  saw  a  man  so  forgetful 
of  words.  You  cannot  speak.  Have  you  no  excuse  to  offer, — not  a 
word  to  say  in  explanation  of  conduct  so  black  that  I  don't  think  here 
in  England  I  ever  heard  a  case  to  equal  it  ?  If  your  sister  had  been 
treated  so ! " 

"  It  would  have  been  impossible." 

"  I  believe  it.  Her  cautious  nature  would  have  trusted  no  man  as 
I  trusted  you.  Her  lips,  doubtless,  were  never  unfrozen  till  the  settle- 
ments had  been  signed.  With  her  it  was  a  matter  of  bargain,  not  of 
love.    I  can  well  believe  that." 

"  I  will  not  talk  about  my  sister." 

"  It  seems  to  me.  Lord  Eufford,  that  you  object  to  talk  about  any- 
thing. You  certainly  have  been  very  uncommunicative  with  reference 
to  yourself.  Were  you  lying  when  you  told  me  that  you  loved 
me?" 

"No." 

"Did  I  lie  when  I  told  the  duchess  that  you  had  promised  me 
your  love  ?   Did  I  lie  when  I  told  my  mother  that  in  these  days  a 
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man  does  not  always  mention  marriage  when  he  asks  a  girl  to  be  his 
wife  ?  You  said  you  loved  me,  and  I  believed  you,  and  the  rest  was 
a  thing  of  course.  And  you  meant  it.  You  know  you  meant  it. 
Yi'hen  you  held  me  in  your  arms  in  the  carriage  you  know  you  meant 
me  to  suppose  that  it  would  always  be  so.  Then  the  fear  of  your 
sister  came  upon  you,  and  of  your  sister's  husband, — and  you  ran 
away !  I  wonder  whether  you  think  yourself  a  man !  "  And  yet  she 
felt  that  she  had  not  hit  him  yet.  He  was  wretched  enough  ;  and  she 
could  see  that  he  was  wretched ; — but  the  wretchedness  would  pass 
away  as  soon  as  she  was  gone.  How  could  she  stab  him  so  that  the 
wound  would  remain  ?  With  what  virus  could  she  poison  her  arrow, 
so  that  the  agony  might  be  prolonged.  "  And  such  a  coward  too !  I 
began  to  suspect  it  when  you  started  that  night  from  Mistletoe, — 
though  I  did  not  think  then  that  you  could  be  all  mean,  all  cowardly. 
Erom  that  day  to  this,  you  have  not  dared  to  speak  a  word  of  truth. 
Every  word  has  been  a  falsehood." 
"  By  heavens,  no." 

"  Every  word  a  falsehood !  and  I,  a  lady, — a  lady  whom  you  have 
so  deeply  injured,  whose  cruel  injury  even  you  have  not  the  face  to 
ilenj, — am  forced  by  your  cowardice  to  come  to  you  here,  because  you 
have  not  dared  to  come  out  to  meet  me.    Is  that  true ! " 

"  What  good  can  it  do  ?  " 

"  None  to  me,  God  knows.  You  are  such  a  thing  that  I  would  not 
have  you  now  I  know  you,  though  you  were  twice  Lord  Eufford.  But 
I  have  chosen  to  speak  my  mind  to  you  and  to  tell  you  what  I  think. 
Did  you  suppose  that  when  I  said  that  I  would  meet  you  face  to 
face  i  was  to  be  deterred  by  such  girl's  excuses  as  you  made  ?  I  chose 
to  tell  you  to  your  face  that  you  are  false,  a  coward,,  and  no  gentle- 
man, and  though  you  had  hidden  yourself  under  the  very  earth  I 
would  have  found  you."  Then  she  turned  round  and  saw  Sir  George 
Penwether  standing  close  to  them. 

Lord  Piufford  had  seen  him  approaching  for  some  time,  and  had 
made  one  or  two  futile  attempts  to  meet  him.  Arabella's  back  had 
1  leen  turned  to  the  house,  and  she  had  not  heard  the  steps  or  observed 
the  direction  of  her  companion's  eyes.  He  came  so  near  before  he 
was  seen  that  he  heard  her  concluding  words.  Then  Lord  Eufford 
with  a  ghastly  attempt  at  pleasantry  introduced  them.  "George," 
he  said, "  I  do  not  think  you  know  Miss  Trefoil.  Sir  George  Pen- 
wether;—Miss  Trefoil." 

The  interview  had  been  watched  from  the  house,  and  the  husband 
liad  been  sent  down  by  his  wife  to  mitigate  the  purgatory  which  she 
knew  that  her  brother  must  be  enduring.  "  My  wife,"  said  Sir  George, 
"  has  sent  me  to  ask  Miss  Trefoil  whether  she  will  not  come  in  to  lunch." 

"  I  believe  it  is  Lord  Eufford's  house,"  said  Arabella. 

"  If  :Mips  Trefoil's  frame  of  mind  will  allow  her  to  sit  at  table  with 
me  I  shall  be  proud  to  see  her,"  said  Lord  Eufford. 
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"  Miss  Trefoil's  frame  of  mind  will  not  allow  her  to  eat  or  to  drink 
with  such  a  dastard,"  said  she,  turning  away  in  the  direction  of  the 
park  gates.  "  Perhaps,  Sir  George,  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  direct 
the  man  who  brought  me  here  to  pick  me  up  at  the  lodge."  And  so 
she  walked  away, — a  mile  across  the  park, — neither  of  them  caring  to 
follow  her. 

It  seemed  to  her  as  she  stood  at  the  lodge  gate,  having  obstinately 
refused  to  enter  the  house,  to  be  an  eternity  before  the  fly  came  to 
her.  When  it  did  come  she  felt  as  though  her  strength  would  barely 
enable  her  to  climb  into  it.  And  when  she  was  there  she  wept,  with 
bitter  throbbing  woe,  all  the  way  to  Eufford.  It  was  over  now,  at  any 
rate.  Now  there  was  not  a  possible  chance  on  which  a  gleam  of  hope 
might  be  made  to  settle.  And  how  handsome  he  was,  and  how 
beautiful  the  place,  and  how  perfect  would  have  been  the  triumph 
could  she  have  achieved  it !  One  more  word,  one  other  pressure  of  the 
hand  in  the  postchaise,  might  have  done  it !  Had  he  really  promised 
her  marriage  she  did  not  even  now  think  that  he  would  have  gone 
back  from  his  word.  If  that  heavy  stupid  duke  would  have  spoken  to 
him  that  night  at  Mistletoe,  all  would  have  been  well !  But  now, — 
now  there  was  nothing  for  her  but  weeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth. 
He  was  gone,  and  poor  Morton  was  gone ;  and  all  those  others,  whose 
memories  rose  like  ghosts  before  her ; — they  were  all  gone.  And  she 
wept  as  she  thought  that  she  might  perhaps  have  made  a  better  use 
of  the  gifts  which  Providence  had  put  in  her  way. 

When  Mounser  Green  met  her  at  the  station  she  was  beyond 
measure  weary.  Through  the  whole  journey  she  had  been  struggling 
to  restrain  her  sobs  so  that  her  maid  should  neither  hear  nor  see 
them.  "  Don't  mind  me,  Mr.  Green ;  I  am  only  tired, — so  tired,"  she 
said  as  she  got  into  the  carriage  which  he  had  brought. 

He  had  with  him  a  long,  formal-looking  letter  addressed  to  herself. 
But  she  was  too  weary  to  open  it  that  night.  It  was  the  letter 
conveying  the  tidings  of  the  legacy  which  Mr.  Morton  had  made  in 
her  favour. 
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CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

LOUD  KTJFFOED'S  MODEL  PAKM. 

\t  this  time  Senator  Gotobed  was  paying  a  second  visit  to  EufiFord 
Hall.  In  the  matter  of  Goarly  and  Scrobby  he  had  never  given  way 
an  inch.  He  was  still  strongly  of  opinion  that  a  gentleman's  pheasants 
had  no  right  to  eat  his  neighbour's  corn,  and  that  if  damage  were 
admitted,  the  person  committing  the  injury  should  not  take  upon 
himself  to  assess  the  damage.  He  also  thought, — and  very  often 
declared  his  thoughts, — that  Goarly  was  justified  in  shooting  not  only 
foxes,  but  hounds  also  when  they  came  upon  his  property,  and  in 
moments  of  excitement  had  gone  so  far  as  to  say  that  not  even  horses 
should  be  held  sacred.  He  had,  however,  lately  been  driven  to  admit 
that  Goarly  himself  was  not  all  that  a  man  should  be,  and  that  Mrs. 
Goarly's  goose  was  an  impostor.  It  was  the  theory, — the  principle 
for  which  he  combated,  declaring  that  the  evil  condition  of  the  man 
himself  was  due  to  the  evil  institutions  among  which  he  had  been 
reared.  By  degrees  evidence  had  been  obtained  of  Scrobby's  guilt  in 
the  matter  of  the  red  herrings,  and  he  was  to  be  tried  for  the  offence 
of  putting  down  poison.  Goarly  was  to  be  the  principal  witness 
against  his  brother  conspirator.  Lord  Eufford,  instigated  by  his 
brother-in-law,  and  liking  the  spirit  of  the  man,  had  invited  the 
Senator  to  stay  at  the  Hall  while  the  case  was  being  tried  at  the 
Eufford  Quarter  Sessions.  I  am  afraid  the  invitation  was  given  in  a 
spirit  of  triumph  over  the  Senator  rather  than  with  genuine  hospitality. 
It  was  thought  well  that  the  American  should  be  made  to  see  in  public 
the  degradation  of  the  abject  creature  with  whom  he  had  sympathized. 
Perhaps  there  were  some  who  thought  that  in  this  way  they  would 
get  the  Senator's  neck  under  their  heels.  If  there  were  such  they 
were  likely  to  be  mistaken,  as  the  Senator  was  not  a  man  prone  to 
submit  himself  to  such  treatment. 

He  was  seated  at  table  with  Lady  Penwether  and  Miss  Penge  when 
Lord  Piuiford  and  his  brother-in-law  came  into  the  room,  after  parting 
with  IMiss  Trefoil  in  the  manner  described  in  the  last  chapter.  Lady 
Penwether  had  watched  their  unwelcome  visitor  as  she  took  her  waji 
across  the  park,  and  had  whispered  something  to  Miss  Penge.  Miss 
Penge  understood  the  matter  thoroughly,  and  would  not  herself  have 
made  the  slightest  allusion  to  the  other  young  lady.  Had  the  Senator 
not  been  there  the  two  gentlemen  would  have  been  allowed  to  take 
their  places  without  a  word  on  the  subject.  But  the  Senator  had  a 
narvellous  gift  of  saying  awkward  things,  and  would  never  bo  reticent, 
rio  stood  for  a  while  at  the  window  in  the  drawing-room  before  ho 
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went  across  the  hall,  and  even  took  up  a  pair  of  field-glasses  to  scruti- 
nise the  lady ;  and  when  they  were  all  present,  he  asked  whether  that 
was  not  Miss  Trefoil  whom  he  had  seen  down  by  the  new  fence.  Lady 
Penwether,  without  seeming  to  look  about  her,  did  look  about  her  for 
a  few  seconds  to  see  whether  the  question  might  be  allowed  to  die 
away  unanswered.  She  perceived,  from  the  Senator's  face,  that  he 
intended  to  have  an  answer. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  that  was  Miss  Trefoil.  I  am  very  glad  that  she 
is  not  coming  in  to  disturb  us." 

"  A  great  blessing,"  said  Miss  Penge. 

"  Where  is  she  staying  ?  "  asked  the  Senator. 

"  I  think  she  drove  over  from  Eufford,"  said  the  elder  lady. 

"  Poor  young  lady !  She  was  engaged  to  marry  my  friend,  Mr. 
John  Morton.  She  must  have  felt  his  death  very  bitterly.  He  was 
an  excellent  young  man; — rather  opinionated,  and  perhaps  too  much 
wedded  to  the  traditions  of  his  own  country;  but,  nevertheless,  a 
painstaking,  excellent  young  man.  I  had  hoped  to  welcome  her  as 
I^Irs.  Morton  in  America." 

"  He  was  to  have  gone  to  Patagonia,"  said  Lord  Eufford,  endea- 
vouring to  come  to  himself  after  the  sufferings  of  the  morning. 

"  We  should  have  seen  him  back  in  Washington,  sir.  Whenever 
you  have  anything  good  in  diplomacy,  you  generally  send  hira  to  us. 
Poor  young  lady !   Was  she  talking  about  him  ?  " 

"  Not  particularly,"  said  his  lordship. 

"  She  must  have  remembered  that  when  she  was  last  here  he  was 
of  the  party,  and  it  was  but  a  few  weeks  ago, — only  a  little  before 
Christmas.  He  struck  me  as  being  cold  in  his  manner  as  an  affanced 
lover.    Was  not  that  your  idea.  Lady  Penwether  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  observed  him  especially." 

"  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  he  was  much  attached  to  her.  She 
could  be  sprightly  enough  ;  but  at  times  there  seemed  to  come  a  cold 
melancholy  upon  her  too.  It  is,  I  fancy,  so  with  most  of  your  English 
ladies.  Bliss  Trefoil  always  gave  me  the  idea  of  being  a  good 
type  of  the  English  aristocracy."  Lady  Penwether  and  Miss  Penge 
drew  themselves  up  very  stiffly.  "You  admired  her  I  think,  my 
lord." 

"  Very  much  indeed,"  said  Lord  Eufford,  filling  his  mouth  with 
pigeon-pie  as  he  spoke,  and  not  lifting  his  eyes  from  his  plate. 
"  Will  she  be  back  to  dinner  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear  no,"  said  Lady  Penwether.  There  was  something  in 
her  tone  which  at  last  startled  the  Senator  into  perceiving  that  Miss 
Trefoil  was  not  popular  at  Eufford  Hall. 

"  She  only  came  for  a  morning  call,"  said  Lord  Eufi'ord. 

"  Poor  young  woman !    She  has  lost  her  husband,  and,  I  am  afraid, 

now  has  lost  her  friends  also.    I  am  told  that  she  is  not  well  off*  

and,  from  what  I  see  and  hear,  I  fancy  that  here  in  England  a  young 
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lady  without  a  dowry  cannot  easily  replace  a  lover.  I  suppose^  too. 
Miss  Trefoil  is  not  quite  in  her  first  youth." 

"  If  you  have  done,  Caroline,"  said  Lady  Penwether  to  Miss  Penge, 
'  I  think  we'll  go  into  the  other  room." 

That  afternoon  Sir  George  asked  the  Senator  to  accompany  him  for 
a  walk.  Sir  George  was  held  to  be  responsible  for  the  Senator's  pre- 
sence, and  was  told  by  the  ladies  that  he  must  do  something  with  him. 
The  next  day,  which  was  Friday,  would  be  occupied  by  the  affairs  of 
Scrobby  and  Goarly,  and  on  the  Saturday  he  was  to  return  to  town. 
The  two  started  about  three  with  the  object  of  walking  round  the  park 
and  the  home  farm, — the  Senator  intent  on  his  duty  of  examining  the 
ways  of  English  life  to  the  very  bottom.  "  I  hope  I  did  not  say  any- 
thing amiss  about  Miss  Trefoil,"  he  remarked,  as  they  passed  through 
a  shrubbery  gate  into  the  park. 

"  No ;  I  think  not." 

"  I  thought  your  good  lady  looked  as  though  she  did  not  like  the 
subject." 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  Miss  Trefoil  is  very  popular  with  the  ladies 
up  there." 

"  She's  a  handsome  young  woman,  and  clever,  though,  as  I  said 
before,  given  to  melancholy,  and  sometimes  fastidious.  When  we  were 
all  here  I  thought  that  Lord  Eufford  admired  her,  and  that  poor  Mr. 
j^Iorton  was  a  little  jealous." 

"  I  wasn't  at  Eufford  then.  Here  we  get  out  of  the  park  on  to  the 
home  farm.   Eufford  does  it  very  well, — very  well  indeed." 

"Looks  after  it  altogether  himself?  " 

"  I  cannot  quite  say  that.  He  has  a  land-bailiff,  who  lives  in  the 
house  there." 

'•'With  a  salary?" 

"  Oh  yes ;  £120  a  year  I  think  the  man  has." 

"And  that  house?"  asked  the  Senator.  "V/hy,  the  house  and 
garden  are  worth  £50  a  year." 

"I  dare  say  they  are.  Of  course  it  costs  money.  It's  near  the 
park,  and  had  to  be  made  ornamental." 

"  And  does  it  pay  ?  " 

"  Well,  no ;  I  should  think  not.  In  point  of  fact,  I  know  it  does 
not.    He  loses  about  the  value  of  the  ground." 

The  Senator  asked  a  great  many  more  questions,  and  then  began 
his  lecture.  "  A  man  who  goes  into  trade,  and  loses  by  it,  cannot  be 
doing  good  to  himself  or  to  others.  You  say.  Sir  George,  that  it  is  a 
model  farm ;  but  it's  a  model  of  ruin.  If  you  want  to  teach  a  man 
any  other  business,  you  don't  specially  select  an  example  in  which  the 
proprietors  are  spending  all  their  capital  without  any  return.  And  if 
you  would  not  do  this  in  shoemaking,  why  in  farming  ?  " 

"  The  neighbours  are  able  to  see  how  work  should  be  done." 

"  Excuse  me.  Sir  George,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  they  are  enabled 
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to  see  how  work  should  not  be  done.  If  his  lordship  would  stick  np 
over  his  gate  a  notice  to  the  effect  that  everything  seen  there  was  to  he 
avoided,  he  might  do  some  service.    If  he  would  pubbsh  his  acconnts 

half-yearly  in  the  village  newspaper  •  " 

"  There  isn't  a  village  newspaper." 

"In  the  Rufford  Gazette.  There  is  a  Rujford  Gazette,  and  Eufford 
isn't  much  more  than  a  village.  If  he  would  publish  his  accounts 
half-yearly  in  the  Rufford  Gazette,  honestly  showing  how  much  he  had 
lost  by  his  system,  how  much  capital  had  been  misapplied,  and  how 
much  labour  wasted,  he  might  serve  as  an  example,  like  the  pictures 
of  '  The  Idle  Apprentice.'  I  don't  see  that  he  can  do  any  other  good, 
— unless  it  be  to  the  estimable  gentleman  who  is  allowed  to  occupy  the 
pretty  house.  I  don't  think  you'd  see  anything  like  that  model  farm 
in  our  country,  sir." 

"  Tour  views,  Mr.  Gotobed,  are  utilitarian  rather  than  picturesque." 

"  Oh !  if  you  say  that  it  is  done  for  the  picturesque,  that  is  another 
thing.  Lord  Euiford  is  a  wealthy  lord,  and  can  afford  to  be  pic- 
turesque. A  green  sward  I  should  have  thought  handsomer,  as  well 
as  less  expensive,  than  a  ploughed  field ;  but  that  is  a  matter  of  taste. 
Only  why  call  a  pretty  toy  a  model  farm  ?  You  might  mislead  the 
British  rustics." 

They  had  by  this  time  passed  through  a  couple  of  fields  which 
formed  part  of  the  model  farm,  and  had  come  to  a  stile  leading  into 
a  large  meadow.  "  This,  I  take  it,"  said  the  Senator,  looking  about 
him,  "  is  beyond  the  limits  of  my  lord's  plaything." 

"  This  is  Shugborough,"  said  Sir  George,  "  and  there  is  John  Eunce, 
the  occupier,  on  his  pony.  He,  at  any  rate,  is  a  model  farmer."  As 
he  spoke  Mr.  Eunce  slowly  trotted  up  to  them,  touching  his  hat,  and 
Mr.  Gotobed  recognized  the  man  who  had  declined  to  sit  next  to  him 
at  the  hunting  breakfast.  Eunce  also  thought  that  he  knew  the 
gentleman.  "  Do  you  hunt  to-morrow,  Mr.  Eunce  ?  "  asked  Sir  George. 

"  Well,  Sir  George,  no ;  I  think  not.  I  b'lieve  I  must  go  to  Eufford 
and  hear  that  fellow  Scrobby  get  it  hot  and  heavy." 

"  We  seem  all  to  be  going  that  way.  You  think  he'll  be  convicted, 
sir?" 

"  If  there's  a  juryman  left  in  the  country  worth  his  salt,  he'll  he 
convicted,"  said  Mr.  Eunce,  almost  enraged  at  the  doubt.  "  But  that 
other  fellow— he's  to  get  off.    That's  what  kills  me.  Sir  George." 

"You're  alluding  to  Mr.  Goarly,  sir?"  said  the  Senator. 

"  That's  about  it,  certainly,"  said  Eunce,  still  looking  very  sus- 
piciously at  his  companion. 

"  I  almost  think  he  is  the  bigger  rogue  of  the  two,"  said  the 
Senator. 

"  Well,"  said  Eunce ;  "  well,  I  don't  know  as  he  ain't.  Six  of  ore 
and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other!  That's  about  it."  But  he  was  evi- 
dently pacified  by  the  opinion." 
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"Goarlyis  certainly  a  rascal  all  round,"  continued  the  Senator. 
Tlunco  looked  at  him  to  make  sure  whether  he  was  the  man  who  had 
nttered  such  fearful  blasphemies  at  the  breakfast-table.  "  I  think  we 
Aad  a  little  discussion  about  this  before,  Mr.  Eunce." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  have  changed  your  i^inciples,  sir." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  am  too  old  to  change  my  principles,  Mr. 
Eunce.  And  much  as  I  admire  this  country  I  don't  think  it's  the 
place  in  which  I  should  be  induced  to  do  so."  Eunce  looked  at  him 
again  with  a  scowl  on  bis  face  and  with  a  falling  mouth.  "  Mr.  Goarly 
is  certainly  a  blackguard." 

Well ; — I  rather  think  he  is." 

"But  a  blackguard  may  have  a  good  cause.  Put  it  in  your 
own  case,  Mr.  Eunce.  If  his  lordship's  pheasants  ate  up  your 
wheat  " 

"They're  welcome; — they're  welcome!  The  more  the  merrier. 
But  they  don't.    Pheasants  know  when  they're  well  off." 

"  Or  if  a  crowd  of  horsemen  rode  over  your  fences,  don't  you 
think  " 

"  My  fences !  They'd  be  welcome  in  my  wife's  bedroom  if  the  fox 
took  that  way.  My  fences !  It's  what  I  has  fences  for, — to  be  ridden 
over." 

"  You  didn't  exactly  hear  what  I  have  to  say,  Mr.  Eunce." 

"And  I  don't  want.  No  offence,  sir,  if  you  be  a  friend  of  my 
lord's ; — but  if  his  lordship  was  to  say  hisself  that  Goarly  was  right, 
I  wouldn't  listen  to  him.  A  good  cause, — and  he  going  about  at  dead 
o'mght  with  his  pocket's  full  of  p'ison !  Hounds  and  foxes  all  one !— - 
or  Little  childer  either  for  the  matter  o'  that  if  they  happened  on  the 
herrings ! " 

"  I  have  not  said  his  cause  was  good,  Mr.  Eunce." 

"  I'll  wish  you  good-evening.  Sir  George,"  said  the  farmer,  reining 
his  pony  round.  "  Good-evening  to  you,  sir,"  and  Mr.  Eunce  trotted 
or  rather  ambled  off,  unable  to  endure  another  word. 

"  An  honest  man,  I  dare  say,"  said  the  Senator. 

"  Certainly ; — and  not  a  bad  specimen  of  a  British  farmer." 

"  Not  a  bad  specimen  of  a  Briton  generally ; — but  still,  perhaps,  a 
little  unreasonable."  After  that  Sir  George  said  as  little  as  he  could, 
till  he  had  brought  the  Senator  back  to  the  hall. 

"  I  think  it's  all  over  now,"  said  Lady  Pen  wether  to  Miss  Penge, 
when  the  gentlemen  had  left  them  alone  in  the  afternoon. 

"  I'm  sure  I  hope  so, — for  his  sake.  "What  a  woman  to  come  here 
by  herself  in  that  way ! " 

"  I  don't  think  he  ever  cared  for  her  in  the  least." 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  have  troubled  myself  much  about  that,"  replied 
Miss  Penge.  "  For  the  sake  of  the  family  generally,  and  the  property, 
and  all  that,  I  should  be  very  very  sorry  to  think  that  he  was  going 
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to  make  her  Lady  Knfford.  I  dare  say  he  has  amused  himself  with 
her." 

"  There  was  very  little  of  that,  as  far  as  I  can  learn ;— very  little 
encouragement  indeed !  What  we  saw  here  was  the  worst  of  it.  He 
was  hardly  with  her  at  all  at  Mistletoe." 

"  I  hope  it  will  make  him  more  cautious ;— that's  all,"  said  Miss 
Penge.  Miss  Penge  was  now  a  great  heiress,  having  had  her  lawsuit 
respecting  certain  shares  in  a  Welsh  coal  mine  settled  since  we  last 
saw  her.  As  all  the  world  knows,  she  came  from  one  of  the  oldest 
Commoner's  families  in  the  West  of  England,  and  is,  moreover  a 
handsome  young  woman,  only  27  years  of  age.  Lady  Penwether 
thinks  that  she  is  the  very  woman  to  be  mistress  of  Eufford,  and  I  do 
not  know  that  Miss  Penge  herself  is  averse  to  the  idea.  Lord  Eufford 
has  been  too  lately  wounded  to  rise  at  the  bait  quite  immediately; 
but  his  sister  knows  that  her  brother  is  impressionable  and  that  a 
little  patience  will  go  a  long  way.  They  have,  however,  all  agreed  at 
the  hall  that  Arabella's  name  shall  not  again  be  mentioned. 


CHAPTEE  LXIX. 
sceobby's  trial. 

EuFFOED  was  a  good  deal  moved  as  to  the  trial  of  Mr  Scrobby. 
Mr.  Scrobby  was  a  man  who  not  long  since  had  held  his  head  up 
in  Eufford  and  had  the  reputation  of  a  well-to-do  tradesman.  Enemies 
had  perhaps  doubted  his  probity ;  but  he  had  gone  on  and  prospered, 
and,  two  or  three  years  before  the  events  which  are  now  chronicled, 
had  retired  on  a  competence.  He  had  then  taken  a  house  with  a  few 
acres  of  land,  lying  between  Eufford  and  Eufford  Hall, — the  property 
of  Lord  Eufford,  and  had  commenced  genteel  life.  Many  in  the 
neighbourhood  had  been  astonished  that  such  a  man  should  have 
been  accepted  as  a  tenant  in  such  a  house ;  and  it  was  generally 
understood  that  Lord  Eufford  himself  had  been  very  angry  with  his 
agent.  Mr.  Scrobby  did  not  prosper  greatly  in  his  new  career.  He 
became  a  guardian  of  the  poor  and  quarrelled  with  all  the  Board.  He 
tried  to  become  a  municipal  councillor  in  the  borough,  but  failed. 
Then  he  quarrelled  with  his  landlord,  insisted  on  making  changes  in 
the  grounds  which  were  not  authorized  by  the  terms  of  his  holding, 
would  not  pay  his  rent,  and  was  at  last  ejected, — having  caused  some 
considerable  amotint  of  trouble.    Then  he  occupied  a  portion  of  hii 
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leisure  with  spreading  calumnies  as  to  his  lordship,  and  was  geherally 
understood  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to  be  disagreeable.  As  Lord 
Eufford  was  a  sportsman  rather  than  anything  else,  Scrobby  studied 
how  he  might  best  give  annoyance  in  that  direction,  and  some  time 
before  the  Goarly  affair,  had  succeeded  in  creating  considerable  dis- 
tm'bance.  When  a  man  will  do  this  pertinaciously,  and  when  his 
selected  enemy  is  wealthy  and  of  high  standing,  he  will  generally 
succeed  in  getting  a  party  round  him.  In  Eufford  there  were  not  a 
few  who  thought  that  Lord  Eufiford's  pheasants  and  foxes  were  a 
nuisance, — though  probably  these  persons  had  never  suffered  in 
any  way  themselves.  It  was  a  grand  thing  to  fight  a  lord, — and  so 
Scrobby  had  a  party. 

When  the  action  against  his  lordship  was  first  threatened  by  Goarly 
and  when  it  was  understood  that  Scrobby  had  backed  him  with  money, 
there  was  a  feeling  that  Scrobby  was  doing  rather  a  fine  thing,  fie 
had  not,  indeed,  used  his  money  openly,  as  the  Senator  had  afterwards 
done ;  but  that  was  not  Scrobby's  way.  If  Goarly  had  been  ill-used 
any  help  was  legitimate,  and  the  party  as  a  party  was  proud  of  their 
man.  But  when  it  came  to  pass  that  poison  had  been  laid  down, 
"wholesale"  as  the  hunting-men  said,  in  Dillsborough  Wood,  in  the 
close  vicinity  of  Goarly's  house,  then  the  party  hesitated.  Such 
strategy  as  that  was  disgusting ; — but  was  there  reason  to  think  that 
Scrobby  had  been  concerned  in  the  matter?  Scrobby  still  had  an 
income,  and  ate  roast  nleat  or  boiled  every  day  for  his  dinner.  Was 
it  likely  that  such  a  man  should  deal  in  herrings  and  strychnine  ? 

Nickem  had  been  at  work  for  the  last  three  months,  backed  up  by 
funds  which  had  latterly  been  provided  by  the  lord's  agent,  and  had 
in  truth  run  the  matter  down.  Nickem  had  found  out  all  about  it, 
and  in  his  pride  had  resigned  his  stool  in  Mr.  Masters'  office.  But 
the  Scrobby  party  in  Eufford  could  not  bring  itself  to  believe  that 
Xickem  was  correct.  That  Goarly's  hands  had  actually  placed  the 
herrings  no  man  either  at  Eufford  or  Dillsborough  had  doubted. 
Such  was  now  Nickem's  story.  But  of  what  avail  would  be  the 
evidence  of  such  a  man  as  Goarly  against  such  a  man  as  Scrobby  ? 
It  would  be  utterly  worthless  unless  corroborated,  and  the  Scrobby 
party  was  not  yet  aware  how  clever  Nickem  had  been.  Thus  all 
Eufford  was  interested  in  the  case. 

Lord  Eufford,  Sir  George  Penw^r^her,  his  lordship's  agent,  and 
Mr.  Gotobed,  had  been  summoned  as  witnesses, — the  expenditure  of 
money  by  the  Senator  having  by  this  time  become  notorious ;  and  on 
the  morning  of  the  trial  they  all  went  into  the  town  in  his  lordship's 
drag.  The  Senator,  as  the  guest,  was  on  the  box-seat  with  his 
lordship,  and  as  they  passed  old  Eunce  trotting  into  Eufford  on  his 
nag,  Mr.  Gotobed  began  to  tell  the  story  of  yesterday's  mooting, 
•complaining  of  the  absurdity  of  the  old  farmer's  anger. 

"  Penwether  told  me  about  it,"  said  the  lord. 
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"  I  'suppose  your  tenant  is  a  little  crazy  ? " 

"By  no  means.  I  tliought  he  was  right  in  what  he  said,  if  I 
understood  Penwether." 

"He  couldn't  have  been  right.  He  turned  from  me  in  disgust 
simply  because  I  tried  to  explain  to  him  that  a  rogue  has  as  much 
right  to  be  defended  by  the  law  as  an  honest  man." 

"  Eunce  looks  upon  these  men  as  vermin  which  ought  to  be  hunted 
down." 

"But  they  are  not  vermin.  They  are  men; — and  till  they  have 
been  found  guilty  they  are  innocent  men." 

"  If  a  man  had  murdered  your  child,  would  he  be  innocent  in  your 
eyes  till  he  was  convicted  ?  " 

"I  hope  so; — but  I  should  be  very  anxious  to  bring  home  the 
crime  against  him.  And  should  he  be  found  guilty  even  then  he 
should  not  be  made  subject  to  other  punishment  than  that  the  law 
awards.  Mr.  Eunce  is  angry  with  me  because  I  do  not  think 
that  Goarly  should  be  crushed  under  the  heels  of  all  his  neighbours. 
Take  care,  my  lord.  Didn't  we  come  round  that  corner  rather 
sharp?" 

Tlien  Lord  Eufford  emphatically  declared  that  such  men  as  Scrobby 
and  Groarly  should  be  crushed,  and  the  Senator,  with  an  inward  sigh, 
declared  that  between  landlord  and  tenant,  between  peer  and  farmer, 
between  legislator  and  rustic,  there  was,  in  capacity  for  logical 
inference,  no  difference  whatever.  The  British  heart  might  be  all 
right;  but  the  British  head  was, — ah, — hopelessly  wooden!  It 
would  be  his  duty  to  say  so  in  his  lecture,  and  perhaps  some  good 
might  be  done  to  so  gracious  but  so  stolid  a  people,  if  only  they  could 
be  got  to  listen. 

Scrobby  had  got  down  a  barrister  from  London,  and  therefore  the 
case  was  allowed  to  drag  itself  out  through  the  whole  day.  Lord 
Eufford,  as  a  magistrate,  went  on  to  the  bench  himself, — though  he 
explained  that  he  only  took  his  seat  there  as  a  spectator.  Sir  George 
and  Mr.  Gotobed  were  also  allowed  to  sit  in  the  high  place, — though 
the  Senator  complained  even  of  this.  Goarly  and  Scrobby  were  not 
allowed  to  be  there,  and  Lord  Eufford,  in  his  opinion,  should  also  have 
been  debarred  from  such  a  privilege.  A  long  time  was  occupied 
before  even  a  jury  could  be  sworn,  the  barrister  earning  his  money  by 
brow-beating  the  provincial  bench  and  putting  various  obstacles  in  the 
way  of  the  trial.  As  he  was  used  to  practice  at  the  assizes  of  course 
he  was  able  to  domineer.  This  juror  would  not  do,  nor  that.  The 
chairman  was  all  wrong  in  his  law.  The  ofScers  of  the  Court  knew 
nothing  about  it.  At  first  there  was  quite  a  triumph  for  th& 
Scrobbyites,  and  even  Nickem  himself  was  frightened.  But  at  last 
the  real  case  was  allowed  to  begin,  and  Goarly  was  soon  in  the 
witness-box.  Goarly  did  not  seem  to  enjoy  the  day,  and  was 
with  difficulty  got  to  tell  his  own  story  even  on  his  own  side. 
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But  the  story  when  it  was  tokl  was  simple  enough.  He  had  met 
i\ir.  Scrobby  accitlontally  in  Eufford  and  they  two  had  together 
discussed  the  affairs  of  the  young  lord.  They  came  to  an  agreement 
that  the  young  lord  was  a  tyrant  and  ought  to  be  put  down,  and 
Scrobby  showed  how  it  was  to  be  done.  Scrobby  instigated  the  action 
about  the  pheasants,  and  undertook  to  pay  the  expenses  if  Goarly 
would  act  in  the  other  little  matter.  But,  when  he  found  that  the 
Senator's  money  was  forthcoming,  he  had  been  anything  bnt  as  good 
as  his  word.  Goarly  swore  that  in  hard  cash  he  had  never  seen 
more  than  four  shillings  of  Scrobby's  money.  As  to  the  poison,  Goarly 
declared  that  he  knew  nothing  about  it ;  but  he  certainly  had  received 
a  parcel  of  herrings  from  Scrobby's  own  hands,  and  in  obedience  to 
Scrobby's  directions,  had  laid  them  down  in  Dillsborough  Wood  the 
very  morning  on  which  the  hounds  had  come  there.  He  owned  that  he 
supposed  that  there  might  be  something  in  the  herrings,  something 
that  would  probably  bo  deleterious  to  hounds  as  well  as  foxes, — or  to 
children  should  the  herrings  happen  to  fall  into  children's  hands; 
but  he  assured  the  Court  that  he  had  no  knowledge  of  poison, — none 
whatever.  Then  he  was  made  by  the  other  side  to  give  a  complete 
and  a  somewhat  prolonged  account  of  his  own  life  up  to  the  present 
time, — this  information  being  of  course  required  by  the  learned 
barrister  on  the  other  side;  in  listening  to  which,  the  Senator  did 
become  thoroughly  ashamed  of  the  Briton  whom  he  had  assisted  with 
his  generosity. 

But  all  this  would  have  been  nothing  had  not  Nickem  secured  the 
old  woman  who  had  sold  the  herrings, — and  also  the  chemist,  from 
whom  the  strychnine  had  been  purchased  as  much  as  three  years 
previously.  This  latter  feat  was  Nickem's  great  triumph, — the  feeling 
of  the  glory  of  which  induced  him  to  throw  up  his  employment  in 
Mr.  Masters'  ofEce,  and  thus  brought  him  and  his  family  to  absolute 
ruin  within  a  few  months  in  spite  of  the  liberal  answers  which  were 
made  by  Lord  Eufford  to  many  of  his  numerous  appeals.  Away  in 
Xorrington  the  poison  had  been  purchased  as  much  as  three  years  ago, 
and  yet  Nickem  had  had  the  luck  to  find  it  out.  When  the  Scrob- 
byites  heard  that  Scrobby  had  gone  all  the  way  to  Norrington  to  buy 
strychnine  to  kill  rats,  they  were  Scrobbyites  no  longer.  "  I  hope 
they'll  hang  'un.  I  do  hope  they'll  hang  'un,"  said  Mr.  Eunce  quite 
out  loud  from  his  crowded  seat  just  behind  the  attorney's  bench. 

The  barrister  of  course  struggled  hard  to  earn  his  money.  Though 
ho  could  not  save  his  client,  he  might  annoy  the  other  side.  He 
insisted,  therefore,  on  bringing  the  whole  affair  of  the  pheasants  before 
the  court,  and  examined  the  Senator  at  great  length.  He  asked  the 
Senator  whether  he  had  not  found  himself  compelled  to  sympathise 
•■.  ith  the  wrongs  he  had  witnessed.  The  Senator  declared  that  he 
liad  witnessed  no  wrongs.  Why  then  had  he  interfered?  Because 
he  had  thought  that  there  might  be  wrong,  and  because  he  wished 
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to  see  what  power  a  poor  man  in  this  country  would  have  against 
a  rich  one.  He  was  induced  still  to  think  that  Goarly  had  been  ill- 
treated  about  the  pheasants ; — but  he  could  not  take  upon  himsel: 
to  say  that  he  had  witnessed  any  wrong  done.  But  he  was  quite 
sure  that  the  system  on  which  such  things  were  managed  in  England 
was  at  Tariance  with  that  even  justice  which  prevailed  in  his  own 
country !  Yes ; — by  his  own  country  he  did  mean  Mikewa.  He  could 
tell  that  learned  gentleman,  in  spite  of  his  sneers,  and  in  spite  of  his 
evident  ignorance  of  geography,  that  nowhere  on  the  earth's  surface 
was  justice  more  purely  administered  than  in  the  great  Western  State 
of  Mikewa.  It  was  felt  by  everybody  that  the  Senator  had  the 
best  of  it, 

Mr.  Scrobby  was  sent  into  durance  for  twelve  months  with  hard 
labour,  and  Goarly  was  conveyed  away  in  the  custody  of  the  pohce, 
lest  he  should  be  torn  to  pieces  by  the  rough  lovers  of  hunting  who 
were  congregated  outside.  When  the  sentence  had  reached  Mr. 
Eunce's  ears,  and  had  been  twice  explained  to  him,  first  by  one  neigh- 
bour and  then  by  another,  his  face  assumed  the  very  look  which  it 
had  worn  when  he  carried  away  his  victuals  from  the  Senator's  side 
at  Eufford  Hall,  and  when  he  had  turned  his  pony  round  on  his  own 
land  on  the  previous  evening.  The  man  had  killed  a  fox  and  might 
have  killed  a  dozen  hounds,  and  was  to  be  locked  up  only  for  twelve 
months !  He  indignantly  asked  his  neighbour  ■what  had  come  of  Van 
Dieman's  Land,  and  what  was  the  use  of  Botany  Bay. 

On  their  way  back  to  Eufford  Hall,  Lord  Eufford  would  have  been 
triumphant,  had  not  the  Senator  checked  him.  "  It's  a  bad  state  of 
things  altogether,"  he  said.  "  Of  course,  the  promiscuous  use  of 
strychnine  is  objectionable." 

"  Eather,"  said  his  lordship. 

"  But  is  it  odd  that  an  utterly  uneducated  man,  one  whom  his 
country  has  left  to  grow  tip  in  the  ignorance  of  a  brute,  should  have 
recourse  to  any  measure,  however  objectionable,  when  the  law  will 
absolutely  give  him  no  redress  against  the  trespass  made  by  a  couple 
of  hundred  horsemen  ?  "  Lord  Eufford  gave  it  up,  feeling  the  Senator 
to  be  a  man  with  whom  he  could  not  argue. 
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When  once  Mrs.  JMorton  had  taken  her  departure  for  London,  on  the 
<lay  after  her  grandson's  death,  nothing  further  was  heard  of  her  at 
Bragton.  She  locked  up  everything  and  took  all  the  keys  away,  as 
though  still  hoping, — against  hope, — that  the  will  might  turn  out  to 
be  other  than  she  expected.  But  when  the  lawyer  came  down  to  read 
the  document,  he  brought  the  keys  back  with  him,  and  no  further 
tidings  reached  Dillsborough  respecting  the  old  woman.  She  still 
drew  her  income  as  she  had  done  for  half  a  century,  but  never  even 
came  to  look  at  the  stone  which  Eeginald  put  up  on  the  walls  of 
Bragton  church  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  his  cousin.  What  moans 
she  made  she  made  in  silent  obscurity,  and  devoted  the  remainder  of 
her  years  to  putting  together  money  for  members  of  her  own  family 
who  took  no  notice  of  her. 

After  the  funeral,  Lady  Ushant  returned  to  the  house  at  the 
request  of  her  nephew,  who  declared  his  purpose  of  remaining  at 
Hoppet  Hall  for  the  present.  She  expostulated  with  him  and  received 
from  him  an  assurance  that  he  would  take  up  his  residence  as  squire 
at  Bragton  as  soon  as  he  married  a  wife, — should  he  ever  do  so.  In 
the  meantime  he  could,  he  thought,  perform  his  duties  from  Hoppet 
Hall  as  well  as  on  the  spot.  As  a  residence  for  a  bachelor  he  pre- 
ferred, he  said,  Hoppet  Hall  to  the  park.  Lady  Ushant  yielded  and 
returned  once  again  to  her  old  home, — the  house  in  which  she  had 
been  born, — and  gave  up  her  lodgings  at  Cheltenham.  The  word  that 
he  said  about  his  possible  marriage  set  her  mind  at  work,  and  induced 
her  to  put  sundry  questions  to  him.  "  Of  course  you  will  marry  ?  " 
she  said. 

'■'  lien  who  have  property  to  leave  behind  them  usually  do  marry, 
and  as  I  am  not  wiser  than  others,  I  probably  may  do  so.  But  I  will 
not  admit  that  it  is  a  matter  of  course.    I  may  escape  yet." 

"  I  do  hope  you  will  marry.  I  hope  it  may  be  before  I  die,  so  that 
I  may  see  her." 

"  And  disapprove  of  her,  ten  to  one." 

"  Certainly  I  shall  not  if  you  tell  me  that  you  love  her." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you  so, — to  prevent  disagreeable  results." 

"  I  am  quite  sure  there  must  be  somebody  that  you  like,  Eeginald," 
she  said  after  a  pause. 

"  Are  you  ?  I  don't  know  that  I  have  shown  any  very  strong 
preference.  I  am  not  disposed  to  praise  myself  for  many  things,  but 
I  really  do  think  that  I  have  been  as  undemonstrative  as  most  men  of 
my  ago." 
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"Still  I  did  hope  " 

"  What  did  you  hope  ?  " 

"I  won't  mention  any  name.  I  don't  think  it  is  right.  I  have 
observed  that  more  harm  than  good  comes  of  such  talking,  and  I  have 

determined  always  to  avoid  it.    But  ."    Then  there  was  another 

pause.  "  Eemember  how  old  I  am,  Eeginald,  and  when  it  is  to  be 
done  give  me  at  any  rate  the  pleasure  of  knowing  it."  Of  course  he 
knew  to  whom  she  alluded,  and  of  course  he  laughed  at  her  feeble 
caution.  But  he  would  not  say  a  word  to  encourage  her  to  mention 
the  name  of  Mary  Masters.  He  thought  that  he  was  sure  that  were 
the  girl  free  he  would  now  ask  her  to  be  his  wife.  If  he  loved  anyone 
it  was  her.  If  he  had  ever  known  a  woman  with  whom  he  thought  it 
would  be  pleasant  to  share  the  joy  and  labours  of  life,  it  was  Mary 
Masters.  If  he  could  imagine  that  any  one  constant  companion  would 
be  a  joy  to  him  she  would  be  that  person.  But  he  had  been  distinctly 
informed  that  she  was  in  love  with  someone,  and  not  for  worlds  would 
he  ask  for  that  which  had  been  given  to  another.  And  not  for  worldc 
would  he  hazard  the  chance  of  a  refusal.  He  thought  that  he  could 
understand  the  delight,  that  he  could  thoroughly  enjoy  the  rapture,  of 
hearing  her  whisper  with  downcast  eyes,  that  she  could  love  him.  He 
had  imagination  enough  to  build  castles  in  the  air  in  which  she  reigned 
as  princess,  in  which  she  would  lie  with  her  head  upon  his  bosom  and 
tell  him  that  he  was  her  chosen  prince.  But  he  would  hardly  know 
how  to  bear  himself  should  he  ask  in  vain.  He  believed  he  could  love 
as  well  as  Lawrence  Twentyman,  but  he  was  sure  that  he  could  not 
continue  his  quest  as  that  young  man  had  done. 

"When  Lady  Ushant  had  been  a  day  or  two  at  the  house  she  asked 
him  whether  she  might  invite  Mary  there  as  her  guest, — as  her  per- 
petual guest. — "  I  have  no  objection  in  life,"  he  said ; — "  but  take  care 
that  you  don't  interfere  with  her  happiness." 

"  Because  of  her  father  and  sisters  ?  "  suggested  the  innocent  old 
lady. 

"  '  Has  she  a  father,  has  she  a  mother ; 

Or  has  she  a  dearer  one  still  than  all  other  ? '  " 

said  Eeginald  laughing. 
"  Perhaps  she  has." 

"  Then  don't  interfere  with  her  happiness  in  that  direction.  How 
is  she  to  have  a  lover  come  to  see  her  out  here  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  I  don't  see  why  she  shouldn't  have  a  lover  here  as 
well  as  in  Dillsborough.  I  don't  object  to  lovers,  if  they  are  of  thv 
proper  sort; — and  I  am  sure  Mary  wouldn't  have  anything  else." 
Eeginald  told  her  she  might  do  as  she  pleased,  and  made  no  further 
inquiry  as  to  JIary's  lovers. 

A  few  days  afterwards  Mary  went  with  her  boxes  to  Brao-ton  — 
Mrs.  Masters  repeating  her  objections  but  repeating  them  with  but 
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little  energy.  Just  at  this  time  a  stroke  of  good  fortune  befell  the 
Masters  family  generally  ■which  greatly  reduced  her  power  over  her 
husband.  Eeginald  Morton  had  spent  an  hour  in  the  attorney's  office, 
and  had  declared  his  purpose  of  restoring  Mr.  Masters  to  his  old  family 
position  in  regard  to  the  Bragton  estate.  When  she  heard  it  she  felt 
at  once  that  her  dominion  was  gone.  She  had  based  everything  on  the 
growing  inferiority  of  her  husband's  position,  and  now  he  was  about 
to  have  all  his  glory  back  again !  She  had  inveighed  against  gentle- 
men from  the  day  of  her  marriage, — and  here  he  was,  again  to  be 
immersed  up  to  his  eyes  in  the  affairs  of  a  gentleman.  And  then  she 
had  been  so  wrong  about  Goarly,  and  Lord  Eufford  had  been  so  much 
better  a  client !  And  ready  money  had  been  so  much  more  plentiful  of 
late,  owing  to  poor  John  Morton's  ready-handed  honesty !  She  had 
very  little  to  say  about  it  when  Mary  packed  her  boxes  and  was  taken 
in  Mr.  Eunciman's  fly  to  Bragton. 

Since  the  old  days,  the  old  days  of  all,  since  the  days  to  which 
Eeginald  had  referred  when  he  asked  her  to  pass  over  the  bridge  with 
Jiim,  she  had  never  yet  walked  about  the  Bragton  grounds.    She  had 
often  been  to  the  house,  visiting  Lady  Ushant ;  but  she  had  simply 
gone  thither  and  returned.    And  indeed,  when  the  house  had  been 
empty,  the  walk  from  Dillsborough  to  the  bridge  and  back  had  been 
■sufficient  exercise  for  herself  and  her  sisters.    But  now  she  could  go 
whither  she  listed,  and  bring  her  memory  to  all  the  old  spots.  With 
the  tenacity  as  to  household  matters,  which  characterised  the  ladies 
of  the  country  some  years  since.  Lady  Ushant  employed  all  her  morn- 
ings and  those  of  her  young  friend  in  making  inventories  of  every- 
thing that  was  found  in  the  house ;  but  her  afternoons  were  her  own, 
and  she  wandered  about  with  a  freedom  she  had  never  known  before. 
At  this  time  Eeginald  Morton  was  up  in  London,  and  had  been  away 
nearly  a  week.    He  had  gone  intending  to  be  absent  for  some  unde- 
fined time,  so  that  Lady  Ushant  and  Mrs.  Hopkins  were  free  from  all 
interruption.    It  was  as  yet  only  the  middle  of  March,  and  the  lion 
had  not  altogether  disappeared ;  but  still  Mary  could  get  out.  She 
did  not  care  much  for  the  wind ;  and  she  roamed  about  among  the 
leafless  shrubberies,  thinking, — probably  not  of  many  things, — mean- 
ing always  to  think  of  the  past,  but  unable  to  keep  her  mind  from  the 
future,  the  future  which  should  so  soon  be  the  present.    How  long 
■would  it  be  before  the  coming  of  that  stately  dame  ?    Was  he  in  quest 
of  her  now?    Had  he  perhaps  postponed  his  demand  upon  her  till 
fortune  had  made  him  rich  ?    Of  course,  she  had  no  right  to  be  sorry 
that  he  had  inherited  the  property  which  had  been  his  almost  of 
right ;— but  yet,  had  it  been  otherwise,  might  she  not  have  had  some 
chance  ?   But,  oh,  if  he  had  said  a  word  to  her,  only  a  word  more 
than  he  had  spoken  already, — a  word  that  might  have  sounded  like 
encouragement  to  others  beside  herself,  and  then  havQ  been  obliged 
to  draw  back  because  of  the  duty  which  he  owed  to  the  croperty,— 
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how  much  worse  would  that  have  been !  She  did  own  to  herself  that 
the  squire  of  Bragton  should  not  look  for  his  wife  in  the  house  of  a 
Dnisborough  attorney.  As  she  thought  of  this,  a  tear  ran  down  her 
cheek  and  trickled  down  unto  the  wooden  rail  of  the  little  bridge. 

"  There's  no  one  to  give  you  an  excuse  now,  and  you  must  come 
and  walk  round  with  me,"  said  a  voice,  close  to  her  ear. 

"  Oh,  3Ir.  ilorton,  how  you  have  startled  me ! " 

"Is  there  anything  the  matter,  ilary  ?"  said  he,  looking  up  iato 
her  face. 

"  Only  you  have  startled  me  so." 

"Has  that  brought  tears  into  your  eyes  ? " 

"  Well, — I  suppose  so,"  she  said,  trying  to  smile.  "  You  were  so 
very  quiet,  and  I  thought  you  were  ia  London." 

"  So  I  was  this  morning,  and  now  I  am  here.  But  something  else 
has  made  you  unhappy." 

"Xo;  nothing." 

"  I  wish  we  could  be  friends,  llary.   I  wish  I  could  know  your 
secret.    You  have  a  secret." 
" Iso,"  she  said,  boldly. 
"  Is  there  nothing '? " 
"What  should  there  be,  ilr.  Morton?" 
"  Tell  me  why  you  were  crying." 

"  I  was  not  crying.  Just  a  tear  is  not  crying.  Sometimes  one 
does  get  melancholy.  One  can't  cry  when  there  is  anyone  to  look, 
and  so  one  does  it  alone.  I'd  have  been  laughing  if  I  knew  that  you 
were  coming." 

"  Come  round  by  the  kennels.  You  can  get  over  the  wall ;— can't 
you?" 

"  Oh  yes." 

"  And  we'U  go  down  the  old  orchard,  and  get  out  by  the  comer  of 
the  park  fence."  Then  he  walked  and  she  followed  him,  hardly 
keepiag  close  by  his  side,  and  thinking  as  she  went  how  foolish  she 
had  been  not  to  have  avoided  the  perils  and  fresh  troubles  of  such  a 
walk.  "WTien  he  was  helping  her  over  the  wall  he  held  her  hands  for 
a  moment,  and  she  was  aware  of  unusual  pressure.  It  was  the  pressure 
of  love, — or  of  that  pretence  of  love  which  young  men,  and  perhaps 
old  men,  sometimes  permit  themselves  to  affect.  In  an  ordinary  way, 
Mary  would  have  thought  as  little  of  it  as  another  girl.  She  might 
feel  dislike  to  the  man,  but  the  affair  would  be  too  light  for  resent- 
ment. With  this  man  it  was  different.  He  certainly  was  not  justified 
in  making  the  slightest  expression  of  factitious  affection.  He  at  any 
rate,  should  have  felt  himself  bound  to  abstain  from  any  touch  of 
peculiar  tenderness.  She  would  not  say  a  word.  She  would  not  even 
look  at  him  with  angry  eyes.  But  she  twitched  both  her  hands  away 
from  him  as  she  sprang  to  the  ground.  Then  there  was  a  passage 
across  the  orchard, — not  more  than  a  hundred  yards,  and  after  that  a 
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stile.  At  the  stile,  she  insisted  on  using  her  own  hand  for  the  custody 
of  her  dress.   She  would  not  even  touch  his  outstretched  arm.   "  You 
are  very  independent,"  he  said. 
"  I  have  to  be  so." 

"  I  cannot  make  you  out,  Mary.  I  wonder  whether  there  is  still 
anything  rankling  in  your  bosom  against  me." 

"  Oh  dear  no.   What  should  rankle  with  me  ?  " 

"  What  indeed ; — unless  you  resent  my — regard." 

"  I  am  not  so  rich  in  friends  as  to  do  that,  Mr.  Morton." 

"  I  don't  suppose  there  can  be  many  people  who  have  the  same 
sort  of  feeling  for  you  that  I  have." 

"  There  are  not  many  who  have  known  me  so  long,  certainly." 

"  You  have  some  friend,  I  know,"  he  said. 

"  More  than  one,  I  hope." 

"  Some  special  friend.   Who  is  he,  Mary  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Mr.  Morton."   She  then  thought 
that  he  was  still  alluding  to  Lawrence  Twentyman. 
"  Tell  me,  Mary." 
"  What  am  I  to  tell  you  ?  " 
"  Your  father  says  that  there  is  some  one." 
"Papa!" 

"  Yes  ; — your  father." 

Then  she  remembered  it  all; — how  she  had  been  driven  into  a* 
half  confession  to  her  father.  She  could  not  say  there  was  nobody. 
She  certainly  could  not  say  who  that  some  one  was.  She  could  not 
be  silent,  for  by  silence  she  would  be  confessing  a  passion  for  some- 
other  man, — a  passion  which  certainly  had  no  existence.  "I  don't 
know  why  papa  should  talk  about  me,"  she  said, "  and  I  certainly 
don't  know  why  you  should  repeat  what  he  said." 

"  But  there  is  some  one  ?  "  She  clenched  her  fist,  and  hit  out  at 
the  air  with  her  parasol,  and  knit  her  brows  as  she  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  glance  of  fire  in  her  eye  which  he  had  never  seen  there  before. 
"  Believe  me,  Mary,"  he  said ;  "  if  ever  a  girl  had  a  sincere  friend, 
you  have  one  in  me.  I  would  not  tease  you  by  impertinence  in  such 
a  matter.  I  will  be  as  faithful  to  you  as  the  sun.  Do  you  love  any 
one?" 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  turning  round  at  him  with  ferocity,  and  shouting 
out  her  answer  as  she  pressed  on. 
"Who  Is  ho,  Mary?" 

"  What  right  have  you  to  ask  me  ?  What  right  can  anyone  have  ? 
Even  your  aunt  would  not  press  me  as  you  are  doing." 

"  My  aunt  could  not  have  the  same  interest.  Who  is  he,  Mary  ?  " 
"  I  will  not  tell  you." 

He  paused  a  few  moments,  and  walked  on  a  step  or  two  before  he 
spoke  again.    "  I  would  it  were  I,"  he  said. 
"  What ! "  she  ejaculated. 
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"  I  wotild  it  were  I,"  he  repeated. 

One  glance  of  lier  eye  stole  itself  round  into  his  face,  and  then  her 
face  was  turned  quickly  to  the  ground.  Her  parasol,  which  had  been 
raised,  drooped  listless  from  her  hand.  All  unconsciously  she  hastened 
her  steps,  and  became  aware  that  the  tears  were  streaming  from  her 
eyes.  For  a  moment  or  two  it  seemed  to  her  that  all  was  still  hope- 
less. If  he  had  no  more  to  say  than  that,  certainly  she  had  not  a 
word.  He  had  made  her  no  tender  of  his  love.  He  had  not  told  her 
that  in  very  truth  she  was  his  chosen  one.  After  all,  she  was  not 
sure  that  she  understood  the  meaning  of  those  words,  "  I  would  it 
were  I."  But  the  tears  were  coming  so  quick  that  she  could  see 
nothing  of  the  things  around  her,  and  she  did  not  dare  even  to  put 
her  hand  up  to  her  eyes.  If  he  wanted  her  love, — if  it  was  possible 
that  he  really  wished  for  it, — why  did  he  not  ask  for  it?  She  felt 
his  footsteps  close  to  hers,  and  she  was  tempted  to  walk  on  quicker 
even  than  before.  Then  there  came  the  fingers  of  a  hand  round  her 
waist,  stealing  gradually  on  till  she  felt  the  pressure  of  his  body  on 
lier  shoulders.  She  put  her  hand  up  weakly,  to  push  back  the  in- 
truding fingers, — only  to  leave  it  tight  in  his  grasp.  Then, — then  was 
the  first  moment  in  which  she  realised  the  truth.  After  all,  he  did 
love  her.  Surely  he  would  not  hold  her  there  unless  he  meant  her  to 
know  that  he  loved  her.  "  Mary,"  he  said.  To  speak  was  impossible, 
but  she  turned  round  and  looked  at  him  with  imploring  eyes.  "  Mary, 
— say  that  you  will  be  my  wife." 
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"my  own,  own  husband." 

Yes  ; — it  had  come  at  last.  As  one  may  imagine  to  be  the  certainty 
of  Paradise  to  the  doubting,  fearful,  all  but  despairing  soul  when  it  has 
passed  through  the  gates  of  death,  and  found  in  new  worlds  a  reality 
of  assured  bliss,  so  was  the  assurance  to  her,  conveyed  by  that  simple 
request,  "  Mary,  say  that  you  will  be  my  wife."  it  did  not  seem  to 
her  that  any  answer  was  necessary.  Will  it  be  required  that  the  spirit 
shall  assent  to  its  entrance  into  Elysium  ?  Was  there  room  for  doubt  ? 
He  would  never  go  back  from  his  word  now.  He  would  not  have 
spoken  the  word  had  he  not  been  quite,  quite  certain.  And  he  had 
loved  her  all  that  time,— when  she  was  so  hard  to  him !  It  must  have 
been  so.  He  had  loved  her,  this  bright  one,  even  when  he  thought 
that  she  was  to  be  given  to  that  clay-bound  rustic  lover !  Perhaps 
that  wss  the  sweetest  of  it  all,  though  in  draining  the  sweet  draup-ht 
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she  bad  to  accuse  herself  of  hardness,  blindness,  and  iiijvistice.  Could 
it  be  real  ?  Was  it  true  that  she  had  her  foot  firmly  placed  in  Para- 
ilise?  He  was  there,  close  to  her,  with  his  arm  still  round  her,  and 
lier  fingers  grasped  within  his.  The  word  wife  was  still  in  her  ears, 
—surely  the  sweetest  word  in  all  the  language !  What  protestation 
of  love  could  have  been  so  eloquent  as  that  question  ?  "  Will  you  be 
my  wife  ?  "  No  true  man,  she  thought,  ever  ought  to  ask  the  question 
in  any  other  form.  But  her  eyes  were  still  full  of  tears,  and  as  she 
went  she  knew  not  where  she  was  going.  She  had  forgotten  all  her 
surroundings,  being  only  aware  that  he  was  with  her,  and  that  no  other 
eyes  were  on  them. 

Then  there  was  another  stile  on  reaching  which  he  withdrew  his 
nrm  and  stood  facing  her  with  his  back  leaning  against  it.  "  Why  do 
you  weep  ? "  he  said ; — "  and,  Mary,  why  do  you  not  answer  my 
juestion  ?   If  there  be  anybody  else  you  must  tell  me  now." 

"There  is  nobody  else,"  said  she  almost  angrily.  "There  never 
was.    There  never  could  be." 

"  And  yet  there  was  somebody ! "  She  pouted  her  lips  at  him, 
glancing  up  into  his  face  for  half  a  second,  and  then  again  hung  her 
Head  down.    "  Mary,  do  not  grudge  me  my  delight." 

"No ;— no;— no!" 

"  But  you  do." 

"  No.    If  there  can  be  delight  to  you  in  so  poor  a  thing,  have  it  all." 

"  Then  you  must  kiss  me,  dear,"  She  gently  came  to  him, — oh 
so  gently, — and  with  her  head  still  hanging,  creeping  towards  his 
shoulder,  thinking,  perhaps,  that  the  motion  should  have  been  his,  but 
still  obeying  him,  and  then,  leaning  against  him,  seemed  as  though 
she  would  stoop  with  her  lips  to  his  hand.  But  this  he  did  not 
endure.  Seizing  her  quickly  in  his  arms  he  drew  her  up,  till  her  not 
unwilling  face  was  close  to  his,  and  there  he  kept  her  till  she  was 
ilmost  frightened  by  his  violence.  "And  now,  Mary,  what  do  you 
say  to  my  question  ?   It  has  to  be  answered." 

"  Tou  know." 

"  But  that  will  not  do.   I  will  have  it  in  words.   I  will  not  be 

shorn  of  my  delight." 

That  it  should  be  a  delight  to  him,  was  the  very  essence  of  her 
lieaven.  "  Tell  me  what  to  say,"  she  answered.  "How  may  I  say  it 
best  ?  " 

"  Eeginald  Morton,"  he  began. 

"Eeginald,"  she  repeated  it  after  him,  but  went  no  farther  in 
naming  him. 

"  Because  I  love  you  better  than  any  other  being  in  the  world — " 
"I  do." 

"  Ah,  but  say  it." 

"Because  I  love  you,  oli.  so  much  better  than  all  the  world 
besides." 

2b 
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Therefore,  mj  own,  own  husband  " 

"  Therefore,  my  own,  own  "   Then  she  pansed. 

"  Say  the  word." 

"  My  own,  own  hnshand." 

"  I  will  be  your  true  wife." 

"  I  M  ill  be  your  own  true  loving  wife."    Then  lie  kissed  her  again. 

"  That,''  he  said,  "  is  our  little  marriage  ceremony  under  God's 
sky,  and  no  other  can  be  more  binding.  As  soon  as  you,  in  the 
plentitude  of  your  maiden  power,  will  fLs:  a  day  for  the  other  one,  and 
when  we  can  get  that  over,  then  we  will  begin  our  little  joiurney 
together." 
^■■  But,  Eesinald!" 

"Well,  dear!" 

"  You  haven't  said  Einything." 

"  Haven't  I  ?   I  thought  I  had  said  it  aU." 

"  But  you  haven't  said  it  for  yom-self !  " 

"  Ton  sav  what  you  want, — and  I'll  repeat  it  quite  as  well  as  you 
did." 

"  I  can't  do  that.    Say  it  yourself." 

"I  will  be  your  true  husband  for  the  rest  of  the  journey: — by 
which  I  mean  it  to  be  understood  that  I  take  you  into  pai'tnei-ship  on 
equal  terms,  but  that  I  am  to  be  allowed  to  manage  tlie  business  just 
as  I  please." 

"  Yes ; — that  you  shall,"  she  said,  quite  in  earnest. 

"  Only  as  you  are  practical  and  I  am  vague,  I  don't  doubt  that 
everything  will  fall  into  your  hands  before  five  years  are  over,  and 
that  I  shall  have  to  be  told  whether  I  can  afford  to  buy  a  new  book, 
and  when  I  am  to  ask  all  the  gentry  to  dinner." 

"  Now  you  are  laughing  at  me  Ibecause  I  shall  know  so  little  about 
anything." 

"  Come,  dear ;  let  us  get  over  the  stile  and  go  on  for  another  field, 
or  we  shall  never  get  round  the  park.''  Then  she  jumped  over  after 
him,  just  touching  his  hand.  "  I  was  not  laughing  at  you  at  all.  I 
don't  in  the  least  doubt  that  in  a  very  little  time  you  will  know 
everything  about  everything." 

"  I  am  so  much  afraid." 

"You  needn't  be.  I  know  you  well  enough  for  that.  But  suppose 
I  had  taken  such  a  one  as  that  young  woman  who  was  here  with  my 
poor  cousin.    Oh,  heavens ! " 

"  Perhaps  you  ought  to  have  done  so." 

"  I  thank  the  Lord  that  hath  delivered  me." 

"You  ought,— you  ought  to  have  chosen  some  lady  of  high 
standing,"  said  Mary,  thinking  with  ineffable  joy  of  the  stately  dame 
who  was  not  to  come  to  Bragton.  Do  you  know  what  I  was  thinking 
only  the  other  day  about  it '?— that  you  had  gone  iip  to  London  to 
look  for  some  proper  sort  of  person." 
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"  And  how  did  yon  mean  to  receive  her  ?  " 

"  I  shouldn't  hare  received  her  at  all.    I  should  have  gone  away 
You  can't  do  it  now." 
"  Can't  I  ?  " 

"  What  were  you  thanking  the  Lord  for  so  heartily  ?  " 
"  For  you." 

"  Were  you  ?  This  is  the  sweetest  thing  you  have  said  yet.  My 
own ; — my  darling ; — my  dearest !  If  only  I  can  so  live  that  you  may- 
be able  to  thank  the  Lord  for  me  in  years  to  come ! " 

I  will  not  trouble  the  reader  with  all  that  was  said  at  every  stile. 
No  doubt  very  much  of  what  has  been  told  was  repeated  again  and 
again  so  that  the  walk  round  the  park  was  abnormally  long.  At 
last,  however,  they  reached  the  house,  and  as  they  entered  the  hall, 
Mary  whispered  to  him,  "  Who  is  to  tell  your  aunt  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Come  along,"  he  replied,  striding  upstairs  to  his  aunt's  bedroom, 
where  he  knew  she  would  be  at  this  time.  He  opened  the  door  with- 
out any  notice  and,  having  waited  till  Mary  had  joined  him,  led  her 
forcibly  into  the  middle  of  the  room.  "  Here  she  is,"  he  said ; — "  my 
wife  elect." 

" Oh,  Eeginaldl" 

"  We  have  managed  it  all,  and  there  needn't  be  any  more  said 
about  it  except  to  settle  the  day.  Mary  has  been  looking  about  the 
house  and  learning  her  duty  already.  She'll  be  able  to  have  every 
bedstead  and  every  chair  by  heart,  which  is  an  advantage  ladies 
seldom  possess."  Then  Mary  rushed  forward  and  was  received  into 
the  old  woman's  arms. 

When  Eeginald  left  them,  which  he  did  very  soon  after  the 
announcement  was  made.  Lady  Ushant  had  a  great  deal  to  say.  "I 
have  been  thinking  of  it,  my  dear, — oh, — for  years; — ever  since  he 
came  to  Hoppet  Hall.  But  I  am  quite  sure  the  best  way  is  never 
to  say  anything.  If  I  had  interfered  there  is  no  knowing  how  it 
might  have  been." 

"  Then,  dear  Lady  Ushant,  I  am  so  glad  you  didn't,"  said  Mary, 
— being  tolerably  sure  at  the  same  time  within  her  own  bosom  that 
her  loving  old  friend  could  have  done  no  harm  in  that  direction. 

"  I  wouldn't  say  a  word  though  I  was  always  thinking  of  it.  But 
then  he  is  so  odd,  and  no  one  can  know  what  he  means  sometimes. 
That's  what  made  me  think  when  Mr.  Twentyman  was  so  very 
pressing  " 

"  That  couldn't — couldn't  have  been  possible." 

"  Poor  young  man  1 " 
But  I  always  told  him  it  was  impossible." 

"  I  wonder  whether  you  cared  about  Reginald  all  that  time."  In 
answer  to  this  Mary  only  hid  her  face  in  the  old  woman's  lap. 
"  Dear  me !  I  suppose  you  did  all  along.  But  I  am  sure  it  was  better 
not  to  say  anything,  and  now  what  wiU  your  papa  and  mamma  say  ?  " 
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"  They'U  hardly  believe  it  at  first." 
"I  hope  they'll  be  glad." 

"  Glad !  Why,  what  do  you  suppose  they  would  want  me  to  do  ? 
Dear  papa !  And  dear  mamma  too,  because  she  has  really  been  good 
to  me.  I  wonder  when  it  must  be  ?  "  Then  that  question  was  dis- 
cussed at  great  length,  and  Lady  Ushant  had  a  great  deal  of  very 
good  advice  to  bestow.  She  didn't  like  long  engagements,  and  it 
was  very  essential  for  Eeginald's  welfare  that  he  should  settle  himself 
at  Bragton  as  soon  as  possible.  Mary's  pleas  for  a  long  day  were 
not  very  urgent. 

That  evening  at  Bragton  was  rather  long  and  rather  dull.  It  was 
almost  the  first  that  she  had  ever  passed  in  company  with  Eeginald, 
and  there  now  seemed  to  be  a  necessity  of  doing  something  peculiar, 
whereas  there  was  nothing  peculiar  to  be  done.  It  was  his  custom  to 
betake  himself  to  his  books  after  dinner ;  but  he  could  hardly  do  so 
with  ease  in  company  with  the  girl  who  had  just  promised  him  to  be 
his  wife.  Lady  Ushant  too  wished  to  show  her  extreme  joy,  and  made 
flattering  but  vain  attempts  to  be  ecstatic.  Mary,  to  tell  the  truth, 
was  longing  for  solitude,  feeling  that  she  coixld  not  yet  realize  hei 
happiness. 

Nor  even  when  she  was  in  bed  could  she  reduce  her  mind  to  order. 
It  would  have  been  all  but  impiossible  even  had  he  remained  the  com- 
paratively humble  lord  of  Hoppet  Hall; — but  that  the  squire  of 
Bragton  should  be  her  promised  husband  was  a  marvel  so  great  that 
from  every  short  slumber  she  waked  with  fear  of  treacherous  dreams. 
A  minute's  sleep  might  rob  her  of  her  joy  and  declare  to  her  in  the 
moment  of  waking  that  it  was  all  an  hallucination.  It  was  not  that  he 
was  dearer  to  her,  or  that  her  condition  was  the  happier,  because  of  his 
position  and  wealth ; — but  that  the  chance  of  his  inheritance  had  lifted 
him  so  infinitely  above  her !    She  thought  of  the  little  room  at  home 
which  she  generally  shared  with  one  of  her  sisters,  of  her  aU  too 
scanty  wardrobe,  of  her  daily  tasks  about  the  house,  of  her  step- 
mother's late  severity,  and  of  her  father's  cares.    Surely  he  would  not 
hinder  her  from  being  good  to  them ;  surely  he  would  let  the  young 
girls  come  to  her  from  time  to  time !    What  an  added  happiness  it 
would  be  if  he  would  allow  her  to  pass  on  to  them  some  sparks  of  the 
prosperity  which  he  was  bestowing  on  her !    And  then  her  thoughts 
travelled  on  to  poor  Larry.    Would  he  not  be  more  contented  now 
now,  when  he  would  be  certain  that  no  further  frantic  efforts  could 
avail  him  anything.    Poor  Larry!    Would  Eeginald  permit  her  to 
regard  him  as  a  friend?   And  would  he  submit  to  friendly  treat- 
ment ?   She  could  look  forward  and  see  him  happy  with  his  wife,  the 
best  loved  of  their  neighbours; — for  who  was  there  in  the  world  better 
than  Larry  ?   But  she  did  not  know  how  two  men  who  had  both  been 
her  lovers,  would  allow  themselves  to  be  brought  together.    But,  oh, 
what  peril  had  been  there !   It  was  but  the  other  day  she  had  striven 
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60  hard  to  give  tbo  lie  to  her  love  and  to  become  Larry's  wife.  She 
shuddered  beneath  the  bedclothes  as  she  thought  of  the  danger  she 
had  run.  One  word  would  have  changed  all  her  Paradise  into  a 
perpetual  wail  of  tears  and  waste  of  desolation.  When  she  woke  in 
the  morning  from  her  long  sleep  an  effort  was  wanting  to  tell  her 
that  it  was  all  true.  Oh,  if  it  had  slipped  from  her  then ; — if  she  had 
waked  after  such  a  dream  to  find  herself  loving  in  despair  with  a  sore 
bosom  and  angry  heart ! 

She  met  him  downstairs,  early,  in  the  study,  having  her  first  request 
to  make  to  him.  Might  she  go  in  at  once  after  breakfast  and  tell  them 
•all  ?  "  I  suppose  I  ought  to  go  to  your  father,"  he  said.  "  Let  me  go 
first,"  she  pleaded  hanging  on  his  arm.  "  I  would  not  think  that  I 
was  not  mindful  of  them  from  the  very  beginning."  So  she  was 
driven  into  Dillsborough  in  the  pony  carriage  which  had  been  pro- 
vided for  old  Mrs.  Morton's  use,  and  told  her  own  story.  "  Papa," 
she  said,  going  to  the  oflBce  door.  "  Come  into  the  house ; — come  at 
once."  And  then,  within  her  father's  arms,  while  her  step-mother 
listened,  she  told  them  of  her  triumph.  "  Mr.  Eeginald  Morton  wants 
me  to  be  his  wife,  and  he  is  coming  here  to  ask  you." 

"  The  Lord  in  heaven  be  good  to  us,"  said  Mrs.  Masters  holding  up 
both  her  hands,  " Is  it  true,  child?" 

"  The  squire ! "  ejaculated  the  father. 

"  It  is  true,  papa, — and, — and  " 

"  And  what,  my  love  ?  " 

"  When  he  comes  to  you,  you  must  say  I  will  be." 

There  was  not  much  danger  on  that  score.  "  Was  it  he  that  yoa 
told  me  of?  "  said  the  attorney.  To  this  she  only  nodded  her  assent. 
"  It  was  Eeginald  Morton  all  the  time  ?  Well ! " 

"  Why  shouldn't  it  be  he  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  my  dear !  You  are  a  most  fortunate  girl, — most  fortunate ! 
B.ut  somehow  I  never  thought  of  it,  that  a  child  of  mine  should 
come  to  live  at  Bragton  and  have  it,  one  may  say,  partly  as  her  own ! 
it  is  odd  after  all  that  has  come  and  gone.  God  bless  you,  my  dear, 
and  make  you  happy !  You  are  a  very  fortunate  child." 

"  Mrs.  Masters  was  quite  overpowered.  She  had  thrown  herself  on 
to  the  old  family  sofa  and  was  fanning  herself  with  her  handkerchief. 
She  had  been  wrong  throughout  and  was  now  completely  humiliated 
by  the  family  success ;  and  yet  she  was  delighted,  though  she  did 
not  dare  to  be  triumphant.  She  had  so  often  asked  both  father  and 
daughter  what  good  gentlemen  would  do  to  either  of  them ;  and  now 
the  girl  was  engaged  to  marry  the  richest  gentleman  in  the  neighbour- 
hood !  In  any  expression  of  joy  she  would  be  driven  to  confess  how 
wrong  she  had  always  been.  How  often  had  she  asked  what  would 
come  of  Ushanting !  This  it  was  that  had  come  of  Ushanting.  The 
girl  had  been  made  fit  to  be  the  companion  of  such  a  one  as  Eeginald 
Morton,  and  had  now  fallen  into  the  position  which  was  suited  to  her. 
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"Of  course  -^re  shall  see  notliingof  you  now/"  she  said  in  a,  whimpering 
Toice.  It  was  not  a  gracious  speech,  but  it  was  almost  jiistified  by 
disappointments. 

'•  Mamma,  you  know  that  I  shall  never  separate  myself  from  you 
and  the  girls." 

'•Poor  Larry!"  said  the  woman  sobbing.  "  Of  course  it  is  all  for 
the  best ;  but  I  don't  know  what  he'll  do  now.*' 

'•  You  must  tell  him,  papa/'  said  3Iary ;  "  and  give  liim  my  love 
and  bid  him  be  a  man." 


CHAPTEE  LXXIL 

"bid  hei  be  a  max." 

The  little  phaeton  remained  in  Dillsborough  to  take  Mary  back  to 
Bragton.  As  soon  as  she  was  gone  the  attorney  went  over  to  the  Bush 
with  the  purpose  of  borrowing  Kunciman's  pony  so  that  he  might  ride 
over  to  Chowton  Farm  and  at  once  execute  his  daiighter's  last  request. 
In  the  yard  of  the  inn  he  saw  Eunciman  himself  and  was  quite  imable 
to  keep  his  good  news  to  himself.  "  I\Iy  girl  has  just  been  with  me," 
he  said,    and  what  do  you  think  she  tells  me  ?  " 

"  That  she  is  going  to  take  poor  Larry  after  all.  She  might  do 
worse,  Mr.  Masters." 

'■  Poor  Larry !  I  am  sorry  for  him.  I  have  always  liked  Larry 
Twentyman.    But  that  is  all  over  now." 

"  She's  not  going  to  have  tliat  tweedledum  young  parson,  surely  f " 

"  Eegiuald  Morton  has  made  her  a  set  offer." 

"The  squire!  "  Mr.  Masters  nodded  his  head  three  times.  "Yon 
don't  say  so.    Well,  Mr.  Masters,  I  don't  begrudge  it  you.    He  might 
do  worse.    She  has  taken  her  pigs  well  to  market  at  last." 
He's  to  come  to  me  at  four  this  afternoon." 

"^Yell  done.  Miss  Mary!  I  suppose  it's  been  goiug  on  ever  so 
long?" 

'•  We  fathers  and  mothers,"  said  the  attorney,  "never  really  know 
what  the  young  ones  are  after.  Don't  mention  it  just  at  present, 
Eunciman.  You  are  such  an  old  friend  that  I  couldn't  help  telling 
you." 

"  Poor  Lai-ry  ! " 

"  I  can  have  the  pony,  Eunciman  ?  " 

"  Certainly  you  can,  Mr.  Masters.  Tell  him  to  come  ia  and  talk  it 
all  over  with  me.  If  we  don't  look  to  it  he'll  be  taking  to  drink 
regular."  At  that  last  meeting  of  the  club,  when  the  late  squire's  will 
was  discussed,  at  which,  as  the  reader  may  perhaps  remember,  a  little 


"BID  HIM  EE  A  MAN." 


375 


supper  was  also  discussed  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  poor  Larry  had 
not  only  been  present  but  had  drank  so  pottle  deep,  that  the  landlord 
had  been  obliged  to  put  him  to  bed  at  the  inn,  and  ho  had  not  been  at 
all  as  ho  ought  to  have  been  after  Lord  Eufford's  dinner.  Such 
delinquencies  were  quite  outside  the  young  man's  accustomed  way  of 
life.  It  had  been  one  of  his  recognised  virtues  that,  living  as  he 
did  a  good  deal  among  sporting  men,  and  with  a  full  command  of 
means,  he  had  never  drank.  But  now  he  had  twice  sinned  before  the 
eyes  of  all  Dillsborough,  and  Eunciman  thought  that  he  knew  how  it 
would  be  with  a  young  man  in  his  own  house  who  got  drunk  in  public 
to  drown  his  sorrow.  "  I  wouldn't  see  Larry  go  astray  and  spoil  him- 
self with  liquor,"  said  the  good-natured  publican,  "  for  more  than  I 
should  like  to  name."  Mr.  Masters  promised  to  take  the  hint  and  rode 
off  on  his  mission. 

The  entrance  to  Chowton  Farm  and  Bragton  gate  were  nearly 
opposite,  the  latter  being  perhaps  a  furlong  nearer  to  Dillsborough. 
The  attorney  when  he  got  to  the  gate  stopped  a  moment  and  looked 
up  the  avenue  with  pardonable  pride.  The  great  calamity  of  his  life, 
the  stunning  blow  which  had  almost  unmanned  him  when  he  was 
young,  and  from  which  he  had  never  quite  been  able  to  rouse  himself, 
iaad  been  the  loss  of  the  management  of  the  Bragton  property.  His 
grandfather  and  his  father  had  been  powerful  at  Bragton,  and  he  had 
been  brought  up  in  the  hope  of  walking  in  their  paths.  Then 
strangers  had  come  in,  and  he  had  been  dispossessed.  But  how  was 
it  with  him  now  ?  It  had  almost  made  a  young  man  of  him  again 
when  Eeginald  Morton,  stepping  into  his  ofSce,  asked  him  as  a  favour 
to  resume  his  old  task.  But  what  was  that  in  comparison  with  this 
later  triumph  ?  His  own  child  was  to  be  made  queen  of  the  place ! 
His  grandson,  should  she  be  fortunate  enough  to  be  the  mother  of  a 
son,  would  be  the  squire  himself!  His  visits  to  the  place  for  the  last 
twenty  years  had  been  very  rare  indeed.  He  had  been  sent  for 
lately  by  old  Mrs.  Morton, — for  a  purpose  which  if  carried  out  would 
have  robbed  him  of  all  his  good  fortune, — but  he  could  not  remember 
when,  before  that,  he  had  even  passed  through  the  gateway.  Now 
it  would  all  become  familiar  to  him  again.  That  pony  of  Eunciman's 
was  pleasant  in  his  paces,  and  he  began  to  calculate  whether  the 
innkeeper  would  part  with  the  animal.  He  stood  thus  gazing  at 
the  place  for  some  minutes  till  he  saw  Eeginald  Morton  in  the 
distance  turning  a  corner  of  the  road  with  Mary  at  his  side.  He  had 
taken  her  from  the  phaeton  and  had  then  insisted  on  her  coming  out 
with  him  before  she  took  off  her  hat.  Mr.  Masters  as  soon  as  he  saw 
them  trotted  off  to  Chowton  Farm. 

Finding  Larry  lounging  at  the  little  garden  gate  Mr.  Masters  got 
off  the  pony  and  taking  the  young  man's  arm,  walked  off  with  him 
towards  Dillsborough  Wood.  He  told  all  his  news  at  once,  almost 
annihilating  poor  Larry  by  the  suddenness  of  the  blow.  "Larry, 
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Mr.  Eeginald  Morton  has  asked  my  girl  to  marry  Mm,  and  she  has 
accepted  him." 

"  The  new  squire ! "  said  Larry,  stopping  himself  on  the  path,  and 
looking  as  though  a  gentle  wind  would  suffice  to  blow  him  over. 

"  I  suppose  it  has  been  that  way  all  along,  Larry,  though  we  have 
not  known  it." 

"It  was  Mr.  Morton  then  that  she  told  me  of?" 

"She  did  tell  you?" 

"  Of  course  there  was  no  chance  for  me  if  I  wanted  her.  But  why 
didn't  they  speak  out,  so  that  I  could  have  gone  away?  Oh,  Mr. 
Masters ! " 

"  It  was  only  yesterday  she  knew  it  herself." 
"  She  must  have  guessed  it." 

"No; — she  knew  nothing  till  he  declared  himself.  And  to-day, 
this  very  morning,  she  has  bade  me  come  to  you  and  let  you  know  it. 
And  she  sent  you  her  love." 

"Her  love!  "  said  Larry,  chucking  the  stick  which  he  held  in  his 
hands  down  to  the  ground  and  then  stooping  to  pick  it  up  again. 

"Yes; — her  love.  Those  were  her  words,  and  I  am  to  tell  you 
from  her — to  be  a  man." 

"  Did  she  say  that  ?  " 

"  Yes ; — I  was  to  come  out  to  you  at  once,  and  bring  you  that  as  a 
message  from  her." 

"  Be  a  man !  I  could  have  been  a  man  right  enough  if  she  would 
have  made  me  one ; — as  good  a  man  as  Eeginald  Morton,  though  he 
is  squire  of  Bragton.  But  of  course  I  couldn't  have  given  her  a  house 
like  that,  nor  a  carriage,  nor  made  her  one  of  the  county  people.  If 
it  was  to  go  in  that  way,  what  could  I  hope  for  ?  " 

"  Don't  be  unjust  to  her,  Larry." 

"  Unjust  to  her !  If  giving  her  every  blessed  thing  I  had  in  the 
world  at  a  moment's  notice  was  unjust,  I  was  ready  to  be  unjust 
any  day  of  the  week  or  any  hour  of  the  day." 

"  What  I  mean  is  that  her  heart  was  fixed  that  way  before  Eeginald 
Morton  was  squire  of  Bragton.  What  shall  I  say  in  answer  to  her 
message  ?    You  will  wish  her  happiness ; — will  you  not  ?  " 

"Wish  her  happiness!  Oh,  heavens!"  He  could  not  explain 
what  was  in  his  mind.  Wish  her  happiness!  yes; — the  happiness 
of  the  angels.  But  not  him, — nor  yet  with  him !  And  as  there  could 
be  no  arranging  of  this,  he  must  leave  his  wishes  unsettled.  And  yet 
there  was  a  certain  relief  to  him  in  the  tidings  he  had  heard.  There 
was  now  no  more  doubt.  He  need  not  now  remain  at  Chowton 
thinking  it  possible  that  the  girl  might  even  yet  change  her  mind. 

"  And  you  will  bear  in  mind  that  she  wishes  you  to  be  a  man." 

"  Why  did  she  not  make  me  one  ?  But  that  is  all,  all  over.  You 
tell  her  from  me  that  I  am  not  the  man  to  whimper  because  I  am 
hurt.    What  ought  a  man  to  do  that  I  can't  do  ?  " 
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"  Let  licr  know  that  you  are  going  about  your  old  pursuits.  And, 
Larry,  would  you  wish  her  to  know  how  it  was  with  you  at  the  club 
last  Saturday  ?  " 

"Did  she  hear  of  that?" 

"  I  am  sure  she  has  not  heard  of  it.  But  if  that  kind  of  thing 
becomes  a  habit,  of  course  she  will  hear  of  it.  All  Dillsborougli 
would  hear  of  it,  if  that  became  common.  At  any  rate  it  is  not  manly 
to  drown  it  in  drink." 

"  Who  says  I  do  that?   Nothing  will  drown  it." 

"  I  wouldn't  speak  if  I  had  not  known  you  so  long,  and  loved  you  so 
well.    What  she  means  is  that  you  should  work." 

"  I  do  work." 

"  And  hunt.   Go  out  to-morrow  and  show  yourself  to  everybody." 
"  If  I  could  break  my  neck  I  would." 

"Don't  let  every  farmer's  son  in  the  county  say  that  Lawrence 
Twentyman  was  so  mastered  by  a  girl  that  he  couldn't  ride  on  horse- 
back when  she  said  him  nay." 

"  Everybody  knows  it,  Mr.  Masters." 

"  Go  among  them  as  if  nobody  knew  it.  I'll  warrant  that  nobody 
-•vill  speak  of  it." 

"  I  don't  think  any  one  of  'em  would  dare  to  do  that,"  said  Larry 
brandishing  his  stick. 

"  Where  is  it  that  the  hounds  are  to-morrow,  Larry  ?  " 
"  Here ;  at  the  old  kennels." 

"  Go  out  and  let  her  see  that  you  have  taken  her  advice.  She  is 
there,  at  the  house,  and  she  will  recognize  you  in  the  park.  Eemember 
that  she  sends  her  love  to  you,  and  bids  you  be  a  man.  And  Larry, 
come  in  and  see  us  sometimes.  The  time  will  come,  I  don't  doubt, 
when  you  and  the  squire  will  be  fast  friends." 

"NeTcr!" 

"  Tou  do  not  know  what  time  can  do.  I'll  just  go  back  now  because 
he  is  to  come  to  me  this  afternoon.  Try  and  bear  up,  and  remember 
that  it  [is  she  who  bids  you  be  a  man."  The  attorney  got  upon  his 
pony  and  rode  back  to  Dillsborough. 

Larry,  who  had  come  back  to  the  yard  to  see  his  friend  off,  returned 
by  the  road  into  the  fields,  and  went  wandering  about  for  a  while  in 
Dillsborough  Wood.  "  Bid  him  be  a  man ! "  Wasn't  he  a  man  ? 
Was  it  disgraceful  to  him  as  a  man  to  be  broken-hearted,  because  a 
woman  would  not  love  him  ?  If  he  were  provoked  he  would  fight, — 
perhaps  better  than  ever,  because  he  would  be  reckless.  Would 
he  not  be  willing  to  fight  Eeginald  Morton  with  any  weapon  which 
could  be  thought  of  for  the  possession  of  Mary  Masters !  If  she  were 
in  danger  would  he  not  go  down  into  the  deep,  or  through  fire  to  save 
her?  Were  not  his  old  instincts  of  honesty  and  truth  as  strong 
in  him  as  ever?  Did  manliness  require  that  his  heart  should  be 
invulnerable?   If  so,  he  doubted  whether  he  could  ever  be  a  man. 
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But  wliat  if  she  meant  that  manliness  required  him  to  hide  the- 
wound?  Then  there  did  come  upon  him  a  feeling  of  shame  as  he 
remembered  how  often  he  had  spoken  of  his  love  to  those  who  were 
little  better  than  strangers  to  him,  and  a  thought  that  perhaps  such 
loquacity  was  opposed  to  the  manliness  which  she  recommended.  And 
his  conscience  smote  him  as  it  brought  to  his  recollection  the  condition 
of  his  mind  as  he  woke  in  Eunciman's  bed  at  the  Bush  on  last  Sunday 
morning.  That,  at  any  rate,  had  not  been  manly.  How  would  it  be 
with  him  if  he  made  up  his  mind  never  to  speak  again  to  her,  and 
certainly  not  to  him,  and  to  take  care  that  that  should  be  the  only 
sign  left  of  his  suffering  ?  He  would  hunt  and  be  keener  than  ever ;— ' 
he  would  work  upon  the  land  with  increased  diligence ;  he  would 
give  himself  not  a  moment  to  think  of  anything.  She  should  see  and 
hear  what  he  could  do ; — but  he  would  never  speak  to  her  again.  The- 
hounds  would  be  at  the  old  kennels  to-morrow.  He  would  be  there. 
The  place  no  doubt  was  Morton's  property,  but  on  hunting  mornings 
all  the  lands  of  the  county, — and  of  the  next  counties  if  they  can  be 
reached, — are  the  property  of  the  hunt.  Yes  ;  he  would  be  there ;. 
and  she  should  see  him  in  his  scarlet  coat,  and  smartest  cravat,  with 
his  boots  and  breeches  neat  as  those  of  Lord  Eufford ; — and  she  should 
know  that  he  was  doing  as  she  bade  him.  But  he  would  never  speak 
to  her  again ! 

As  he  was  returning  round  the  wood,  whom  should  he  see  skulking 
round  the  corner  of  it  but  Goarly  ? 

"  What  business  have  you  in  here  ?  "  he  said,  feeling  half  inclined 
to  take  the  man  by  the  neck  and  drag  him  out  of  the  copse. 

"  I  saw  you,  Mr.  Twentyman,  and  I  wanted  just  to  have  a  word 
with  you." 

"You  are  the  biggest  rascal  in  all  Eufford,"  said  Larry.  "I 
wonder  the  lads  have  left  you  with  a  whole  bone  in  your  skin." 

"  What  have  I  done  worse  than  any  other  poor  man,  Mr.  Twenty- 
man  ?  When  I  took  them  herrings  I  didn't  know  there  was  p'ison ; 
and  if  I  hadn't  took  'em,  another  would.  I  am  going  to  cut  it  out  of 
this,  Mr.  Twentyman." 

"  May  the  go  along  with  you ! "  said  Larry,  wishing  his  neigh- 
bour a  very  unpleasant  companion. 

"  And  of  course  I  must  sell  the  place.  Think  what  it  would  be  ta 
you !  I  shouldn't  like  it  to  go  into  his  lordship's  hands.  It's  all 
through  Bean,  I  know,  but  his  lordship  has  had  a  down  on  me  ever 
since  he  came  to  the  property.  It's  as  true  as  true  about  my  old 
woman's  geese.  There's  forty  acres  of  it.  What  would  you  say  to- 
£10  an  acre  ?  " 

The  idea  of  having  the  two  extra  fields  made  Larry's  mouth  water, 
in  spite  of  his  misfortunes.  The  desire  for  land  among  such  as  Larry 
Twentyman  is  almost  a  disease  in  England.  With  these  two  fields  he 
woiild  be  able  to  walk  almost  round  Dillsborough  Wood  without  quitting 
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lis  own  property.  He  had  been  talking  of  selling  Chowton  within  the 
ast  week  or  two.  He  had  been  thinking  of  selling  it  at  the  moment 
vhen  Jlr.  Masters  rode  up  to  him.  And  yet  now  he  was  almost 
empted  to  a  new  purchase  by  this  man.  But  the  man  was  too  utterly 
I  blackguard, — was  too  odious  to  him. 

"  If  it  comes  into  the  market,  I  may  bid  for  it  as  well  as  another," 
le  said,  "  but  I  wouldn't  let  myself  down  to  have  any  dealings  with 
rou." 

"  Then,  Mr.  Larry,  you  shall  never  have  a  sod  of  it,"  said  Goarly,. 
Iropping  himself  over  the  fence  on  to  his  own  field. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  Larry  met  Bean,  and  told  him  that 
joarly  had  been  in  the  wood.  "  If  I  catch  him,  Mr.  Twentyman,  I'll 
;ive  him  sore  bones,"  said  Bean.  "  I  wonder  how  he  ever  got  back 
;o  his  own  place  alive  that  day."  Then  Bean  asked  Larry  whether  he 
neant  to  be  at  the  meet  to-morrow,  and  Larry  said  that  he  thought 
le  should.  "  Tony's  almost  afraid  to  bring  them  in  even  yet,"  said 
Bean ;  "  but  if  there's  a  herring  left  in  this  wood,  I'll  eat  it  myself— 
itrychnine  and  all." 

After  that,  Larry  went  and  looked  at  his  horses,  and  absolutely 
;ave  his  mare  "  Bicycle  "  a  gallop  round  the  big  grass  field  himself. 
Then  those  who  were  about  the  place  knew  that  something  had  hap- 
pened, and  that  he  was  in  a  way  to  be  cured.  "  You'll  hunt  to-morrow, 
Tfon't  you,  Larry  ?  "  said  his  mother,  affectionately. 

"  Who  told  you?" 

"  Nobody  told  me ; — but  you  will,  Larry ;  won't  you  ?  " 

"  May  be  I  will."  Then,  as  he  was  leaving  the  room,  when  he  was 
n  the  door- way,  so  that  she  should  not  see  his  face,  he  told  her  the 
lews.   "  She's  going  to  marry  the  squire,  yonder." 

"  Mary  Masters ! " 

"  I  always  hated  him  from  the  first  moment  I  saw  him.  What  do 
fou  expect  from  a  fellow  who  never  gets  a-top  of  a  horse  ?  "  Then 
le  turned  away,  and  was  not  seen  again  till  long  after  tea-time. 


CHAPTEE  LXXIIL 

"  IS  IT  TANTI  ?  " 

Reginald  Moeton  entertained  serious  thoughts  of  cleansing  himself 
From  the  reproach  which  Larry  cast  upon  him  when  describing  his 
character  to  his  mother.  "  I  think  I  shall  take  to  hunting,"  he  said 
to  Mary. 

"  But  you'll  tumble  off,  dear." 

"  No  doubt  I  shall,  and  I  must  try  to  begin  in  soft  places.    I  don't 
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see  -why  I  shouldn't  do  it  gradually  in  a  small  way.  I  shouldn't  ever 
become  a  Nimrod,  like  Lord  Eufford  or  your  particular  friend  Mr. 
Twentyman." 

"He  is  my  particular  friend." 

"  So  I  perceive.  I  couldn't  shine  as  he  shines,  but  I  might  gradu- 
ally learn  to  ride  after  him  at  a  respectful  distance.  A  man  at  Eome 
ought  to  do  as  the  Eomans  do." 

"  Why  wasn't  Hoppet  Hall  Eome  as  much  as  Bragton  ?  " 

"Well; — it  wasn't.  While  fortune  enabled  me  to  be  happy  at 
Hoppet  Hall  " 

"  That  is  unkind,  Eeg." 

"  While  fortune  oppressed  me  with  celibate  misery  at  Hoppet  Hall, 
nobody  hated  me  for  not  hunting; — and  as  I  could  not  very  well 
afford  it,  I  was  not  considered  to  be  entering  a  protest  against  the 
amusement.  As  it  is  now,  I  find  that  unless  I  consent  to  risk  my 
neck  at  any  rate  five  or  six  times  every  winter,  I  shall  be  regarded  in 
that  light." 

"  I  wouldn't  be  frightened  into  doing  anything  I  did'nt  like,"  said 
Mary. 

"  How  do  you  know  that  I  shan't  like  it  ?  The  truth  is,  I  have 
had  a  letter  this  morning  from  a  benevolent  philosopher  which  has 
almost  settled  the  question  for  me.  He  wants  me  to  join  a  society 
for  the  suppression  of  British  sports  as  being  barbarous  and  anti- 
pathetic to  the  intellectual  pursuits  of  an  educated  man,  I  would 
immediately  shoot,  fish,  hunt,  and  go  out  ratting,  if  I  could  hope  for 
ihe  least  success.  I  know  I  should  never  shoot  anything  but  the  dog 
and  the  gamekeepers,  and  that  I  should  catch  every  weed  in  the  river ; 
but  I  think  that  in  the  process  of  seasons  I  might  jump  over  a  hedge." 

'•'  Kate  will  show  you  the  way  to  do  that." 

"With  Kate  and  Mr.  Twentyman  to  help  me,  and  a  judicious 
rystem  of  liberal  tips  to  Tony  Tuppett,  I  could  make  my  way  about 
on  a  quiet  old  nag,  and  live  respected  by  my  neighbours.  The  fact 
is,  I  hate  with  my  whole  heart  the  trash  of  the  philanimalists." 

"  What  is  a — a — I  didn't  quite  catch  the  thing  you  hate  ?  " 

"  The  thing  is  a  small  knot  of  self-anxious  people  who  think  that 
they  possess  among  them  all  the  bowels  of  the  world." 

"  Possess  all  the  what,  Eeginald  ?  " 

"I  said  bowels,— using  an  ordinary  but  very  ill-expressed  metaphor. 
The  ladies  and  gentlemen  to  whom  I  allude,  not  looking  very  clearly 
into  the  system  of  pains  and  pleasures  in  accordance  with  which  we 
have  to  live,  put  their  splay  feet  down  now  upon  this  ordinary  opera- 
tion and  now  upon  that,  and  call  upon  the  world  to  curse  the  cruelty 
of  those  who  will  not  agree  with  them.  A  lady  whose  tippet  is  made 
from  the  skins  of  twenty  animals  who  have  been  wired  in  the  snow 

and  then  left  to  die  of  starvation  " 

Oh,  Eeginald  ! " 
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"  That  is  the  way  of  it.  I  am  not  now  saying  whether  it  is  right 
Dr  wrong.  The  lady  with  the  tippet  will  justify  the  wires  and  the 
starvation  because,  as  she  will  say,  she  uses  the  fur.  An  honest 
blanket  would  keep  her  just  as  warm.  But  the  fox,  who  suffers  per- 
haps ten  minutes  of  agony,  should  he  not  succeed  as  he  usually  does 
in  getting  away, — is  hunted  only  for  amusement !  It  is  true  that  the 
one  fox  gives  amusement  for  hours  to  perhaps  some  hundred;— but  it 
is  only  for  amusement.  What  riles  me  most  is  that  these  would-be 
philosophers  do  not  or  will  not  see  that  recreation  is  as  necessary 
to  the  world  as  clothes  or  food,  and  the  providing  of  the  one  is  as 
legitimate  a  business  as  the  purveying  of  the  other." 

"  People  must  eat  and  wear  clothes." 

"  And  practically  they  must  be  amused.   They  ignore  the  great 
doctrine  of  'tanti.'" 
"I  never  heard  of  it." 

"You  shall,  dear,  some  day.  It  is  the  doctrine  by  which  you 
should  regulate  everything  you  do,  and  every  word  you  utter.  Now 
do  you  and  Zate  put  on  your  hats  and  we'll  walk  to  the  bridge." 

This  preaching  of  a  sermon  took  place  after  breakfast  at  Bragton 
on  the  morning  of  Saturday,  and  the  last  order  had  reference  to  a 
scheme  they  had  on  foot  to  see  the  meet  at  the  old  kennels.  On 
the  previous  afternoon  Eeginald  Morton  had  come  into  Dills- 
borough  and  had  very  quietly  settled  everything  with  the  attorney. 
Having  made  up  his  mind  to  do  the  thing  he  was  very  quick 
in  the  doing  of  it.  He  hated  the  idea  of  secrecy  in  such  an  affair, 
and  when  Mrs.  Masters  asked  him  whether  he  had  any  objection 
to  have  the  marriage  talked  about,  expressed  his  willingness  that 
she  should  employ  the  town  crier  to  make  it  public  if  she  thought  it 
expedient.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Morton,  how  very  funny  you  are ! "  said  the 
lady.  "  Quite  in  earnest,  Mrs.  Morton,"  he  replied.  Then  he  kissed 
the  two  girls  who  were  to  be  his  sisters,  and  finished  the  visit  by 
carrying  off  the  younger  to  spend  a  day  or  two  with  her  sister  at 
Bragton.  "  I  know,"  he  said,  whispering  to  Mary  as  he  left  the  front 
door,  "  that  I  ought  not  to  go  out  hunting  so  soon  after  my  poor 
cousin's  death ;  but  as  he  was  a  cousin  once  removed,  I  believe  I  may 
walk  as  far  as  the  bridge  without  giving  offence." 

When  they  were  there  they  saw  all  the  arrivals  just  as  they  were 
seen  on  the  same  spot  a  few  months  earlier  by  a  very  different  party. 
Mary  and  Kate  stood  on  the  bridge  together,  while  he  remained  a 
little  behind  leaning  on  the  stile.  She,  poor  girl,  had  felt  some  shame 
in  showing  herself,  knowing  that  some  who  were  present  would  have 
heard  of  her  engagement,  and  that  others  would  be  told  of  it  as  soon 
as  she  was  seen.  "  Are  you  ashamed  of  what  you  are  going  to  do  ? 
he  asked. 

"  Ashamed !  I  don't  suppose  that  there  is  a  girl  in  England  so 
proud  as  I  am  at  this  minute." 
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"  I  don't  know  that  there  is  anything  to  be  prond  of,  but  if  you 
are  not  ashamed,  why  shouldn't  you  show  yourself?  Marriage  is  an 
honourable  state ! "  She  could  only  pinch  his  arm,  and  do  as  he  bade 
her. 

Glomax  in  his  tandem,  and  Lord  Eufford  in  his  drag,  were  rather 
late.  First  there  came  one  or  two  hunting  men  out  of  the  town, 
Eunciman,  Dr.  Napper,  and  the  hunting  saddler.  Then  there  arrived 
Henry  Stubbing  with  a  string  of  horses,  mounted  by  little  boys,  ready 
for  his  customers,  and  full  of  wailiag  to  his  friend  Eunciman.  Here 
was  nearly  the  end  of  March  and  the  money  he  had  seen  since 
Christmas  was  little  more,  as  he  declared,  than  what  he  could  put 
into  his  eye  and  see  none  the  worse.  "Charge  'em  ten  per  cent, 
interest,"  said  Eunciman.  "  Then  they  thinks  they  can  carry  on  for 
another  year,"  said  Stubbings  despondingly.  "While  this  was  going 
on,  Larry  walked  his  favourite  mare  'Bicycle'  on  to  the  ground, 
dressed  with  the  utmost  care,  but  looking  very  moody,  almost  fierce, 
as  though  he  did  not  wish  anybody  to  speak  to  him.  Tony  Tuppett, 
who  had  known  him  since  a  boy,  nodded  at  him  affectionately  and 
said  how  glad  he  was  to  see  him ;  but  even  this  was  displeasing  to 
Larry.  He  did  not  see  the  girls  on  the  bridge,  but  took  up  his  place 
near  them.  He  was  thinking  so  much  of  his  own  unhappiness  and  of 
what  he  believed  others  would  say  of  him,  that  he  saw  almost  nothing. 
There  he  sat  on  his  mare,  carrying  out  the  purpose  to  which  he  had 
been  led  by  Mary's  message,  but  wishing  with  all  his  heart  that  he 
was  back  again,  hidden  within  his  own  house  at  the  other  side  of  the 
wood. 

Mary,  as  soon  as  she  saw  him,  blushed  up  to  her  eyes,  then  turning 
round  looked  with  wistful  eyes  into  the  face  of  the  man  she  was 
engaged  to  marry,  and  with  rapid  step  walked  across  the  bridge  up 
to  the  side  of  Larry's  horse  and  spoke  to  him  with  her  sweet  low 
voice.  "Larry,"  she  said.  He  turned  round  to  her  very  quickly, 
showing  how  much  he  was  startled.  Then  she  put  up  her  hand  to 
him,  and  of  course  he  took  it.  "  Larry,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you.  Did 
papa  give  yon  a  message  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Miss  Masters.    He  told  me,  I  know  it  all." 

"  Say  a  kind  word  to  me,  Larry." 

"  I — I — I — You  know  very  well  what's  in  my  mind.  Though  it 
were  to  kill  me,  I  should  wish  you  well." 

"  I  hope  you'll  have  a  good  hunt,  Larry."  Then  she  retired  back 
to  the  bridge  and  again  looked  to  her  lover  to  know  whether  he 
would  approve.  There  were  so  few  there,  and  Larry  had  been  so 
far  apart  from  the  others,  that  she  was  sure  no  one  had  heard  the 
few  words  which  had  passed  between  them ;  nor  could  any  one  have 
observed  what  she  had  done,  unless  it  were  old  Napper,  or  Mr. 
Eunciman,  or  Tony  Tuppett.  But  yet  she  thought  that  it  perhaps 
was  bold,  and  that  he  would  be  angry.    But  he  came  up  to  her,  and 
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placing  himself  between  her  and  Kate,  whispered  into  her  ear, 
"  Bravely  done,  my  girl.  After  a  little  I  will  try  to  be  as  bravo,  but  I 
could  never  do  it  as  well."  Larry  in  the  meantime  had  moved  his 
mare  away,  and  before  the  Master  had  arrived,  was  walking  slowly  up 
his  own  road  to  Chowton  Farm. 

The  captain  was  soon  there,  and  Lord  Eufford  with  his  friends,  and 
Harry  Stubbings'  string  and  Tony  were  set  in  motion.  But,  before 
they  stirred,  there  was  a  consultation, — to  which  Bean,  the  game- 
Iceeper,  was  called, — as  to  the  safety  of  Dillsborough  Wood.  Dills- 
borough  Wood  had  not  been  drawn  yet  since  Scrobby's  poison  had 
taken  effect  on  the  old  fox,  and  there  were  some  few  who  affected  to 
think  that  there  still  might  be  danger.  Among  these  was  the  Master 
himself,  who  asked  Fred  Botsey  with  a  sneer  whether  he  thought  that 
such  hounds  as  those  were  to  be  picked  up  at  every  corner.  But  Bean 
again  offered  to  eat  any  herring  that  might  be  there,  poison  included, 
iind  Lord  Eufford  laughed  at  the  danger.  "It's  no  use  my  having 
foxes,  Glomax,  if  you  won't  draw  the  cover."  This  the  lord  said  with 
a  touch  of  anger,  and  the  lord's  anger,  if  really  roused,  might  be 
injurious.  It  was  therefore  decided  that  the  hounds  should  again  be 
put  through  the  Bragton  shrubberies, — just  for  compliment  to  the 
new  squire, — and  that  then  they  should  go  off  to  Dillsborough  Wood 
as  rapidly  as  might  be. 

Larry  walked  his  beast  all  the  way  up  home  very  slowly,  and, 
getting  off  her,  put  her  into  the  stable  and  went  into  the  house. 

"  Is  anything  wrong  ?  "  asked  the  mother. 

"Everything  is  wrong."  Then  he  stood  with  his  back  to  the 
kitchen  fire  for  nearly  half  an  hour  without  speaking  a  word.  He 
was  trying  to  force  himself  to  follow  out  her  idea  of  manliness,  and 
telling  himself  that  it  was  impossible.  The  first  tone  of  her  voice, 
the  first  glance  at  her  face,  had  driven  him  home.  Why  had  she 
called  him  Larry  again  and  again,  so  tenderly,  in  that  short  moment, 
and  looked  at  him  with  those  loving  eyes?  Then  he  declared  to 
himself,  without  uttering  a  word,  that  she  did  not  understand  anything 
about  it ;  she  did  not  comprehend  the  fashion  of  his  love  when  she 
thought,  as  she  did  think,  that  a  soft  word  would  be  compensation. 
He  looked  round  to  see  if  his  mother  or  the  servant  were  there, 
and  when  he  found  that  the  coast  was  clear,  he  dashed  his  hand  to 
his  eyes  and  knocked  away  the  tears.  He  threw  up  both  his  arms 
and  groaned,  and  then  he  remembered  her  message — "Bid  him  be 
a  man." 

At  that  moment  he  heard  the  sound  of  horses,  and  going  near  the 
window,  so  as  to  be  hidden  from  curious  eyes  as  they  passed,  he  saw 
the  first  whip  trot  on,  with  the  hounds  after  him,  and  Tony  Tuppett 
among  them.  Then  there  was  a  long  string  of  horsemen,  all  moving 
up  to  the  wood,  and  a  carriage  or  two,  and  after  them  the  stragglers 
of  the  field.   He  let  them  all  go  by,  and  then  he  repeated  the  words 
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again,  "  Bid  him  be  a  man."   He  took  up  his  hat,  jammed  it  on  to  hiis 
head,  and  went  out  into  the  yard.  As  he  crossed  to  the  stables,  Eunci- 
man  came  up  alone.    "  "Why,  Larry,  you'll  be  late,"  he  said. 
"Go  on,  Mr.  Eunciman;  I'll  follow." 

"I'U  wait  till  you  are  mounted.  You'll  be  better  for  somebody 
with  you.  You've  got  the  mare,  have  you  ?  You'll  show  some  of  them 
your  heels  if  they  get  away  from  here.  Is  she  as  fast  as  she  was  last 
year,  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know,"  said  Larry,  as  he  dragged  himself 
into  the  saddle. 

"  Shake  yourself,  old  fellow,  and  don't  carry  on  like  that.  What 
is  she,  after  all,  but  a  girl  ?  "  The  poor  fellow  looked  at  his  intending 
comforter,  but  could  not  speak  a  word.  "  A  man  shouldn't  let  hisself 
be  put  upon  by  circumstances  so  as  to  be  only  half  his  self.  Hang  it, 
man,  cheer  up,  and  don't  let  'em  see  you  going  about  like  that !  It 
ain't  what  a  fellow  of  your  kidney  ought  to  be.  If  they  haven't 
found  I'm  a  nigger, — and,  by  the  holy,  he's  away!  Come  along, 
Larry,  and  forget  the  petticoats  for  half  an  hour."  So  saying,  Eunci- 
man broke  into  a  gallop,  and  Larry's  mare  doing  the  same,  he  soon 
passed  the  innkeeper,  and  was  up  at  the  covert  side  just  as  Tony 
Tuppett,  with  half  a  score  of  hounds  round  him,  was  forcing  his  way 
through  the  bushes  out  of  the  coverts  into  the  open  field.  "  There 
ain't  no  poison  this  time,  Mr.  Twentyman,"  said  the  huntsman,  as, 
settling  his  eye  on  a  gap  in  the  further  fence,  he  made  his  way  across 
the  field. 

The  fox  headed  away  for  a  couple  of  miles  towards  Impington,  as 
was  the  custom  with  the  Dillsborough  foxes,  and  then  turning  to  the 
left,  was  soon  over  the  county  borders  into  Ufford.  The  pace  from 
the  first  starting  was  very  good.  Larry,  under  such  provocation  as 
that,  of  course,  would  ride,  and  he  did  ride.  Up  as  far  as  the  county 
brook  many  were  well  up.  The  land  was  no  longer  deep ;  and,  as  the 
field  had  not  been  scattered  at  the  starting,  all  the  men  who  usually 
rode  were  fairly  well  placed  as  they  came  to  the  brook;  but  it  was 
acknowledged  afterwards  that  Larry  was  over  it  the  first.  Glomax 
got  into  it, — as  he  always  does  into  brooks, — and  young  Eunce  hurt 
his  horse's  shoulder  at  the  opposite  bank.  Lord  Eufford's  horse 
balked  it,  to  the  lord's  disgust ;  but  took  it  afterwards,  not  losing  very 
much  ground.  Tony  went  in  and  out,  the  crafty  old  dog  knowing  the 
one  bit  of  hard  ground.  Then  they  crossed  Purbeck  Field,  as  it  is  still 
called,  which,  twenty  years  since,  was  a  wide  waste  of  land,  but  is  now 
divided  by  new  fences,  very  grievous  to  half-blown  horses  Sir  John 
Purefoy  got  a  nasty  fall  over  some  stiff  timber,  and  here  many  a  half- 
hearted rider  turned  to  the  right  into  the  lane.  Hampton  and  his 
lordship,  and  Battersby,  with  Fred  Botsey  and  Larry,  took  it  all  as 
it  came,  but  through  it  all  not  one  of  them  could  give  Larry  a  lead. 
Then  there  was  manoeuvring  into  a  wood  and  out  of  it  again^  and  that 
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saddest  of  all  sights  to  tho  riding  mm,  a  cloud  of  horsemen  on  the 
road  as  -u-ell  placed  as  though  they  had  ridden  the  line  throughout. 
In  getting  out  of  the  road  Hampton's  horse  slipped  up  with  him,  and, 
though  he  saw  it  all,  he  was  never  able  again  to  compete  for  a, place. 
The  fox  went  through  the  Hampton  Wick  coverts  without  hanging 
a  moment,  just  throwing  the  hounds  for  two  minutes  off  their  scent  at 
the  gravel  pits.  The  check  was  very  useful  to  Tony,  who  had  got  his 
second  horse,  and  came  up  sputtering,  begging  the  field,  for  Q — 's 
sake,  to  be, — in  short,  to  be  anywhere  but  where  they  were.  Then 
they  were  off  again  down  the  hill  to  the  left,  through  Mappy  Springs, 
and  along  the  top  of  Ilveston  Copse,  every  yard  of  which  is  grass,  till 
the  number  began  to  be  select.  At  last,  in  a  turnip  field,  three  yards 
from  the  fence,  they  turned  him  over,  and  Tony,  as  he  jumped  off  his 
horse  among  the  hounds,  acknowledged  to  himself  that  Larry  might 
have  had  his  hand  first  upon  the  animal  had  he  cared  to  do  so. 

"  Twentyman,  I'll  give  you  two  hundred  for  your  mare,"  said  Lord 
Eufford. 

"  Ah,  my  lord,  there  are  two  things  that  would  about  kill  me." 

"  What  are  they,  Larry  ?  "  asked  Harry  Stubbings. 

"  To  offend  his  lordship,  or  to  part  with  the  mare." 

"  You  shall  do  neither,"  said  Lord  Eufford ;  "  but,  upon  my  word, 
I  think  she's  the  fastest  thing  in  this  county."  All  of  which  did  not 
cure  poor  Larry,  but  it  helped  to  enable  him  to  be  a  man. 

The  fox  had  been  killed  close  to  Norrington,  and  the  run  was 
remembered  with  intense  gratification  for  many  a  long  day  after. 
"It's  that  kind  of  thing  that  makes  hunting  beat  everything  else," 
said  Lord  Eufford,  as  he  went  home.  That  day's  sport  certainly  had 
been  "  tanti,"  and  G-lomax  and  the  two  counties  boasted  of  it  for  the 
next  three  years. 


CHAPTEE  LXXIV. 

BENEDICT. 

Lady  Penm  ethek  declared  to  her  husband  that  she  had  never  seen 
her  brother  so  much  cowed  as  he  had  been  by  Miss  Trefoil's  visit  to 
Eufford.  It  was  not  only  that  he  was  unable  to  assert  his  usual 
powers  immediately  after  the  attack  made  upon  him,  but  that  on  the 
following  day,  at  Scrobby's  trial,  on  the  Saturday  when  he  started  to 
the  meet,  and  on  the  Sunday  following  when  he  allowed  himself  to  be 
easily  persuaded  to  go  to  church,  he  was  silent,  sheepish,  and  evidently 
afraid  of  himself.  "  It  is  a  great  pity  that  we  shouldn't  take  the  ball 
at  the  hop,"  she  said  to  Sir  George. 
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"What  ball ;— and  what  hop?  " 

"Get  him  to  settle  himself.  There  ought  to  be  an  end  to  this 
kind  of  thing  now.  He  has  got  out  of  this  mess,  but  every  time  it 
becomes  worse  and  worse,  and  he'll  be  taken  in  horribly  by  some 
harpy  if  we  don't  get  him  to  marry  decently.  I  fancy  he  was  very 
nearly  going  in  this  last  affair."  Sir  George,  in  this  matter,  did  not 
quite  agree  with  his  wife.  It  was  in  his  opinion  right  to  avoid  Miss 
Trefoil,  but  he  did  not  see  why  his  brother-in-law  should  be  precipi- 
tated into  matrimony  with  Miss  Penge.  According  to  his  ideas  in 
such  matters  a  man  should  be  left  alone.  Therefore,  as  was  customary 
with  him  when  he  opposed  his  wife,  he  held  his  tongue.  "  You  have 
been  called  in  three  or  four  times  when  he  has  been  just  on  the  edge 
of  the  cliff." 

"  I  don't  know  that  that  is  any  reason  why  he  should  be  pushed 
over." 

"  There  is  not  a  word  to  be  said  against  Caroline.  She  has  a  iine 
fortune  of  her  own,  and  some  of  the  best  blood  in  the  kingdom." 

"  But  if  your  brother  does  not  care  for  her  " 

"  That's  nonsense,  George.  As  for  liking,  it's  all  the  same  to  him. 
Eufford  is  good-natured,  and  easily  pleased,  and  can  like  any  woman. 
Caroline  is  very  good-looking, — a  great  deal  handsomer  than  that 
horrid  creature  ever  was,— and  with  manners  fit  for  any  position. 
I've  no  reason  to  wish  to  force  a  wife  on  him ;  but  of  course  he'll 
marry,  and  unless  he's  guided,  he'll  certainly  marry  badly." 

"  Is  Miss  Penge  in  love  with  him  ?  "  asked  Sir  George,  in  a  tone  of 
voice  that  was  intended  to  be  provoking.  His  wife  looked  at  him, 
asking  him  plainly  by  her  countenance  whether  he  was  such  a  fool  as 
that !  Was  it  likely  that  any  untitled  young  lady  of  eight-and-twenty 
should  be  wanting  in  the  capacity  of  being  in  love  with  a  young  lord, 
handsome  and  possessed  of  forty  thousand  a  year  without  encum- 
brances? Sir  George,  though  he  did  aot  apjDrove,  was  not  eager 
enough  in  his  disapproval  to  lay  any  serious  embargo  on  his  wife's 
proceedings. 

"  The  first  steps  taken  were  in  the  direction  of  the  hero's  personal 
comfort.  He  was  flattered  and  petted,  as  his  sister  knew  how  to 
flatter  and  pet  him  ;— and  Miss  Penge,  in  a  quiet  way,  assisted  Lady 
Penwether  in  the  operation.  For  a  day  or  two  he  had  not  much  to 
say  for  himself ; — but  every  word  he  did  say  was  an  oracle.  His  horses 
M'ere  spoken  of  as  demigods,  and  his  projected  fishing  operations  for 
June  and  July  became  matters  of  most  intense  interest.  Evil  things 
were  said  of  Arabella  Trefoil,  but  in  all  the  evil  things  said  no  hint 
was  given  that  Lord  Euiford  had  behaved  badly  or  had  been  in  danger. 
Lady  Penwether,  not  quite  knowing  the  state  of  his  mind,  thought 
that  there  might  still  be  some  lurking  affection  for  the  young  lady. 
"  Did  you  ever  see  anybody  look  so  vulgar  and  hideous  as  she  did 
when  she  marched  across  the  park  ?  "  asked  Lady  Penwether. 
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"  Thank  goodness  I  did  not  see  her,"  said  Miss  Ponge. 
"  I  never  saw  her  look  so  handsome  as  when  she  came  up  to  mo," 
said  Lord  Euiford. 

"  But  such  a  thing  to  do ! " 
"  Awful !  "  said  Miss  Peiige. 

"  She's  the  pluckiest  girl  I  ever  came  across  in  my  life,"  said  Loi  d 
Eufiford.  He  knew  very  well  what  they  were  at,  and  was  already 
almost  inclined  to  think  that  they  might  as  well  be  allowed  to  have 
their  w^y.  Miss  Penge  was  ladylike,  quiet,  and  good,  and  was  like  a 
cool  salad  in  a  man's  mouth  after  spiced  meat.  And  the  money  would 
enable  him  to  buy  the  Purefoy  property,  which  would  probably  be  soon 
in  the  market.  But  he  felt  that  .he  [might  as  well  give  them  a  little 
trouble  before  he  allowed  himself  to  be  hooked.  It  certainly  was  not 
by  any  arrangement  of  his  own  that  he  found  himself  walking  alone 
with  Miss  Penge  that  Sunday  afternoon  in  the  park  ;  nor  did  it  seem 
to  be  by  hers.  He  thought  of  that  other  Sunday  at  Mistletoe,  when 
he  had  been  compelled  to  wander  with  Arabella,  when  he  met  the 
duchess,  and  when,  as  he  often  told  himself,  a  little  more  good-nature 
or  a  little  more  courage  on  her  grace's  part  would  have  completed  the 
work  entirely.  Certainly,  had  the  duke  come  to  him  that  night,  after 
the  journey  from  Stamford,  he  would  have  capitulated.  As  he  walked 
along,  and  allowed  himself  to  be  talked  to  by  Miss  Penge,  he  did  tell 
himself  that  she  would  be  the  better  angel  of  the  two.  She  could  not 
hunt  with  him,  as  Arabella  would  have  done ;  but  then  a  man  does 
not  want  his  wife  to  gallop  across  the  country  after  him.  She  might 
perhaps  object  to  cigars  and  soda  water  after  eleven  o'clock,  but 
then  what  assurance  had  he  that  Arabella  would  not  have  objected 
still  more  loudly.  She  had  sworn  that  she  would  never  be  opposed 
to  his  little  pleasures;  but  he  knew  what  such  oaths  were  worth. 
Marriage  altogether  was  a  bore;  but  having  a  name  and  a  large 
fortune,  it  was  incumbent  on  him  to  transmit  them  to  an  immediate 
descendant.  And  perhaps  it  was  a  worse  bore  to  grow  old  without 
having  specially  bound  any  other  human  being  to  his  interests.  "  How 
well  I  recollect  that  spot ! "  said  Miss  Penge.  "  It  was  there  that  Major 
Caneback  took  the  fence." 

"  That  was  not  where  he  fell." 

"  Oh  no ;  I  did  not  see  that.  It  would  have  haunted  me  for  ever 
had  I  done  so.  But  it  was  there  that  I  thought  he  must  kill  himself. 
That  was  a  terrible  time,  Lord  Eufford." 

"  Terrible  to  poor  Caneback,  certainly." 

"  Yes,  and  to  all  of  us.    Do  you  remember  that  fearful  ball  ?  Wo 
were  all  so  unhappy, — because  you  suffered  eo  much." 
"  It  was  bad." 

And  that  woman  who  persecuted  you!  We  all  knew  that  you 
felt  it." 

"  I  felt  that  poor  man's  death." 
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"  Yes ;  and  you  felt  the  other  nuisance  too." 
"I  remember  that  you  told  me  that  you  would  cling  on  to  my 
legs." 

"  Eleanor  said  so :  and  when  it  was  explained  to  me,  what  clinging 
on  to  your  legs  meant,  1  remember  saying  that  I  wished  to  be  under- 
stood as  being  one  to  help.  I  love  your  sister  so  well  that  anything 
which  would  break  her  heart  would  make  me  unhappy." 

"  You  did  not  care  for  my  own  welfare  in  the  matter  ?  " 

"  What  ought  I  to  say.  Lord  Eufford,  in  answer  to  that  ?  Of  course 
I  did  care.  But  I  knew  it  was  impossible  that  you  should  really  set 
your  affections  on  such  a  person  as  Miss  Trefoil.  I  told  Eleanor  that 
it  could  come  to  nothing.    I  was  sure  of  it." 

"  Why  should  it  have  come  to  nothing,  as  you  call  it  ?  " 

"  Because  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  because  she — is  not  a  lady. 
I  don't  know  that  we  women  can  quite  understand  how  it  is  that  you 
men  amuse  yourselves  with  such  persons." 

"  I  did  not  amuse  myself." 

"  I  never  thought  you  did  very  much.  There  was  something,  I  sup- 
pose, in  her  riding,  something  in  her  audacity,  something,  perhaps, 
in  her  vivacity;  but  through  it  all  I  did  not  think  that  you  were 
enjoying  yourself  You  may  be  sure  of  this,  Lord  Eufford,  that  when 
a  woman  is  not  specially  liked  by  any  other  woman,  she  ought  not  to 
be  specially  liked  by  any  man.  I  have  never  heard  that  Miss  Trefoil 
had  a  female  friend." 

From  day  to  day  there  were  little  meetings  and  conversations  of 
this  kind,  till  Lord  Eufford  found  himself  accustomed  to  Miss  Penge's 
solicitude  for  his  welfare.  In  all  that  passed  between  them  the  lady 
affected  a  status  that  was  altogether  removed  from  that  of  making  or 
receiving  love.  There  had  come  to  be  a  peculiar  friendship, — because 
of  Eleanor.  A  week  of  this  kind  of  thing  had  not  gone  by  before 
Miss  Penge  found  herself  able  to  talk  of,  and  absolutely  to  describe, 
this  peculiar  feeling,  and  could  almost  say  how  pleasant  was  such 
friendship,  divested  of  the  burden  of  all  amatory  possibilities.  But, 
through  it  all,  Lord  Eufford  knew  that  he  would  have  to  marry  Miss 
Penge. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  yielded  in  pure  weariness.  Who  has  not 
felt,  as  he  stood  by  a  stream  into  which  he  knew  that  it  was  his  fate 
to  plunge,  the  folly  of  delaying  the  shock  ?  In  his  present  condition 
he  had  no  ease.  His  sister  threatened  him  with  a  return  of  Arabella. 
Miss  Penge  required  from  him  sensational  conversation.  His  brother- 
in-law  was  laughing  at  him  in  his  sleeve.  His  very  hunting  friends 
treated  him  as  though  the  time  were  come.  In  all  that  he  did  the 
young  lady  took  an  interest  which  bored  him  excessively, — to  put  an 
end  to  which  he  only  saw  one  certain  way.  He  therefore  asked  her 
to  be  Lady  Eufford  before  he  got  on  his  drag  to  go  out  hunting  on 
the  last  Saturday  in  March.    "  Eufford,"  she  said,  looking  up  into  his 
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■face  with  her  histrous  eyes,  and  speaking  with  a  sweet,  low,  silvery 
Toice,  "are  you  sure  of  yourself?" 
"  Oh,  yes. 

"  Quite  sure  of  yourself?  " 

"  Never  was  so  sure  in  my  life." 

"Then,  dearest,  dearest  Eufford,  I  will  not  scruple  to  say  that 
I  also  am  sure."  And  so  the  thing  was  settled,  very  much  to  his 
comfort.  He  couLl  hardly  have  done  better  had  he  sought  through 
all  England  for  a  bride.  She  will  be  true  to  him,  and  never  give  him 
cause  for  a  moment's  jealousy.  She  will  like  his  title,  his  house,  and 
his  property.  She  will  never  spend  a  shilling  more  than  she  ought 
to  do.  She  will  look  very  sharply  after  him,  but  will  not  altogether 
debar  him  from  his  accustomed  pleasures.  She  will  grace  his  table, 
nurse  his  children,  and  never  for  a  moment  give  him  cause  to  be 
ashamed  of  her.  He  will  think  that  he  loves  her,  and,  after  a  lapse  of 
ten  or  fifteen  years,  will  probably  really  be  fond  of  her.  From  the 
moment  that  she  is  Lady  Eufford  she  will  love  him, — as  she  loves 
everything  that  is  her  own." 

In  spite  of  all  his  antecedents,  no  one  doubted  his  faith  in  this 
engagement; — no  one  wished  to  hurry  him  very  much.  When  the 
proposition  had  been  made  and  accepted,  and  when  the  hero  of  it 
had  gone  off  on  his  drag,  Miss  Penge  communicated  the  tidings  to 
her  friend.  "I  think  he  has  behaved  very  wisely,"  said  Lady 
Penwether. 

"  "Well ; — feeling  as  I  do  of  course  I  think  he  has.  I  hope  he  thinks 
the  same  of  me.  I  had  many  doubts  about  it,  but  I  do  believe  that 
I  can  make  him  a  good  wife."  Lady  Penwether  thought  that  her 
friend  was  hardly  sufficiently  thankful,  and  strove  to  tell  her  so  in  her 
own  gentle,  friendly  way.  But  Miss  Penge  held  her  head  up  and  was 
very  stout,  and  would  not  acknowledge  any  cause  for  gratitude.  Lady 
Penwether,  when  she  saw  how  it  was  to  be,  gave  way  a  little.  Close 
friendship  with  her  future  sister-in-law  would  be  very  necessary  to 
her  comfort,  and  Miss  Penge,  since  the  law-suit  was  settled,  had  never 
been  given  to  yielding. 

"  My  dear  Eufford,"  said  the  sister  affectionately,  "  I  congratulate 
you  with  all  my  heart ;  I  do  indeed.  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  could 
not  have  done  better." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  could." 

"  She  is  a  gem  of  inestimable  price,  and  most  warmly  attached  to 
you.  And  if  this  property  is  to  be  bought,  of  course  the  money  will 
be  a  great  thing." 

"  Money  is  always  comfortable." 

"Of  course  it  is,  and  then  there  is  nothing  to  be  desired.  If 
I  had  named  the  girl  that  I  would  have  wished  you  to  love,  it 
would  have  been  Caroline  Penge."  She  need  hardly  have  said 
this  as  she  had  in  fact  been  naming  the  girl  for  the  last  three  or 
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four  months.  The  news  was  soon  spread  aboiit  the  country  and  the 
fashionable  world;  and  everybody  was  pleased, — except  the  Trefoil 
family. 


CHAPTEE  LXXV. 

aeabella's  success. 

When  Arabella  Trefoil  got  back  to  Portugal  Street  after  her  Tisit  to 
Kuflfordj  she  was  ill.  The  effort  she  had  made,  the  unaccustomed 
labour,  and  the  necessity  of  holding  herself  aloft  before  the  man  who' 
had  rejected  her,  were  together  more  than  her  strength  could  bear, 
and  she  was  taken  up  to  bed  in  a  fainting  condition.  It  was  not  till 
the  next  morning  that  she  was  able  even  to  open  the  letter  which  con- 
tained the  news  of  John  Morton's  legacy.  When  she  had  read  the 
letter  and  realized  the  contents,  she  took  to  weeping  in  a  fashion  very 
unlike  her  usual  habits.  She  was  still  in  bed,  and  there  she  remained 
for  two  or  three  days,  during  which  she  had  time  to  think  of  her  past 
life, — and  to  think  also  a  little  of  the  future.  Old  Mrs.  Green  came  to 
her  once  or  twice  a  day,  but  she  was  necessarily  left  to  the  nursing  of 
her  own  maid.  Every  evening  Mounser  Green  called  and  sent  up 
tender  enquiries ;  but  in  all  this  there  was  very  little  to  comfort  her. 
There  she  lay  with  the  letter  in  her  hand,  thinking  that  the  only  man 
who  had  endeavoured  to  be  of  service  to  her  was  he  whom  she  had 
treated  with  unexampled  perfidy.  Other  men  had  petted  her,  had 
amused  themselves  with  her,  and  then  thrown  her  over,  had  lied  to  her 
and  laughed  at  her,  till  she  had  been  taught  to  think  that  a  man  was 
a  heartless,  cruel,  slippery  animal,  made  indeed  to  be  caught  occa- 
sionally, but  in  the  catching  of  which  infinite  skill  was  wanted,  and  in 
which  infinite  skill  might  be  thrown  away.  But  this  man  had  been 
true  to  her  to  the  last  in  spite  of  her  treachery ! 

She  knew  that  she  was  heartless  herself,  and  that  she  belonged  to 
a  heartless  world ; — but  she  knew  also  that  there  was  a  world  of 
women  who  were  not  heartless.  Such  women  had  looked  down  upon 
her  as  from  a  great  height,  but  she  in  return  had  been  able  to  ridicule 
them.  They  had  chosen  their  part,  and  she  had  chosen  hers, — and 
had  thought  that  she  might  climb  to  the  glory  of  wealth  and  rank, 
while  they  would  have  to  marry  hard-working  clergymen  and  briefless 
barristers.  She  had  often  been  called  upon  to  vindicate  to  herself  the 
part  she  had  chosen,  and  had  always  done  so  by  magnifying  in  her 
own  mind  the  sin  of  the  men  with  whom  she  had  to  deal.  At  this 
moment  she  thought  that  Lord  Eufiford  had  treated  her  villainously, 
whereas  her  conduct  to  him  had  been  only  that  which  the  necessity  of 
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the  case  roquiretl.  To  Lord  EufFord  she  had  simply  behaved  after  the 
manner  of  her  class,  heartless  of  course,  but  oulj'  in  the  way  which  the 
"custom  of  the  trade  "  justiliod.  Each  had  tried  to  circumvent  the 
other,  and  she  as  the  weaker  had  gone  to  the  wall.  But  John  Morton 
had  believed  in  her  and  loved  her.  Oh,  how  she  wished  that  she  had 
deserted  her  class,  and  clung  to  him, — even  though  she  should  now 
have  been  his  widow  1  The  legacy  was  a  burden  to  her.  Even  she 
had  conscience  enough  to  be  sorry  for  a  day  or  two  that  he  had  named 
her  in  his  will. 

And  what  should  she  do  with  herself  for  the  future  ?  Her  quarrel 
with  her  mother  had  been  very  serious,  each  swearing  that  under  no 
circumstances  would  she  again  consent  to  live  with  the  other.  The 
daughter  of  course  knew  that  the  mother  would  receive  her  again 
should  she  ask  to  be  received.  But  in  such  case  she  must  go  back 
with  shortened  pinions  and  blunted  beak.  Her  sojourn  with  Mrs. 
Green  was  to  last  for  one  month,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  she  must 
seek  for  a  home.  If  she  put  John  Morton's  legacy  out  to  interest,  she 
would  now  be  mistress  of  a  small  income; — but  she  understood 
money  well  enough  to  know  to  what  obduracy  of  poverty  she  would 
thus  be  subjected.  As  she  looked  the  matter  closer  in  the  face  the 
horrors  became  more  startling  and  more  manifest.  Who  would  have 
her  in  their  houses?  Where  should  she  find  society, — where  the 
possibility  of  lovers  ?  What  would  be  her  life,  and  what  her  pros- 
pects'?  Must  she  give  up  for  ever  the  game  for  which  she  had  lived, 
tmd  own  that  she  had  been  conquered  in  the  fight  and  beaten  even 
to  death?  Then  she  thought  over  the  long  list  of  her  past  lovers, 
trying  to  see  whether  there  might  be  one  of  the  least  desirable  at  whom 
she  might  again  cast  her  javelins.   But  there  was  not  one. 

The  tender  messages  from  Mounser  Green  came  to  her  day  by 
day.  Mounser  Green,  as  the  nephew  of  her  hostess,  had  been  very 
kind  to  her ;  but  hitherto  he  had  never  appeared  to  her  in  the  light 
of  a  possible  lover.  He  was  a  clerk  in  the  Eoreign  Office,  waiting 
for  his  aunt's  money; — a  man  whom  she  had  met  in  society  and 
whom  she  knew  to  be  well  thought  of  by  those  above  him  in  wealth 
and  rank;  but  she  had  never  regarded  him  as  prey, — or  as  a  man 
whom  any  girl  would  want  to  marry.  He  was  one  of  those  of  the 
other  sex  who  would  most  probably  look  out  for  prej', — who,  if  he 
married  at  all,  would  marry  an  heiress.  She,  in  her  time,  had  been 
on  good  terms  with  many  such  a  one, — had  counted  them  among  her 
intimate  friends,  had  made  use  of  them  and  been  useful  to  them, — 
but  she  had  never  dreamed  of  marrying  any  one  of  them.  They 
were  there  in  society  for  altogether  a  different  purpose.  She  had  not 
hesitated  to  talk  to  :Mounser  Green  about  Lord  Eufford,— and  though 
she  had  pretended  to  make  a  secret  of  the  place  to  which  she  was 
going  when  he  had  taken  her  to  the  railway,  she  had  not  at  all 
objected  to  his  understanding  her  purpose.   Up  to  that  moment 
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there  had  certainly  been  no  thought  on  her  part  of  transferring  what 
she  was  wont  to  call  her  affections  to  Mounser  G-reen  as  a  suitor. 

But  as  she  lay  in  bed,  thinking  of  her  future  life,  tidings  were 
brought  to  her  by  Mrs.  Green  that  Mounser  had  accepted  the 
mission  to  Patagonia.  Could  it  be  that  her  destiny  intended  her  to 
go  out  to  Patagonia  as  the  wife,  if  not  of  one  Minister,  then  of 
another  ?  There  would  be  a  career, — a  way  of  liTing,  if  not  exactly 
that  which  she  would  have  chosen.  Of  Patagonia,  as  a  place  of  resi- 
dence, she  had  already  formed  ideas.  In  some  of  those  moments  in 
-which  she  had  foreseen  that  Lord  Eufford  would  be  lost  to  her,  she 
had  told  herself  that  it  would  be  better  to  reign  in  Hell  than  serve  in 
Heaven.  Among  Patagonian  women  she  would  probably  be  the  first. 
Among  English  ladies  it  did  not  seem  that  at  present  she  had  any 
prospect  of  a  high  place.  It  would  be  long  before  Lord  Eufford 
would  be  forgotten, — and  she  had  not  space  enough  before  her  for 
forgettings  which  would  require  time  for  their  accomplishment. 
Mounser  Green  had  declared  with  energy  that  Lord  Eufford  had 
behaved  very  badly.  There  are  men  who  feel  it  to  be  their  mission 
to  come  in  for  the  relief  of  ladies  who  have  been  badly  treated.  If 
Mounser  Green  wished  to  be  one  of  them  on  her  behalf,  and  to  take 
her  out  with  him  to  his  very  far-away  employment,  might  not  this  be 
the  best  possible  solution  of  her  present  diflficulties  ? 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  her  return  she  was  able  to 
come  downstairs,  and  the  line  of  thought  which  has  been  suggested 
for  her  induced  her  to  undertake  some  trouble  with  the  white  anr] 
pink  robe,  or  dressing-gown,  in  which  she  appeared.  "  Well,  my  dear, 
you  are  smart,"  the  old  lady  said. 

"  '  Odious  in  woollen ; — 'twould  a  saint  provoke, 
Were  the  last  words  wliioli  poor  Naroissa  spoke,' " 

said  Arabella,  who  had  long  since  provided  herself  with  this  quotation 
for  such  occasions.  "I  hope  I  am  not  exactly  dying,  Mrs.  Green; 
but  I  don't  see  why  I  should  not  object  to  be  '  frightful,'  as  well  as 
the  young  lady  who  was." 

"I  suppose  it's  all  done  for  Mounser's  benefit?" 

"  Partly  for  you,  partly  for  Mounser,  and  a  good  deal  for  myself. 
What  a  very  odd  name.  Why  did  they  call  him  Mounser  ?  I  used 
to  think  it  was  because  he  was  in  the  Foreign  Office, — a  kind  of  chaff, 
as  being  half  a  Frenchman." 

"  My  mother's  maiden  name  was  Mounser,  and  it  isn't  French  at 
all.  I  don't  see  why  it  should  not  be  as  good  a  Christian  name  as 
Willoughby  or  Howard." 

"  Quite  as  good,  and  much  more  distinctive.  There  can't  be  another 
Mounser  Green  in  the  world." 

"  And  very  few  other  young  men  like  him.  At  my  time  of  life  I 
find  it  very  hard  his  going  away.  And  what  will  he  do  in  such  a  place 
as  that, — all  alone  and  without  a  wife  ? " 
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"  Why  don't  you  make  liim  take  a  wife  ?  " 

"  There  isn't  time  now.    He'll  have  to  start  in  May." 

"  Plenty  of  time.  Trousseaux  are  now  got  up  by  steam,  and  girls 
arc  kept  ready  to  marry  at  the  shortest  notice.  If  I  were  you  I 
should  certainly  advise  him  to  take  out  some  healthy  young  woman, 
callable  of  bearing  the  inclemencies  of  the  Patagonian  climate." 

"  As  for  that  the  climate  is  delicious,"  said  Mrs.  Green,  who  cer- 
iaiuly  was  not  led  by  her  guest's  manner  to  suspect  the  nature  of  her 
guest's  more  recent  intentions. 

Mouuser  Green  on  this  afternoon  came  to  Portugal  Street  before  ho 
himself  went  out  to  dinner,  choosing  the  hour  at  which  his  aunt  was 
wont  to  adorn  herself.  "And  so  you  are  to  be  the  hero  of  Pata- 
A'onia  ?  "  said  Arabella  as  she  put  out  her  hand  to  congratulate  him  on 
his  appointment. 

"  I  don't  know  about  heroism,  but  it  seems  that  I  am  to  go  there," 
said  Mounser  with  much  melancholy  in  his  voice. 

"  I  should  have  thought  you  were  the  last  man  to  leave  London 
willingly." 

"  Well,  yes ;  I  should  have  said  so  myself.  And  I  do  flatter  myself 
I  shall  be  missed.  But  what  had  I  before  me  here  ?  This  may  lead 
to  something." 

"  Indeed  you  will  be  missed,  Mr.  Green." 

"  It's  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so." 

"  Patagonia  !  It  is  such  a  long  way  off! "  Then  she  began  to  con- 
sider whether  he  had  ever  heard  of  her  engagement  with  the  last 
Minister-elect  to  that  country.  That  he  should  know  all  about  Lord 
Eufford  was  a  matter  of  course ;  but  what  chance  could  there  be  for 
her  if  he  also  knew  that  other  affair  ?  "  We  were  intimately  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Morton  in  Washington,  and  were  surprised  that  he  should 
have  accepted  it." 

"  Poor  Morton !  He  was  a  friend  of  mine.  We  used  to  call  him 
the  Paragon  because  he  never  made  mistakes.  I  had  heard  that  you 
and  Lady  Augusta  were  a  good  deal  with  him  in  Washington." 

"  We  were,  indeed.  You  do  not  know  my  good  news  as  yet,  I 
suppose  ?  Your  Paragon,  as  you  call  him,  has  left  me  five  thousand 
pounds."  Of  course,  it  would  be  necessary  that  he  should  know  it 
.some  day  if  this  new  plan  of  hers  were  to  be  carried  out ; — and  if  the 
plan  should  fail,  his  knowing  it  could  do  no  harm. 

"  How  very  nice  for  you !    Poor  Morton ! " 

"  It  is  well  that  somebody  should  behave  well,  when  others  treat 
one  so  badly,  Mr.  Green.  Yes ;  he  has  left  me  five  thousand  pounds." 
Then  she  showed  him  the  lawyer's  letter.  "Perhaps,  as  I  am  so 
separated  at  present  from  all  my  own  people  by  this  affair  with  Lord 
Eufford,  you  would  not  mind  seeing  the  man  for  me  ?  "  Of  course,  he 
promised  to  see  the  lawyer  and  to  do  everything  that  was  necessary. 
"  Tlie  truth  is,  Mr.  Green,  Mr.  Morton  was  very  warmly  attached  to 
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me.  I  was  a  foolish  girl,  and  could  not  return  it.  I  thought  of  it 
long,  and  was  then  obliged  to  tell  him  that  I  could  not  entertain  just 
that  sort  of  feeling  for  him.  You  cannot  think  now  how  bitter  is  my 
regret ; — that  I  should  have  allowed  myself  to  trust  a  man  so  false 
and  treacherous  as  Lord  Eufford,  and  that  I  should  have  perhaps 
added  a  pang  to  the  deathbed  of  one  so  good  as  Mr.  Morton."  And 
so  she  told  her  little  story ; — not  caring  very  much  whether  it  were 
believed  or  not,  but  finding  it  to  be  absolutely  essential  that  some 
story  should  be  told. 

During  the  next  day  or  two,  Mounser  Green  thought  a  great  deal 
about  it.  That  the  story  was  not  exactly  true,  he  knew  very  welL 
But  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  a  girl,  before  her  marriage,  should 
be  exactly  true  about  her  old  loves.  That  she  had  been  engaged  to 
Lord  Eufford,  and  had  been  cruelly  jilted  by  him  he  did  believe. 
That  she  had  at  one  time  been  engaged  to  the  Paragon  he  was  almost 
sure.  The  fact  that  the  Paragon  had  left  her  money  was  a  strong 
argument  that  she  had  not  behaved  badly  to  him.  But  there  was 
much  that  was  quite  certain.  The  five  thousand  pounds  were  quite 
certain ;  and  the  money,  though  it  could  not  be  called  a  large  fortune 
for  a  young  lady,  would  pay  his  debts  and  send  him  out  a  free  man 
to  Patagonia.  And  the  family  honoiirs  were  certainly  true.  She  was 
the  undoubted  niece  of  the  Duke  of  Mayfair,  and  such  a  connection 
might  in  his  career  be  of  service  to  him.  Lord  Mistletoe  was  a  prig, 
but  would  probably  be  a  member  of  the  Government.  Mounser  Green 
liked  dukes,  and  loved  a  duchess  in  his  heart  of  hearts.  If  he  could 
only  be  assured  that  this  niece  would  not  be  repudiated,  he  thought 
that  the  speculation  might  answer  in  spite  of  any  ambiguity  in  the 
lady's  antecedents. 

"  Have  you  heard  about  Arabella's  good  fortune  ?  "  young  Glossop 
asked  the  next  morning  at  the  oflSce. 

"  Yoit  forget,  my  boy,"  said  Mounser  Green,  "  that  the  young  lady 
of  whom  you  speak  is  a  friend  of  mine." 

"  Oh  Lord !  So  I  did.  I  beg  your  pardon,  old  fellow."  Theru 
was  no  one  else  in  the  room  at  the  moment,  and  Glossop  in  asking 
the  question  had,  in  truth,  forgotten  what  he  had  heard  of  this  new 
intimacy. 

"  Don't  you  learn  to  be  ill-natured,  Glossop.  And  remember  that 
there  is  no  form  so  bad  as  that  of  calling  young  ladies  by  their 
Christian  names.  I  do  know  that  poor  Morton  has  left  Miss  Trefoil 
a  sum  of  money  which  is,  at  any  rate,  evidence  that  he  thought  well 
of  her  to  the  last." 

"  Of  course  it  is.  I  didn't  mean  to  offend  you.  I  wouldn't  do  it 
for  worlds, — as  you  are  going  away."  That  afternoon,  when  Green's 
back  was  turned,  Glossop  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  something  par- 
ticular would  turn  up  between  Mounser  and  Miss  Trefoil,  an  opinion 
which  brought  down  much  ridicule  upon  him  from  both  Hoffman 
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and  Arcliibcald  Currie.  But  before  that  week  was  over, — in  the  early 
days  of  April, — they  were  forced  to  retract  their  opinion,  and  to  do 
hononr  to  yonng  GIossop's  sagacity.  Mounser  Green  was  engaged 
to  Miss  Trefoil,  and  for  a  day  or  two  the  Foreign  Office  could  talk  of 
nothing  else. 

"  A  very  handsome  girl/'  said  Lord  Drummond  to  one  of  his  sub- 
ordinates. "I  met  her  at  Mistletoe.  As  to  that  affair  with  Lord 
Eufford,  he  treated  her  abominably."  And  when  Mounser  showed 
himself  at  the  office,  which  he  did  boldly,  immediately  after  the  en- 
gagement was  made  known,  they  all  received  him  with  open  arms  and 
congratulated  him  sincerely  on  his  happy  fortune.  He  himself  was 
quite  contented  with  what  he  had  done,  and  thought  that  he  was 
taking  out  for  himself  the  very  wife  for  Patagonia. 
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No  sooner  did  the  two  new  lovers,  Mounser  Green  and  Arabella 
Trefoil,  understand  each  ether  than  they  set  their  wits  to  work  to 
make  the  best  of  their  natural  advantages.  The  latter  communicated 
the  fact,  in  a  very  dry  manner,  to  her  father  and  mother.  Nothing* 
was  to  be  got  from  them,  and  it  was  only  just  necessary  that  they 
should  know  what  she  intended  to  do  with  herself.  "  My  dear  mamma, 
I  am  to  be  married,  some  time  early  in  May,  to  Mr.  Mounser  Green, 
of  the  Foreign  Office.  I  don't  think  you  know  him,  but  I  dare  say 
you  have  heard  of  him.  He  goes  to  Patagonia  immediately  after  the 
wedding,  and  I  shall  go  with  him.  Your  affectionate  daughter, 
Arabella  Trefoil."  That  was  all  she  said,  and  the  letter  to  her  father 
was  word  for  word  the  same.  But  how  to  make  use  of  those  friends 
who  were  more  happily  circumstanced  was  matter  for  frequent  counsel 
between  her  and  Mr.  Green.  In  these  days  I  do  not  think  that  she 
concealed  very  much  from  him.  To  tell  him  all  the  little  details  of 
her  adventures  with  Lord  Eufford  would  have  been  neither  useful  nor 
pleasant ;  but,  as  to  the  chief  facts,  reticence  would  have  been  foolish. 
To  the  statement  that  Lord  Eufford  had  absolutely  proposed  to  her 
she  clung  fast,  and  really  did  believe  it  herself.  That  she  had  been 
engaged  to  John  Morton  she  did  not  deny ;  but  she  threw  the  blam& 
of  that  matter  on  her  mother,  and  explained  to  him  that  she  had 
broken  off  the  engagement  down  at  Bragton,  because  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  regard  the  man  with  sufficient  personal  favour. 
Mounser  was  satisfied,  but  was  very  strong  in  urging  her  to  seek,  yet 
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once  again,  the  favour  of  her  magnificent  uncle  and  her  magnificent 
aunt. 

"  What  good  can  they  do  us  ?  "  said  Arabella,  who  was  almost  afraid 
to  make  the  appeal. 

"  It  would  be  everything  for  you  to  be  married  from  Mistletoe," 
he  said.  "  People  would  know  then  that  you  were  not  blamed  about 
Lord  Eufford.  And  it  might  serve  me  very  much  in  my  profession. 
These  things  do  help  very  much.  It  would  cost  us  nothing,  and  the 
proper  kind  of  notice  would  then  get  into  the  newspapers.  If  you  will 
write  direct  to  the  duchess,  I  will  get  at  the  duke  through  Lord 
Drummond.  They  know  where  we  are  going,  and  that  we  are  not 
likely  to  want  anything  else  for  a  long  time." 

"  I  don't  think  the  duchess  would  have  mamma  if  it  were  ever  so." 

"  Then  we  must  drop  your  mother  for  the  time, — that's  all.  When 
my  aunt  hears  that  you  are  to  be  married  from  the  duke's  she  will 
be  quite  willing  that  you  should  remain  with  her  till  you  go  down  to 
Mistletoe." 

Arabella,  who  perhaps  knew  a  little  more  than  her  lover,  could  not 
bring  herself  to  believe  that  the  appeal  would  be  successful,  but  she 
made  it.  It  was  a  very  difficult  letter  to  write,  as  she  could  not  but 
allude  to  the  rapid  transference  of  her  affections.  "  I  will  not  conceal 
from  you,"  she  said,  "that  I  have  suffered  very  much  from  Lord 
Eufford's  heartless  conduct.  My  misery  has  been  aggravated  by  the 
feeling  that  you  and  my  uncle  will  hardly  believe  him  to  be  so  false, 
and  will  attribute  part  of  the  blame  to  me.  I  had  to  undergo  an 
agonizing  revulsion  of  feeling,  during  which  Mr.  Green's  behaviour 
to  me  was  at  first  so  considerate  and  then  so  kind  that  it  has  gone  far 
to  cure  the  wound  from  which  I  have  been  suffering.  He  is  so  well 
known  in  reference  to  foreign  affairs,  that  I  think  my  uncle  cannot 
but  have  heard  of  him ;  my  cousin  Mistletoe  is  certainly  acquainted 
"with  him ;  and  I  think  you  cannot  but  approve  of  the  match.  You 
know  what  is  the  position  of  my  father  and  my  mother,  and  how  little 
able  they  are  to  give  us  any  assistance.  If  you  would  be  kind  enough 
to  let  us  be  married  from  Mistletoe,  you  will  confer  on  both  of  us  a  very, 
very  great  favour."  There  was  more  of  it,  but  that  was  the  first  of 
the  prayer ;  and  most  of  the  words  given  above  came  from  the  dicta- 
tion of  Mounser  himself.  She  had  pleaded  against  making  the  direct 
request,  but  he  had  assured  her  that  in  the  world,  as  at  present 
arranged,  the  best  way  to  get  a  thing  is  to  ask  for  it.  "  You  make 
yourself,  at  any  rate,  understood,"  he  said ;  "  and  you  may  be  sure  that 
people  who  receive  petitions  do  not  feel  the  hardihood  of  them  so 
much  as  they  who  make  them."  Arabella,  comforting  herself  by  de- 
claring that  the  duchess,  at  any  rate,  could  not  eat  her,  wrote  the 
letter  and  sent  it. 

The  duchess  at  first  was  most  serious  in  her  intention  to  refuse. 
She  was  indeed  made  very  angry  by  the  request.    Though  it  had  been 
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agreed  at  Mistletoe  that  Lord  Eufford  had  behaved  badly,  the  duchess 
Tvas  thoroughly  well  aware  that  Arabella's  conduct  had  been  abomin- 
able. Lord  Eufford  probably  had  made  an  offer,  but  it  had  been, 
extracted  from  him  by  the  vilest  of  manoeuvres.  The  girl  had  been 
personally  insolent  to  herself.  And  this  rapid  change, — this  third 
engagement  within  a  few  weeks, — was  disgusting  to  her  as  a  woman. 
I^ut,  unluckily  for  herself,  she  Avould  not  answer  the  letter  till  she 
had  consulted  her  husband.  As  it  happened,  the  duke  was  in  town, 
and  while  he  was  there  Lord  Drummond  got  hold  of  him.  Lord 
Drummond  had  spoken  verv  highly  of  Mounser  Green,  and  the  duke, 
^\■ho  was  never  dead  to  the  feeling  that,  as  the  head  of  the  family,  he 
should  always  do  what  he  could  for  the  junior  branches,  had  almost 
made  a  promise.  "  I  never  take  such  things  upon  myself,"  he  said, 
"But  if  the  duchess  has  no  objection,  we  will  have  them  down  to 
Mistletoe." 

"  Of  course  if  you  wish  it,"  said  the  duchess,  with  more  acerbity 
in  her  tone  than  the  duke  had  often  heard  there. 

"  Wish  it  ?  What  do  you  mean  by  v/ishing  it  ?  It  will  be  a  great 
bore." 

'•'  Terrible!" 

"  But  she  is  the  only  one  there  is,  and  then  we  shall  have  done 
with  it." 

"  Done  with  it !  They  will  be  back  from  Patagonia  before  you  can 
turn  yourself,  and  then  of  course  we  must  have  them  here." 

"  Drummond  tells  me  that  Mr.  Green  is  one  of  the  most  useful  men 
they  have  at  the  Foreign  Office  ; — just  the  man  that  one  ought  to  give 
a  lift  to."  Of  course  the  duke  had  his  way.  The  duchess  could  not 
bring  herself  to  write  the  letter,  but  the  duke  wrote  to  his  dear  niece 
saying  that  "  they  "  would  be  very  glad  to  see  her,  and  that  if  she 
would  name  the  day  proposed  for  the  wedding,  one  should  be  fixed  for 
her  visit  to  Mistletoe. 

"  You  had  better  tell  your  mother  and  your  father,"  Mounser  said 
to  her. 

"  What's  the  use  ?  The  duchess  hates  my  mother,  and  my  father 
never  goes  near  the  place." 

"  Nevertheless  tell  them.  People  care  a  great  deal  for  appearances." 
She  did  as  she  was  bid,  and  the  result  was  that  Lord  Augustus  and 
his  wife  on  the  occasion  of  their  daughter's  marriage  met  each  other  at 
^Mistletoe,— for  the  first  time  for  the  last  dozen  years. 

Before  the  day  came  round  Arabella  was  quite  astonished  to  find 
how  popular  and  fashionable  her  wedding  was  likely  to  be,  and  how 
the  world  at  large  approved  of  what  she  was  doing.  The  newspapers 
had  paragraphs  about  alliances  and  noble  families,  and  all  the  relatives 
sent  tribute.  There  was  a  gold  candlectick  from  the  duke,  a  gilt  dish 
from  the  duchess,— which  came,  however,  without  a  word  of  personal 
congratulation,  —  and  a  gorgeous  set  of  scent-bottles  from  cousin 
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Mistletoe.  The  Connop  Greens  were  lavish  with  sapphires,  the  De 
Brownes  with  pearls,  and  the  Smijths  with  opal.  Mrs.  Gore  Bent  a 
huge  carbuncle  which  Arabella  strongly  suspected,  to  be  glass.  From 
her  paternal  parent  there  came  a  pair  of  silver  nut-crackers,  and  from 
the  maternal  a  second-hand  dressing-case  newly  done  up.  Old  Mrs. 
Green  gave  her  a  couple  of  ornamental  butter-boats,  and  salt-cellars 
innumerable  came  from  distant  Greens.  But  there  was  a  diamond 
ring— with  a  single  stone,— from  a  friend,  without  a  name,  which  she 
believed  to  be  worth  all  the  rest  in  money  value.  Should  she  send  it 
back  to  Lord  Eufford  or  make  a  gulp  and  swallow  it  ?  How  invin- 
cible must  be  the  good-nature  of  the  man  when  he  could  send  her  such 
^  present  after  such  a  rating  as  she  had  given  him  in  the  park  at 
Eufford !  "  Do  as  you  Hke,"  Mounser  Green  said  to  her  when  she 
consulted  him. 

She  very  much  wished  to  keep  it.  "  But  what  am  I  to  say ;  and  to 
whom  ?  " 

"  Write  a  note  to  the  jewellers  saying  that  you  have  got  it."  She 
did  write  to  the  jeweller  saying  that  she  had  got  the  ring, — "  from  a 
friend ; "  and  the  ring  with  the  other  tribute  went  to  Patagonia.  He 
had  certainly  behaved  very  badly  to  her,  but  she  was  quite  siure  that 
he  would  never  tell  the  story  of  the  ring  to  any  one.  Perhaps  she 
thought  that  as  she  had  spared  him  in  the  great  matter  of  eight 
thousand  pounds,  she  was  entitled  to  take  this  smaller  contribution. 

It  was  late  in  April  when  she  went  down  to  Mistletoe,  the  marriage 
having  been  fixed  for  the  3rd  of  May.  After  that  they  were  to  spend 
a  fortnight  in  Paris,  and  leave  E  igland  for  Patagonia  at  the  end  of  the 
month.  The  only  thing  which  Arabella  dreaded  was  the  meeting 
with  the  duchess.  When  that  was  once  over  she  thought  that  she 
could  bear  with  equanimity  all  that  could  come  after.  The  week  before 
her  marriage  could  not  be  a  pleasant  week,  but  then  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  endure  evil  hours.  Her  uncle  would  be  blandly  good- 
natured.  Mistletoe,  should  he  be  there,  would  make  civil  speeches  to 
compensate  for  his  indifference  when  called  upon  to  attack  Lord 
Eufford.  Other  guests  would  tender  to  her  the  caressing  observance 
always  shown  to  a  bride.  But  as  she  got  out  of  the  ducal  carriage  at 
the  front  door,  her  heart  was  uneasy  at  the  coming  meeting. 

The  duchess  herself  almost  went  to  bed  when  the  time  came,  so 
much  did  she  dread  the  same  thing.  She  was  quite  alone,  having  felt 
that  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  give  the  affectionate  embrace 
which  the  presence  of  others  would  require.  She  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  and  then  came  forward  three  steps  to  meet  the  bride. 
"Arabella,"  she  said,  "I  am  very  glad  that  everything  has  been 
settled  so  comfortably  for  you." 

"  That  is  so  kind  of  you,  aunt,"  said  Arabella,  who  was  watching 
the  duchess  closely, — ready  to  jump  into  her  aunt's  arms  if  required 
to  do  so,  or  to  stand  quite  aloof. 
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Then  the  duchess  signified  her  pleasure  that  her  cheek  should  bo 
touchcdj — and  it  was  touched.  Mrs.  Pepper  will  show  you  yonr  room. 
It  is  the  same  you  had  when  you  were  here  before.  Perhaps  you  know 
that  Mr.  Green  comes  down  to  Stamford  on  the  first,  and  that  he  will 
dine  here  on  that  day  and  on  Sunday." 

"  That  will  be  very  nice.    He  had  told  me  how  it  was  arranged." 

"  It  seems  that  he  knows  one  of  the  clergymen  in  Stamford,  and 
will  stay  at  his  house.    Perhaps  you  will  like  to  go  upstairs  now." 

That  was  all  there  was,  and  that  had  not  been  very  bad.  During 
the  entii-e  week  the  duchess  hardly  spoke  to  her  another  word,  and 
certainly  did  not  speak  to  her  a  word  in  private.  Arabella  now  could 
go  where  she  pleased  without  any  danger  of  meeting  her  aunt  on  her 
walks.  "When  Sunday  came  nobody  asked  her  to  go  to  church.  She 
did  go  twice,  Mounser  Green  accompanying  her  to  the  morning  service ; 
— but  there  was  no  restraint.  The  duchess  only  thought  of  her  as  a 
disagreeable  ill-conducted  incubus,  who  luckily  was  about  to  be  taken 
away  to  Patagonia. 

It  had  been  settled  on  all  sides  that  the  marriage  was  to  be  very 
quiet.  The  bride  was,  of  course,  consulted  about  her  bridesmaids,  as 
to  whom  there  was  a  little  difficulty.  But  a  distant  Trefoil  was  found 
wilHng  to  act,  in  payment  for  the  unaccustomed  invitation  to  Mistletoe, 
and  one  Counop  Green  young  lady,  with  one  De  Browne  young  lady, 
:md  one  Smijth  young  lady  came  on  the  same  terms.  Arabella 
herself  was  sui-prised  at  the  ease  with  which  it  was  all  done.  On  the 
Saturday  Lady  Augustus  came,  and  on  the  Sunday  Lord  Augustus. 
The  parents,  of  course,  kissed  their  child,  but  there  was  very  little 
said  in  the  way  either  of  congratulation  or  farewell.  Lord  Augustus 
did  have  some  conversation  with  Mounser  Green,  but  it  all  turned  on 
the  probability  of  there  being  whist  in  Patagonia.  On  the  Monday 
morning  they  were  married,  and  then  Arabella  was  taken  off  by  the 
happy  bridegroom. 

When  the  ceremony  was  over  it  was  expected  that  Lady  Augustus 
should  take  herself  away  as  quickly  as  possible — not  perhaps  on  that 
very  afternoon,  but  at  any  rate,  on  the  next  morning.  As  soon  as  the 
carriage  was  gone,  she  went  to  her  own  room  and  wept  bitterly.  It 
was  all  done  now.  Everything  was  over.  Though  she  had  quarrelled 
daily  with  her  daughter  for  the  last  twelve  years, — to  such  an  extent 
lately  that  no  decently  civil  word  ever  passed  between  them, — still 
there  had  been  something  to  interest  her.  There  had  been  something 
to  fear  and  something  to  hope.  The  girl  had  always  had  some 
prospect  before  her,  more  or  less  brilliant.  Her  life  had  had  its 
occupation,  and  future  triumph  was  possible.  Now  it  was  all  over. 
The  link  by  which  she  had  been  bound  to  the  world  was  broken. 
The  Connop  Greens  and  the  Smijths  would  no  longer  have  her,— 
unless  it  might  be  on  short  and  special  occasions,  as  a  great  favour. 
She  knew  that  she  was  an  old  woman,  without  money,  without  blood. 
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and  ■without  attraction,  whom  nobody  would  ever  again  desire  to  see. 
She  had  her  things  packed  up,  and  herself  taken  off  to  London,  almost 
without  a  word  of  farewell  to  the  duchess,  telling  herself  as  she  went 
that  the  world  had  produced  no  other  people  so  heartless  as  the  family 
of  the  Trefoils. 

"  I  wonder  what  you  will  think  of  Patagonia?"  said  Jlounser  Green, 
as  he  took  his  bride  away. 

"I  don't  suppose  I  shall  think  much.  As  far  as  I  can  see  one 
place  is  always  like  another." 

"  But  then  you  will  have  duties." 

"  Not  very  heayy  I  hope." 

"  Then  he  preached  her  a  sermon,  expressing  a  hope  as  he  went  on, 
that  as  she  was  leaving  the  pleasures  of  life  behind  her,  she  would 
learn  to  like  the  work  of  life.  "I  have  found  the  pleasures  very 
hard,"  she  said.  He  spoke  to  her  of  the  companion  he  hoped  to  find, 
of  the  possible  children  who  might  be  dependent  on  their  mother,  of 
the  position  which  she  would  hold,  and  in  the  manner  which  she 
should  fill  it.  She,  as  she  listened  to  him,  was  almost  stunned  by 
the  change  in  the  world  around  her.  She  need  never  again  seem  to 
be  gay  in  order  that  men  might  be  attracted.  She  made  her  promises 
and  made  them  with  an  intention  of  keeping  them ;  but  it  may,  we 
fear,  be  doubted  whether  he  was  justified  in  expecting  that  he  could 
get  a  wife  fit  for  his  purpose  out  of  the  school  in  which  Arabella 
Trefoil  had  been  educated.  The  two,  however,  will  pass  out  of  our 
sight,  and  we  can  only  hope  that  he  may  not  be  disappointed. 


CHAPTEE  LXXVII. 

THE  senator's  LECTUEE. — NO.  I. 

Wednesday,  April  14thj  was  the  day  at  last  fixed  for  the  Senator's 
lecture.  His  little  proposal  to  set  England  right  on  all  those 
matters  in  which  she  had  hitherto  gone  astray  had  created  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  attention.  The  Goarly  affair,  with  the  subsequent 
trial  of  Scrobby,  had  been  much  talked  about,  and  the  Senator's  doings 
in  reference  to  it  had  been  made  matter  of  comment  in  the  news- 
papers. Some  had  praised  him  for  courage,  benevolence,  and  a  stead- 
fast purpose.  Others  had  ridiculed  his  inability  to  understand  man* 
ners  different  from  those  of  his  own  country.  He  had  seen  a  gooc} 
deal  of  society  both  in  London  and  in  the  country,  and  had  never 
hesitated  to  express  his  opinions  with  an  audacity  which  some  had 
called  insolence.   When  he  had  trodden  with  his  whole  weight  hard 
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clown  on  individual  corns,  of  course  he  had  given  offence, — as  on  tlio 
memorable  occasion  of  tlie  dinner  at  the  parson's  house  in  Dills- 
borough.  But,  on  the  -whole,  he  had  produced  for  himself  a  general 
rcppect  among  educated  men  which  was  not  diminished  by  the  fact 
that  he  seemed  to  count  quite  as  little  on  that  as  on  the  ill-will  and 
abuse  of  others.  For  some  days  previous  to  the  delivery  of  the 
lecture  the  hoardings  in  London  were  crowded  with  sesquipedalian 
notices  of  the  entertainment,  so  that  Senator  Gotobed's  great  oration 
on  ''  The  Irrationality  of  Englishmen"  was  looked  forward  to  with 
considerable  interest. 

When  an  intelligent  Japanese  travels  in  Great  Britain  or  an  in- 
telligent Briton  in  Japan,  he  is  struck  with  no  wonder  at  national 
differences.  He  is  on  the  other  hand  rather  startled  to  find  how  like 
his  strange  brother  is  to  him  in  many  things.  Crime  is  persecuted, 
wickedness  is  condoned,  and  goodness  treated  with  indifference  in  both 
countries.  Men  care  more  for  what  they  eat  than  anything  else,  and 
combine  a  closely  defined  idea  of  meum  with  a  lax  perception  as  to 
tuum.  Barring  a  little  difference  of  complexion  and  feature  the 
Englishman  would  make  a  good  Japanese,  or  the  Japanese  a  first- 
class  Englishman.  But  when  an  American  conies  to  us,  or  a  Briton 
goes  to  the  States,  each  speaking  the  same  language,  using  the  same 
cookery,  governed  by  the  same  laws,  and  wearing  the  same  costume, 
the  differences  which  present  themselves  are  so  striking  that  neither 
can  live  six  months  in  the  country  of  the  other  without  a  holding  up 
of  the  hands  and  a  torrent  of  exclamations.  And  in  nineteen  cases 
out  of  twenty  the  surprise  and  the  ejaculations  take  the  place  of 
censure.  The  intelligence  of  the  American,  displayed  through  the 
nose,  worries  the  Englishman.  The  unconscious  self-assurance  of 
the  Englishman,  not  always  unaccompanied  by  a  sneer,  irritates  the 
American.  They  meet  as  might  a  lad  from  Harrow  and  another 
from  ilr.  Brumby's  successful  mechanical  cramming  establishment. 
The  Harrow  boy  cannot  answer  a  question,  but  is  sure  that  he  is  the 
proper  thing,  and  is  ready  to  face  the  world  on  that  assurance.  Mr. 
Brumby's  paragon  is  shocked  at  the  other's  inaptitude  for  examina- 
tion, but  is  at  the  same  time  tortured  by  envy  of  he  knows  not  what. 
In  this  spirit  we  Americans  and  Englishmen  go  on  writing  books 
about  each  other,  sometimes  with  bitterness  enough,  but  generally 
with  good  final  results.  But  in  the  meantime  there  has  sprung  up  a 
jealousy  which  makes  each  inclined  to  hate  the  other  at  first  sight. 
Hate  is  diflicult  and  expensive,  and  between  individuals  soon  gives 
place  to  love.  "I  cannot  bear  Americans  as  a  rule,  though  I  have 
been  very  lucky  myself  with  a  few  friends."  Who  in  England  has  not 
heard  that  form  of  speech,  over  and  over  again?  And  what  English- 
man has  travelled  in  the  States  without  hearing  abuse  of  all  English 
institutions  uttered  amidst  the  pauses  of  a  free-handed  hospitality 
which  has  left  him  nothing  to  desire  ? 

2  D 
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Mr.  Senator  Gotobed  had  expressed  his  mind  openly  -wheresoever 
he  went,  but,  being  a  man  of  immense  energy,  was  not  content  with 
such  private  utterances.  He  could  not  liberate  his  soul  without 
doing  something  in  public  to  convince  his  cousins  that  in  their 
general  practices  of  life  they  were  not  guided  by  reason.  He  had 
no  object  of  making  money.  To  give  him  his  due  we  must  own 
that  he  had  no  object  of  making  fame.  He  was  impelled  by  that 
intense  desire  to  express  himself  which  often  amounts  to  passion 
with  us,  and  sometimes  to  fury  with  Americans,  and  he  hardly  con- 
sidered much  what  reception  his  words  might  receive.  It  was  only 
when  he  was  told  by  others  that  his  lecture  might  give  offence  which 
possibly  would  turn  to  violence,  that  he  made  enquiry  as  to  the 
attendance  of  the  police.  But  though  they  should  te^  him  to  pieces 
he  would  say  what  he  had  to  say.  It  should  not  be  his  fault  if  the 
absurdities  of  a  people  whom  he  really  loved  were  not  exposed  to 
light,  so  that  they  might  be  acknowledged  and  abandoned. 

He  had  found  time  to  travel  to  Birmingham,  to  Manchester,  to 
Liverpool,  to  Glasgow  and  to  other  places,  and  really  thought  that  he 
had  mastered  his  great  subject.  He  had  worked  very  hard,  but  was 
probably  premature  in  thinking  that  he  knew  England  thoroughly. 
He  had,  however,  undoubtedly  dipped  into  a  great  many  matters, 
and  could  probably  have  told  many  Englishmen  much  that  they  didn't 
know  about  their  own  affairs.  He  had  poked  his  nose  everywhere, 
and  had  scrupled  to  ask  no  question.  He  had  seen  the  miseries  of 
a  casual  ward,  the  despair  of  an  expiring  strike,  the  amenities  of  a 
city  slum,  and  the  stolid  apathy  of  a  rural  labourer's  home.  He  had 
measured  the  animal  food  consumed  by  the  working  classes,  and  knew 
the  exact  amount  of  alcohol  swallowed  by  the  average  Briton.  He 
had  seen  also  the  luxury  of  baronial  halls,  the  pearl-drinking  extra- 
vagance of  commercial  palaces,  the  unending  labours  of  our  pleasure- 
seekers — as  with  Lord  Eufford,  and  the  dullness  of  ordinary  country 
life — as  experienced  by  himself  at  Bragton.  And  now  he  was  going 
to  tell  the  English  people  at  large  what  he  thought  about  it  all. 

The  great  room  at  St.  James's  Hall  had  been  secured  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  Lord  Drummond,  the  Minister  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs, 
had  been  induced  to  take  the  chair.  In  these  days  our  governments 
are  very  anxious  to  be  civil  to  foreigners,  and  there  is  nothing  that  a 
robust  Secretary  of  State  will  not  do  for  them.  On  the  platform  there 
were  many  members  of  both  Houses  of  Parliament,  and  almost  every- 
body connected  with  the  Foreign  OfiQce.  Every  ticket  had  been  taken 
for  weeks  since.  The  front  benches  were  filled  with  the  wives  and 
daughters  of  those  on  the  platform,  and  back,  behind,  into  the  distant 
spaces  in  which  seeing  was  difficult  and  hearing  impossible,  the  crowd 
was  gathered  at  2s.  6d.  a  head,  all  of  which  was  going  to  some  great 
British  charity.  From  half-past  seven  to  eight  Piccadilly  and  Eegent 
Street  were  crammed,  and  when  the  Senator  came  himself  with  his 
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cbairman  he  could  hardly  make  his  way  in  at  the  doors.  A  great 
treat  was  expected,  but  there  were  among  the  officers  of  police  some 
who  thought  that  a  portion  of  the  audience  would  not  bear  quietly 
the  hard  things  that  would  be  said,  and  that  there  was  an  uncanny 
gathering  of  roughs  about  the  street  who  were  not  prepared  to  be  on 
their  best  behaviour  when  they  should  be  told  that  Old  England  was 
being  abused. 

Lord  Drummond  opened  the  proceedings  by  telling  the  audience 
in  a  Toice  clearly  audible  to  the  reporters  and  the  first  half  dozen 
benches,  that  they  had  come  there  to  hear  what  a  weJl-informed  and 
distinguished  foreigner  thought  of  their  country.  They  would  not, 
he  was  sure,  expect  to  be  flattered.  Than  flattery  nothing  was  more 
useless  or  ignoble.  This  gentleman,  coming  from  a  new  country  in 
which  tradition  was  of  no  avail  and  on  which  the  customs  of  former 
centuries  had  had  no  opportunities  to  engraft  themselves,  had  seen 
many  things  here  which,  in  his  eyes,  could  not  justify  themselves 
by  reason.  Lord  Drummond  was  a  little  too  prolix  for  a  chairman, 
and  at  last  concluded  by  expressing  "  his  conviction  that  his  country- 
men would  listen  to  the  distinguished  Senator  with  that  courtesy 
which  was  due  to  a  foreigner  and  due  also  to  the  great  and  brotherly 
nation  from  which  he  had  come." 

Then  the  Senator  rose,  and  the  clapping  of  hands  and  kicking  of 
heels  was  most  satisfactory.  There  was,  at  any  rate,  no  prejudice  at 
the  onset.  "  English  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  am  in  the 
unenviable  position  of  having  to  say  hard  things  to  you  for  about  an 
hour  and  a  half  together,  if  I  do  not  drive  you  from  your  seats  before 
my  lecture  is  done.  And  this  is  the  more  the  pity  because  I  could 
talk  to  you  for  three  hours  about  your  country  and  not  say  an  un- 
pleasant word.  His  lordship  has  told  you  that  flattery  is  not  my 
purpose.  Neither  is  praise,  which  would  not  be  flattery.  "Why  should 
I  collect  thi-ee  or  four  thousand  people  here  to  tell  them  of  virtues  the 
consciousness  of  which  is  the  inheritance  of  each  of  them  ?  You  are 
brave  and  generous, — and  you  are  lovely  to  look  at,  with  sweetly 
polished  manners ;  but  you  know  all  that  quite  well  enough  without 
my  telling  you.  But  it  strikes  me  that  you  do  not  know  how  little 
prone  you  are  to  admit  the  light  of  reason  into  either  your  public  or 
private  life,  and  how  generally  you  allow  yourselves  to  be  guided 
by  traditions,  prejudices,  and  customs  which  should  be  obsolete.  If 
you  will  consent  to  listen  to  what  one  foreigner  thinks, — though  he 
himself  be  a  man  of  no  account, — you  may  perchance  gather  from  his 
words  something  of  the  opinion  of  bystanders  in  general,  and  so  be 
able,  perhaps  a  little,  to  rectify  your  gait  and  your  costume  and  the 
tones  of  your  voice,  as  we  are  all  apt  to  do  when  wo  come  from  our 
private  homes,  out  among  the  eyes  of  the  public." 

This  was  received  very  well.  The  Senator  spoke  with  a  clear 
sjnorous  voice,  no  doubt  with  a  twang,  but  so  audibly  as  to  satisfy 
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the  room  in  general.  "  I  shall  not,"  he  said,  "  dwell  much  on  your 
form  of  goYernment.  "Were  I  to  praise  a  republic  I  might  seem  to 
belittle  your  throne  and  the  lady  who  sits  on  it, — an  oifence  which 
would  not  be  endured  for  a  moment  by  English  ears.  I  will  take  the 
monarchy  as  it  is,  simply  remarking  that  its  recondite  forms  are  very 
hard  to  be  understood  by  foreigners,  and  that  they  seem  to  me  to  be 
for  the  most  part  equally  dark  to  natives.  I  have  hardly  a.?  yet  met 
two  EDglishmen  who  were  agreed  as  to  the  political  power  of  the 
Sovereign ;  and  most  of  those  of  whom  I  have  enquired  have  assured 
me  that  the  matter  is  one  as  to  which  they  have  not  found  it  worth 
their  while  to  make  enquiry."  Here  a  voice  from  the  end  of  the  hall 
made  some  protestation,  but  the  nature  of  the  protest  did  not  reach 
the  platform. 

"  But,"  continued  the  Senator,  now  rising  into  energy,  "  though  I 
will  not  meddle  with  your  form  of  government,  I  may,  I  hope,  be 
allowed  to  allude  to  the  political  agents  by  which  it  is  conducted.  You 
are  proud  of  your  Parliament." 

"  We  are,"  said  a  voice. 

"  I  wonder  of  which  House.  I  do  not  ask  the  question  that  it  may 
be  answered,  because  it  is  advisable  at  the  present  moment  that  there 
should  be  only  one  speaker.  That  labour  is,  unfortunately  for  me, 
at  present  in  my  hands,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  agree  with  me  that 
it  should  not  be  divided.  You  mean  probably  that  you  are  proud 
of  your  House  of  Commons, — and  that  you  are  so  because  it  speaks 
with  the  voice  of  the  people.  The  voice  of  the  people,  in  order  that 
it  may  be  heard  without  unjust  preponderance  on  this  side  or  on  that, 
requires  much  manipulation.  That  manipulation  has  in  latter  years 
been  effected  by  your  Eeform  Bills,  of  which  during  the  last  half 
century  there  have  in  fact  been  four  or  five, — the  latter  in  favour  of 
the  ballot  having  been  perhaps  the  greatest.  There  have  been  bills- 
for  purity  of  elections, — very  necessary;  bills  for  creating  consti- 
tuencies, bills  for  abolishing  them,  bills  for  dividing  them,  bills  for 
extending  the  suffrage,  and  bills,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  for  curtailing 
it.  And  what  has  been  the  result  ?  How  many  men  are  there  in  this 
room  who  know  the  respective  nature  of  their  votes  ?  And  is  there 
a  single  woman  who  knows  the  political  worth  of  her  husband's  vote  ? 
Passing  the  other  day  from  the  Bank  of  this  great  metropolis  to  its 
suburb  called  Brentford,  journeying  as  I  did  the  whole  way  through 
continuous  rows  of  houses,  I  found  myself  at  first  in  a  very  ancient 
borough  returning  four  members, — double  the  usual  number, — not 
because  of  its  population  but  because  it  has  always  been  so.  Here 
I  was  informed  that  the  residents  had  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
I  was  told,  though  I  did  not  quite  believe  what  I  heard,  that  there 
were  no  residents.  The  voters,  however,  at  any  rate,  the  influential 
voters,  never  pass  a  night  there,  and  combine  their  city  franchise  with 
franchises  elsewhere.   I  then  went  through  two  enormous  boroughs,. 
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one  so  old  as  to  have  a  great  political  history  of  its  own,  and  the  other 
so  new  as  to  have  none.  It  did  strike  me  as  odd  that  there  should 
be  a  new  borough,  with  now  voters,  and  new  franchises,  not  yet  ten 
years  old,  in  the  midst  of  this  city  of  London.  But  when  I  came  to 
Brentford,  everything  was  changed.  I  was  not  in  a  town  at  all, 
though  I  was  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  houses.  Everything  around 
me  was  grim  and  dirty  enough,  but  I  am  supposed  to  have  reached, 
politically,  the  rustic  beauties  of  the  country.  Those  around  me,  who 
had  votes,  voted  for  the  county  of  Middlesex.  On  the  other  side  of 
the  invisible  border,  I  had  just  passed  the  poor  wretch  with  3s.  a  day 
who  lived  in  a  grimy  lodging  or  a  half-built  hut,  but  who  at  any  rate 
possessed  the  political  privilege.  Now  I  had  suddenly  emerged  among 
the  aristocrats,  and  quite  another  state  of  things  prevailed.  Is  that 
a  reasonable  manipulation  of  the  votes  of  the  people  ?  Does  that 
arrangement  give  to  any  man  an  equal  share  in  his  country  ?  And 
yet  I  fancy  the  thing  is  so  little  thought  of  that  few  among  you  are 
aware  that  in  this  way  the  largest  class  of  British  labour  is  excluded 
from  the  franchise  in  a  country  which  boasts  of  equal  representation. 

"  The  chief  object  of  your  first  Eeform  Bill  was  that  of  realizing 
the  very  fact  of  representation.  Up  to  that  time  your  members  of 
the  House  of  Commons  were,  in  truth,  deputies  of  the  Lords  or  of 
other  rich  men.  Lord  A.,  or  Mr.  B.,  or  perhaps  Lady  C,  sent  whom 
she  pleased  to  Parliament  to  represent  this  or  that  town,  or  occasion- 
ally this  or  that  county.  That  absurdity  is  supposed  to  be  past,  and 
on  evils  that  have  been  cured  no  one  should  dwell.  But  how  is 
now  ?  I  have  a  list, — in  my  memory,  for  I  would  not  care  to  make 
out  so  black  a  catalogue  in  legible  letters, — of  forty  members  who  hpve 
been  returned  to  the  present  House  of  Commons  by  the  single  voices 
of  influential  persons.  What  will  not  forty  voices  do  even  in  your 
Parliament  ?  And  if  I  can  count  forty,  how  many  more  must  there 
be  of  which  I  have  not  heard  ?  "  Then  there  was  a  voice  calling  upon 
the  Senator  to  name  those  men,  and  other  voices  denying  the  fact. 
"  I  will  name  no  one,"  said  the  Senator.  "  How  could  I  tell  what 
noble  friend  I  might  put  on  a  stool  of  repentance  by  doing  so  ?  "  And 
he  looked  round  on  the  gentlemen  on  the  platform  behind  him.  "  But 
I  defy  any  member  of  Parliament  here  present  to  get  up  and  say  that 
it  is  not  so."  Then  he  paused  a  moment.  "  And  if  it  be  so,  is  that 
rational  ?  Is  that  in  accordance  with  the  theory  of  representation  as 
to  which  you  have  all  been  so  ardent,  and  which  you  profess  to  be  so 
<Iear  to  you  ?  Is  the  country  not  over-ridden  by  the  aristocracy  when 
Lord  Lambswool  not  only  possesses  his  own  hereditary  seat  in  the 
House  of  Lords,  but  also  has  a  seat  for  his  eldest  son  in  the  House 
of  Commons  ?  " 

Then  a  voice  from  the  back  called  out, "  What  the  deuce  is  all  Oiat 
to  you?" 
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CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

THE  senator's  lecture. — NO.  H. 

"If  I  see  a  man  hungry  in  the  street/'  said  the  Senator,  instigated 
by  the  question  asked  him  at  the  end  of  the  last  chapter,  "and 
give  him  a  bit  of  bread,  I  don't  do  it  for  my  own  sake  but  for  his." 
Up  to  this  time  the  Britishers  around  him  on  the  platform  and  those 
in  the  benches  near  to  him  had  received  what  he  had  said  with  a  good 
grace.  The  allusion  to  Lord  Lambswool  had  not  been  pleasant  to 
them,  but  it  had  not  been  worse  than  they  had  expected.  But  now 
they  were  displeased.  They  did  not  like  being  told  that  they  were 
taking  a  bit  of  bread  from  him  in  their  own  political  destitution. 
They  did  not  like  that  he,  an  individual,  should  presume  that  ho  had 
bread  to  offer  to  them  as  a  nation.  And  yet,  had  they  argued  it 
out  in  their  own  minds,  they  would  have  seen  that  the  Senator's 
metaphor  was  appropriate.  His  purpose  of  being  there  was  to  give 
advice,  and  theirs  in  coming  to  listen  to  it.  But  it  was  unfortunate. 
"  When  I  ventured  to  come  before  you  here  I  made  all  this  my  busi- 
ness," continued  the  Senator.  Then  he  paused  and  glanced  round  the 
hall  with  a  defiant  look.  "  And  now  about  your  House  of  Lords,"  he 
went  on.  "  I  have  not  much  to  say  about  the  House  of  Lords,  because 
if  I  understand  rightly  the  feeling  of  this  country,  it  is  already  con- 
demned." "  No  such  thing."  "  Who  told  you  that  ?  "  "  You  know 
nothing  about  it."  These  and  other  words  of  curt  denial  came  from 
the  distant  corners,  and  a  slight  murmur  of  disapprobation  was  heard 
even  from  the  seats  on  the  platform.  Then  Lord  Drummond  got  up 
and  begged  that  there  might  be  silence.  Mr.  Gotobed  had  come  there 
to  tell  them  his  views,  and  as  they  had  come  there  expressly  to  listen 
to  him,  they  could  not  without  impropriety  interrupt  him.  "  That 
such  will  be  the  feeling  of  the  country  before  long,"  continued  the 
Senator, "  I  think  no  one  can  doubt  who  has  learned  how  to  look  to 
the  signs  of  the  times  in  such  matters.  Is  it  possible  that  the  theory 
of  an  hereditary  legislature  can  be  defended  with  reason?  For  a 
legislature  you  want  the  best  and  wisest  of  your  people."  "  You  don't 
get  them  in  America,"  said  a  voice  which  was  beginning  to  be  recog- 
nized. "  We  try,  at  any  rate,"  said  the  Senator.  "  Now,  is  it  possible 
that  an  accident  of  birth  should  give  you  excellence  and  wisdom? 
What  is  the  result?  Not  a  tenth  of  your  hereditary  legislators 
assemble  in  the  beautiful  hall  that  you  have  built  for  them.  And  of 
that  tenth  the  greater  half  consists  of  counsellors  of  state,  who  have 
been  placed  there  in  order  that  the  business  of  the  country  may  not  be 
brought  to  a  standstill.  Your  hereditary  chamber  is  a  fiction  supple- 
mented by  the  element  of  election, — the  election  resting  generally  in 
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the  very  bosom  of  the  House  of  Commons."  On  this  subject,  although 
he  had  promised  to  be  short,  he  said  much  more,  which  was  received 
for  the  most  part  in  silence.  Eut  when  he  ended  by  telling  them  that 
they  could  have  no  right  to  call  themselves  a  free  people  till  every 
legislator  in  the  country  was  elected  by  the  votes  of  the  people,  another 
murmur  was  heard  through  the  hall. 

"  I  told  you,"  said  he,  waxing  more  and  more  energetic,  as  he  felt 
the  opposition  which  he  was  bound  to  overcome,  "  that  what  I  had 
to  say  to  you  would  not  be  pleasant.  If  you  cannot  endure  to  hear 
me,  let  us  break  up  and  go  away.  In  that  case  I  must  tell  my  friends 
at  home  that  the  tender  ears  of  a  British  audience  cannot  bear  rough 
words  from  American  lips.  And  yet  if  you  think  of  it  we  have  borne 
rough  words  from  you  and  have  borne  them  with  good  humour." 
Again  he  paused,  but  as  none  rose  from  their  seats  he  went  on, 
"  Proceeding  from  hereditary  legislature  I  come  to  hereditary  property. 
It  is  natural  that  a  man  should  wish  to  give  to  his  children  after  his 
death  the  property  which  he  has  enjoyed,  during  their  life.  But  let 
me  ask  any  man  here  who  has  not  been  born  an  eldest  son  himself, 
whether  it  is  natural  that  he  should  wish  to  give  it  all  to  one  son. 
Would  any  man  think  of  doing  so,  by  the  light  of  his  own  reason, — 
out  of  his  own  head,  as  we  say  ?  Would  any  man  be  so  unjust  to 
those  who  are  equal  in  his  love,  were  he  not  constrained  by  law,  and 
by  custom  more  iron-handed  even  than  the  law  ?  "  The  Senator  had 
here  made  a  mistake  very  common  with  Americans,  and  a  great 
many  voices  were  on  him  at  once.  "  What  law  ?  "  "  There  is  no  law." 
"  You  know  nothing  about  it."    "  Go  back  and  learn." 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Senator,  coming  forward  to  the  extreme  verge 
of  the  platform  and  putting  down  his  foot  as  though  there  were 
strength  enough  in  his  leg  to  crush  them  all;  "Will  any  one  have 
the  hardihood  to  tell  me  that  property  in  this  country  is  not  affected 
by  primogeniture  ? "  "  Go  back  and  learn  the  law."  "  I  know  the 
law  perhaps  better  than  most  of  you.  Do  you  mean  to  assert  that 
my  Lord  Lambswool  can  leave  his  land  to  whom  he  pleases  ?  I  tell 
you  that  he  has  no  more  than  a  life-interest  in  it,  and  that  his  son 
will  only  have  the  same."  Then  an  eager  Briton  on  the  platform 
got  up  and  whispered  to  the  Senator  for  a  few  minutes,  during  which 
the  murmuring  was  continued.  "  My  friend  reminds  me,"  said  the 
Senator,  "  that  the  matter  is  one  of  custom  rather  than  law ;  and  I 
am  obliged  to  him.  But  the  custom  which  is  damnable  and  cruel, 
is  backed  by  law  which  is  equally  so.  If  I  have  land  I  can  not  only 
give  it  all  to  my  eldest  son,  but  I  can  assure  the  right  of  primogeniture 
to  his  son,  though  he  be  not  yet  born.  No  one  I  think  will  deny  that 
there  must  be  a  special  law  to  enable  me  to  commit  an  injustice  so 
unnatural  as  that. 

"  Hence  it  comes  that  you  still  suffer  under  an  aristocracy  almost 
as  dominant,  and  in  its  essence  as  irrational,  as  that  which  created 
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feudalism."  The  gentlemen  collected  on  the  platform  looked  at  each 
other  and  smiled,  perhaps  failing  to  catch  the  exact  meaning  of  the 
Senator's  ■words.  "A  lord  here  has  a  power,  as  a  lord,  which  he 
cannot  himself  fathom  and  of  which  he  daily  makes  an  unconscious 
but  most  deleterious  use.  He  is  brought  up  to  think  it  natural  that 
he  should  be  a  tyrant.  The  proclivities  of  his  order  are  generous  and 
as  a  rule  he  gives  more  than  he  takes.  But  he  is  as  injurious  in  the 
one  process  as  in  the  other.  Your  ordinary  Briton  in  his  dealing 
with  a  lord  expects  payment  in  some  shape  for  every  repetition  of  the 
absurd  title ;— and  payment  is  made.  The  titled  aristocrat  pays 
dearer  for  his  horse,  dearer  for  his  coat,  dearer  for  his  servant  than 
other  people.  But  in  return  he  exacts  much  which  no  other  person 
can  get.  Knowing  his  own  magnanimity  he  expects  that  his  vrord 
shall  not  be  questioned.  If  I  may  be  allowed  I  will  tell  you  a  little  story 
as  to  one  of  the  most  generous  gentlemen  I  have  had  the  happiness  of 
meeting  in  this  country,  which  will  explain  my  meaning." 

Then  without  mentioning  names  he  told  the  story  of  Lord  Eufford, 
Goarly,  and  Scrobby,  in  such  a  way  as  partly  to  redeem  himself  with 
his  audience.  He  acknowledged  how  absolutely  he  had  been  himself 
befooled,  and  how  he  had  been  done  out  of  his  money  by  misplaced 
sympathy.  He  made  Mrs.  Goarly's  goose  immortal,  and  in  imitating 
the  indignation  of  Eunce  the  farmer  and  Bean  the  gamekeeper  showed 
that  he  was  master  of  considerable  humour.  But  he  brought  it  .all 
round  at  last  to  his  own  purpose,  and  ended  this  episode  of  his  lecture 
by  his  view  of  the  absurdity  and  illegality  of  British  hunting.  "I 
can  talk  about  it  to  you,"  he  said,  "  and  you  will  know  whether  I  am 
speaking  the  truth.  But  when  I  get  home  among  my  own  people, 
and  repeat  my  lecture  there,  as  I  shall  do, — with  some  little  additions 
as  to  the  good  things  I  have  found  here  from  which  your  ears  may  be 
spared, — I  shall  omit  this  story  as  I  know  it  will  be  impossible  to  make 
my  countrymen  believe  that  a  hundred  harum-scarum  tomboys  may 
ride  at  their  pleasure  over  every  man^s  land,  destroying  crops  and 
trampling  down  fences,  going,  if  their  vermin  leads  them  there,  with 
reckless  violence  into  the  sweet  domestic  garden  of  your  country 
residences ; — and  that  no  one  can  either  stop  them  or  punish  them. 
An  American  will  believe  much  about  the  wonderful  ways  of  his 
British  cousin,  but  no  American  will  be  got  to  believe  that  till  he 
sees  it." 

"  I  find,"  said  he,  "  that  this  irrationality,  as  I  have  ventured  to 
call  it,  runs  through  all  your  professions.  We  will  take  the  Church  as 
being  the  highest  at  any  rate  in  its  objects."  Then  he  recapitulated 
all  those  arguments  against  our  mode  of  dispensing  Church  patronage 
with  which  the  reader  is  already  familiar  if  he  has  attended  to  the 
Senator's  earlier  words  as  given  in  this  chronicle.  "  In  other  lines  of 
business  there  is,  even  here  in  England,  some  attempt  made  to  get 
the  man  best  suited  for  the  work  he  has  to  do.    If  any  one  wants  a 
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•tlomestic  servant  he  sets  about  the  work  of  getting  a  proper  person  in  a 
very  determined  manner  indeed.  But  for  the  care, — or,  as  you  call  it, 
the  cure, — of  his  soul,  ho  has  to  put  up  with  the  man  who  has  bought 
the  right  to  minister  to  his  wants ;  or  with  him  whose  father  wants  a 
means  of  living  for  his  younger  son,— the  elder  being  destined  to 
swallow  all  the  family  property ; — or  with  him  who  has  become  sick  of 
drinking  his  wine  in  an  Oxford  college;— or  with  him,  again,  who  has 
pleaded  his  cause  successfully  with  a  bishop's  dauglrter."  It  is  not 
often  that  the  British  public  is  angered  by  abuse  of  the  Church,  and 
this  part  of  the  lecture  was  allowed  to  pass  without  strong  marks  of 
disapprobation. 

"  I  have  been  at  some  trouble,"  he  continued,  "  to  learn  the  very 
complex  rules  by  which  your  army  is  now  regulated,  and  those  by  which 
it  was  regulated  a  very  short  time  since.  Unhappily  for  me  I  have 
found  it  in  a  state  of  transition,  and  nothing  is  so  difficult  to  a 
stranger's  comprehension  as  a  transition  state  of  affairs.  But  this  I  can 
see  plainly — that  every  improvement  which  is  made  is  received  by  those 
whom  it  most  concerns  with  a  horror  which  amounts  almost  to  mad- 
ness. So  lovely  to  the  ancient  British,  well-born,  feudal  instinct  is  a 
state  of  unreason,  that  the  very  absence  of  any  principle  endears  to  it 
institutions  which  no  one  can  attempt  to  support  by  argument.  Had 
such  a  thing  not  existed  as  the  right  to  purchase  military  promotion, 
would  any  satirist  have  been  listened  to  who  had  suggested  it  was 
a  possible  outcome  of  British  irrationality?  Think  what  it  carries 
with  it !  The  man  who  has  proved  himself  fit  to  serve  his  country  by 
serving  it  in  twenty  foughten  fields,  who  has  bled  for  his  country  and 
perhaps  preserved  his  country,  shall  rot  in  obscurity  because  he  has 
no  money  to  buy  promotion,  whereas  the  young  dandy  who  has  done 
no  more  than  glitter  along  the  pavements  with  his  sword  and  spurs 
shall  have  the  command  of  men : — because  he  has  so  many  thousand 
dollars  in  his  pocket." 

"  Buncomle,"  shouted  the  inimical  voice. 

"  But  is  it  Buncomle  ? "  asked  the  intrepid  Senator.  "  Will  any 
one  who  knows  what  he  is  talking  about  say  that  I  am  describing  a 
state  of  things  which  did  not  exist  yesterday?  I  will  acknowledge 
that  this  has  been  rectified,  though  I  see  symptoms  of  relapse.  A  fault 
that  has  been  mended  is  a  fault  no  longer.  But  what  I  speak  of  now 
is  the  disruption  of  all  concord  in  your  army  caused  by  the  reform 
which  has  forced  itself  upon  you.  All  loyalty  has  gone ; — all  that  love 
of  his  profession  which  should  be  the  breath  of  a  soldier's  nostrils.  A 
fine  body  of  fighting  heroes  is  broken-hearted,  not  because  injury 
has  been  done  to  them  or  to  any  of  them,  but  because  the  system 
had  become  peculiarly  British  by  reason  of  its  special  absurdity,  and 
therefore  peculiarly  dear." 

"  Buncombe,"  again  said  the  voice,  and  the  word  was  now  repeated 
by  a  dozen  voices. 
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"  Let  any  one  shew  me  that  it  is  Buncombe.  If  I  say  what  is 
■untrue^  do  with  me  what  you  please.  If  I  am  ignorant,  set  me  right 
and  laugh  at  me.  But  if  what  I  say  is  true,  then  your  interruption 
is  surely  a  sign  of  imbecility.  I  say  that  the  change  was  forced  upon 
you  by  the  feeling  of  the  people,  but  that  its  Tery  expediency  has 
demoralized  the  army,  because  the  army  was  irrational.  And  how  is 
it  with  the  navy  ?  What  am  I  to  belieYe  when  I  hear  so  many  con- 
flicting statements  among  yourselves  ?  "  During  this  last  appeal,  how- 
ever, the  noise  at  the  back  of  the  hall  had  become  so  violent,  that  the 
Senator  was  hardly  able  to  make  his  voice  heard  by  those  immediately 
around  him.  He  himself  did  not  quail  for  a  moment,  going  on  witl^ 
his  gestures,  and  setting  down  his  foot  as  though  he  were  still  confident 
in  his  purpose  of  overcoming  all  opposition.  He  had  not  much  above 
half  done  yet.  There  were  the  lawyers  before  him,  and  the  Civil 
Service,  and  the  railways,  and  the  commerce  of  the  country,  and  the 
labouring  classes.  But  Lord  Drummond  and  others  near  him  were 
becoming  terrified,  thinking  that  something  worse  might  occur  unless 
an  end  were  put  to  the  proceedings.  Then  a  superintendent  of  police 
came  in  and  whispered  to  his  lordship.  A  crowd  was  collecting  itself 
in  Piccadilly  and  St.  James's  Street,  and  perhaps  the  Senator  had 
better  be  withdrawn.  The  officer  did  not  think  that  he  could  safely 
answer  for  the  consequences  if  this  were  carried  on  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  longer.  Then  Lord  Drummond  having  meditated  for  a  moment, 
touched  the  Senator's  arm  and  suggested  a  withdrawal-jnto  a  side  room 
for  a  minute.  "  Mr.  Gotobed,"  he  said,  "  a  little  feeling  has  been 
excited  and  we  had  better  put  an  end  to  this  for  the  present." 

" Put  an  end  to  it?" 

"  I  am  afraid  we  must.    The  police  are  becoming  alarmed." 

"  Oh,  of  course ;  you  know  best.  In  our  country  a  man  is  allowedi. 
to  express  himself  unless  he  utters  either  blasphemy  or  calumny.  But 
I  am  in  your  hands  and  of  course  you  must  do  as  you  please."  Then 
he  sat  down  in  a  corner,  and  wiped  his  brow.  Lord  Drummond 
returned  to  the  hall,  and  there  endeavoured  to  explain  that  the  lecture 
was  over  for  that  night.  The  row  was  so  great  that  it  did  not  matter 
much  what  he  said,  but  the  people  soon  understood  that  the  American 
Senator  was  not  to  appear  before  them  again. 

It  was  not  much  after  nine  o'clock  when  the  Senator  reached  hi? 
hotel.  Lord  Drummond  having  accompanied  him  thither  in  a  cab. 
"  Good  night,  Mr.  Gotobed,"  said  his  lordship.  "  I  cannot  tell  you  how 
much  I  respect  both  your  purpose  and  your  courage ; — but  I  don't 
know  how  far  it  is  wise  for  a  man  to  tell  any  other  man,  much  less  a 
nation,  of  all  his  faults." 

"  You  English  tell  us  of  ours  pretty  often,"  said  the  Senator. 

When  he  found  himself  alone  he  thought  of  it  all,  giving  himself  no- 
special  credit  for  what  he  had  done,  acknowledging  to  himself  that 
he  had  often  chosen  his  words  badly,  and  expressed  himself  imperfectly^ 
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but  declaring  to  himself  through  it  all  that  tho  want  of  reason  among 
Britishers  was  so  great,  that  no  one  ought  to  treat  them  as  wholly 
responsible  beings. 


CHAPTER  LXXIX 

THE  LAST  DAYS  OF  MARY  MASTERS. 

The  triumph  of  Mary  Masters  was  something  more  than  a  nine  days'' 
wonder  to  the  people  of  Dillsborough.  They  had  all  known  Larry 
Twentyman's  intentions  and  aspirations,  and  had  generally  condemned 
the  young  lady's  obduracy,  thinking,  and  not  being  slow  to  say,  that 
she  would  live  to  repent  her  perversity.  Runciman,  who  had  a 
thoroughly  warm-hearted  friendship  for  both  the  attorney  and  Larry, 
had  sometimes  been  very  severe  on  Mary.  "  She  wants  a  touch  of 
hardship,"  he  would  say,  "  to  bring  her  to.  If  Larry  would  just  give 
her  a  cold  shoulder  for  six  months,  she'd  be  ready  to  jump  into  his 
arms."  And  Dr.  Napper  had  been  heard  to  remark  that  she  might  go 
further  and  fare  worse.  "  If  it  were  my  girl  I'd  let  her  know  all  about 
it,"  Eibbs  the  butcher  had  said  in  the  bosom  of  his  own  family. 
When  it  was  found  that  Mr.  Surtees  the  curate  was  not  to  be  the  for- 
tunate man,  the  matter  was  more  inexplicable  than  ever.  Had  it  then 
been  declared  that  the  owner  of  Hoppet  Hall  had  proposed  to  her,  all 
these  tongues  would  have  been  silenced,  and  the  refusal  even  of  Larry 
Twentyman  would  have  been  justified.  But  what  was  to  be  said  and 
what  was  to  be  thought  when  it  was  known  that  she  was  to  be  tho 
mistress  of  Bragton  ?  For  a  day  or  two  the  prosperity  of  the  attorney 
was  hardly  to  be  endured  by  his  neighbours.  When  it  was  first  known 
that  the  stewardship  of  the  property  was  to  go  back  into  his  hands, 
his  rise  in  the  world  was  for  a  time  slightly  prejudicial  to  his  popu- 
larity ;  but  this  greater  stroke  of  luck,  this  latter  promotion  which 
would  place  him  so  much  higher  in  Dillsborough  than  even  his  father 
or  his  grandfather  had  ever  been,  was  a  great  trial  of  friendship. 

Mrs.  Masters  felt  it  all  very  keenly.  All  possibility  for  reproach 
against  either  her  husband  or  her  step-daughter  was  of  course  at  an 
end.  Even  she  did  not  pretend  to  say  that  Mary  ought  to  refuse  the 
squire.  Nor,  as  far  as  Mary  was  concerned,  could  she  have  further 
recourse  to  the  evils  of  Ushanting,  and  the  peril  of  social  intercourse 
with  ladies  and  gentlemen.  It  was  manifest  that  Mary  was  to  be  a 
lady  with  a  big  house  and  many  servants,  and,  no  doubt,  a  carriage 
and  horses.  But  still  Mrs.  Masters  was  not  quite  silenced.  She  had 
daughters  of  her  own,  and  would  solace  herself  by  declaring  to  them,, 
to  her  husband,  and  to  her  specially  intimate  friends,  that  of  course 
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they  would  see  no  more  of  Mary.  It  wasn't  for  them  to  expect  to  be 
asked  to  Bragton,  and  as  for  herself  she  would  much  rather  not.  She 
knew  her  own  place  and  what  she  was  born  to,  and  wasn't  going  to  let 
her  own  children  spoil  themselves  and  ruin  their  chances  by  dining  at 
seven  o'clockj  and  being  waited  upon  by  servants  at  every  turn. 
Thank  God  her  girls  could  make  their  own  beds,  and  she  hoped  they 
might  continue  to  do  so  at  any  rate  till  they  had  houses  of  their  own. 

And  there  seemed  to  Dillsborough  to  be  some  justification  for  all 
this  in  the  fact  that  Mary  was  now  living  at  Bragton,  and  that  she  did 
not  apparently  intend  to  return  to  her  father's  house.  At  this  time 
Reginald  Morton  himself  was  still  at  Hoppet  Hall,  and  had  declared 
that  he  would  remain  there  till  after  his  marriage.  Lady  Ushant  was 
living  at  the  big  house  which  was  henceforth  to  be  her  home.  Mary 
was  her  visitor,  and  was  to  be  married  from  Bragton  as  though  Brag- 
ton  were  her  residence  rather  than  the  squire's.  The  plan  had  origi- 
nated with  Eeginald,  and  when  it  had  been  hinted  to  him  that  Mary 
would  in  this  way  seem  to  slight  her  father's  home,  he  had  proposed 
that  all  the  Masters  should  come  and  stay  at  Bragton  previous  to  the 
ceremony.  Mrs.  Masters  yielded  as  to  Mary's  residence,  saying  with 
mock  humility  that  of  course  she  had  no  room  fit  to  give  a  marriage 
feast  to  the  squire  of  Bragton,  but  she  was  steadfast  in  saying  to  her 
husband,  who  made  the  proposition  to  her,  that  she  would  stay  at 
home.  Of  course  she  would  be  present  at  the  wedding;  but  she 
would  not  trouble  the  like  of  Lady  Ushant  by  any  prolonged  visiting. 

The  wedding  was  to  take  place  about  the  beginning  of  May,  and 
all  these  things  were  being  considered  early  in  April.  At  this  time 
one  of  the  girls  was  always  at  Bragton,  and  Mary  had  done  her  best, 
but  hitherto  in  vain,  to  induce  her  step-mother  to  come  to  her.  "When 
she  heard  that  there  was  a  doubt  as  to  the  accomplishment  of  the  plan 
for  the  coming  of  the  whole  family,  she  drove  herself  into  Dillsborough 
in  the  old  phaeton  and  then  pleaded  her  cause  for  herself.  "  Mamma," 
she  said,  "  won't  you  come  with  the  girls  and  papa  on  the  29th  ?  " 

"  I  think  not,  my  dear.  The  girls  can  go, — if  they  like  it.  But  it 
will  be  more  fitting  for  papa  and  me  to  come  to  the  church  on  the 
morning." 

"  Why  more  fitting,  mamma  ?  " 

"  Well,  my  dear ;  it  will." 

"  Dear  mamma ;— why, — why  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  my  dear,  I  am  very  glad  that  yon  are  going  to  get  such 
a  lift." 

"  My  lift  is  marrying  the  man  I  love." 

"That  of  course  is  all  right.  I  have  nothing  on  earth  to  say 
against  it.  And  I  will  say  that  through  it  all  you  have  behaved  as  a 
young  woman  should.  I  don't  think  you  meant  to  thi'ow  yourself  at 
him." 

"Mamma!" 
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"  But  as  it  has  turued  np,  you  have  to  go  one  way  and  mc  another.'* 
"  No !  " 

"  But  it  must  be  so.  The  Squire  of  Bragton  is  the  Squire,  and 
his  wife  must  act  accordiugly.  Of  course  you'll  be  visiting  at  Eufford 
and  HamiDton  ^^'ielc,  and  all  the  places.  I  know  very  well  who  I  am, 
and  what  I  came  from.  I'm  not  a  bit  ashamed  of  myself,  but  I'm  not 
going  to  stick  myself  up  with  my  betters." 

"  Then,  mamma,  I  shall  come  and  be  married  from  here." 

"  It's  too  late  for  that  now,  my  dear." 

"  No ; — it  is  not."  And  then  a  couple  of  tears  began  to  roll  down 
from  her  eyes.  "I  won't  be  married  without  your  coming  in  to  see 
me  the  night  before,  and  being  with  me  in  the  morning  when  I  dress. 
Haven't  I  been  a  good  child  to  you,  mamma  ?  "  Then  the  step-mother 
began  to  cry  also.    "  Haven't  I,  mamma  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear,"  whimpered  the  poor  woman. 

"And  won't  you  be  my  mamma  to  the  last; — won't  you?"  And 
she  threw  her  arms  round  her  step-mother's  neck  and  kissed  her. 
"  I  won't  go  one  way,  and  you  another.  He  doesn't  wish  it.  It  is 
quite  different  from  that.  I  don't  care  a  straw  for  Hampton  Wick 
and  Eufford ;  but  I  will  never  be  separated  from  you  and  the  girls 
and  papa.  Say  you  will  come,  mamma.  I  will  not  let  you  go  till 
you  say  you  will  come."  Of  course  she  had  her  own  way,  and  Mrs. 
Masters  had  to  feel  with  a  sore  heart  that  she  also  must  go  out 
Ushanting.  She  knew,  that  in  spite  of  her  domestic  powers,  she 
would  be  stricken  dumb  in  the  drawing-room  at  Bragton  and  was 
unhappy. 

Mary  had  another  scheme  in  which  she  was  less  fortunate.  She 
took  it  into  her  head  that  Larry  Twentyman  might  possibly  be 
induced  to  come  to  her  wedding.  She  had  heard  how  he  had  ridden 
and  gained  honour  for  himself  on  the  day  that  the  hounds  killed  their 
fox  at  Norrington,  and  thought  that  perhaps  her  own  message  ta 
him  had  induced  him  so  far  to  return  to  his  old  habits.  And  now 
she  longed  to  ask  him,  for  her  sake,  to  be  happy  once  again.  If  any 
girl  ever  loved  the  man  she  was  going  to  marry  with  all  her  heart, 
this  girl  loved  Eeginald  Morton.  He  had  been  to  her,  when  her  love 
was  hopeless,  so  completely  the  master  of  her  heart  that  she  could 
not  realise  the  possibility  of  affection  for  another.  But  yet  she  was 
pervaded  by  a  tenderness  of  feeling  in  regard  to  Larry  which  was 
love  also,— though  love  altogether  of  another  kind.  She  thought  of 
him  daily.  His  future  well-being  was  one  of  the  cares  of  her  life. 
That  her  husband  might  be  able  to  call  him  a  friend  was  among  her 
prayers.  Had  anybody  spoken  ill  of  him  in  her  presence  she  would 
have  resented  it  hotly.  Had  she  been  told  that  another  girl  had  con- 
sented to  be  his  wife,  she  would  have  thought  that  girl  to  be  happ>- 
in  her  destiny.  When  she  heard  that  he  was  leading  a  wretched, 
moping,  aimless  life  for  her  sake,  her  heart  was  sad  within  her.  It 
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was  necessary  to  the  completion  of  her  happiness  that  Larry  should 
recoTer  his  tone  of  mind  and  be  her  friend.    "  Eeg,"  she  said,  leaning 
on  his  arm  out  in  the  park,  "  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  fayour." 
"Watch  and  chain?" 

"  Don't  be  an  idiot.    You  know  I'to  got  a  watch  and  chain." 

"  Some  girls  like  two.  To  have  the  wooden  bridge  pulled  down 
and  a  stone  one  built  ?  " 

"  If  any  one  touched  a  morsel  of  that  sacred  timber  he  should  be 
banished  from  Bragton  for  ever.  I  want  you  to  ask  Mr.  Tv/entyman 
to  come  to  our  wedding." 

"  Who's  to  do  it  ?   Who's  to  bell  the  cat  ?  " 

"  You." 

"I  would  sooner  fight  a  Saracen,  or  ride  such  a  horse  as  killed 
that  poor  major.  Joking  apart,  I  don't  see  how  it  is  to  be  done. 
Why  do  you  wish  it  ?  " 

"  Because  I  am  so  fond  of  him." 

"Oh ;— indeed!" 

"  If  you're  a  goose,  I'll  hit  you.  I  am  fond  of  him.  Next  to  you 
and  my  own  people,  and  Lady  Ushant,  I  like  him  best  in  all  the 
world." 

"  What  a  pity  you  couldn't  have  put  him  up  a  little  higher." 

"I  used  to  think  so  too; — only  I  couldn't.  If  anybody  loved  you 
as  he  did  me,  offering  you  everything  he  had  in  the  world, — thought 
that  you  were  the  best  in  the  world, — would  have  given  his  life  for 
jou,  would  not  you  be  grateful  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  need  wish  to  ask  such  a  person  to  my 
wedding." 

"  Yes,  you  would,  if  in  that  way  you  could  build  a  bridge  to  bring 
him  back  to  happiness.  And,  Keg,  though  you  used  to  despise 
him  " 

"  I  never  despised  him." 

"  A  little  I  think, — before  you  knew  him.  But  he  is  not  despicable." 
"  Not  at  all,  my  dear." 

"  He  is  honest  and  good,  and  has  a  real  heart  of  his  own." 
"  I  am  afraid  he  has  parted  with  that." 

"  You  know  what  I  mean,  -and  if  you  won't  be  serious  I  shall 
think  there  is  no  seriousness  in  you.  I  want  you  to  tell  me  how  it 
can  be  done." 

"  Then  he  was  serious,  and  tried  to  explain  to  her  that  he  could 
not  very  well  do  what  she  wanted.  "  He  is  your  friend  you  know 
xather  than  mine ; — but  if  you  like  to  write  to  him  you  can  do  so." 

"  This  seemed  to  her  to  be  very  difficult,  and,  as  she  thought  more 
of  it,  almost  impossible.  A  written  letter  remains,  and  may  be  taken 
as  evidence  of  so  much  more  than  it  means.  But  a  word  sometimes 
may  be  spoken  which,  if  it  be  well  spoken, — if  assurance  of  its  truth 
be  given  by  the  tone  and  by  the  eye  of  the  speaker,— shall  do  so 
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mwch.  more  than  any  letter,  and  shall  yet  only  remain  with  the  hearer 
as  the  remembrance  of  the  scent  of  a  flower  remains !  Nevertheless 
she  did  at  last  write  the  letter,  and  brought  it  to  her  husband.  "  Is 
it  necessary  that  I  should  see  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Not  absolutely  necessary." 

"  Then  send  it  without." 

"  But  I  should  like  you  to  see  what  I  have  said.  You  know  about 
tilings,  and  if  it  is  too  much  or  too  little,  you  can  tell  me."  Then  he 
read  the  letter, — which  ran  as  follows  :— 

"  Dear  Mr.  Twentyman, 

"Perhaps  you  have  heard  that  we  are  to  be  married  on 
Thursday,  May  6th.  I  do  so  wish  that  you  would  come.  It  would 
make  me  so  much  happier  on  that  day.  We  shall  be  very  quiet ;  and 
if  you  would  come  to  the  house  at  eleven  you  could  go  across  the  park 
with  them  all  to  the  church.  I  am  to  be  taken  in  a  carriage  because 
of  my  finery.  Then  there  will  be  a  little  breakfast.  Papa  and 
mamma  and  Dolly  and  Kate  would  be  so  glad; — and  so  would  Mr. 
Morton.  But  none  of  them  will  be  half  so  glad  as  your  old,  old, 
affectionate  friend, 

"  Maky  Masters." 

"  If  that  don't  fetch  him,"  said  Eeginald,  "  he  is  a  poorer  creature 
than  I  take  him  to  be." 
"  But  I  may  send  it  ?  " 

"  Certainly  you  may  send  it."  And  so  the  letter  was  sent  across  to 
€howton  Farm. 

But  the  letter  did  not  "  fetch  "  him ;  nor  am  I  prepared  to  agree 
with  Mr.  Morton  that  he  was  a  poor  creature  for  not  being  "  fetched." 
There  are  things  which  the  heart  of  a  man  should  bear  without  whim- 
pering, but  which  it  cannot  bear  in  public  with  that  appearance  of 
stoical  indifference  which  the  manliness  of  a  man  is  supposed  to 
require.  Were  he  to  go,  should  he  be  jovial  before  the  wedding  party 
or  should  he  be  sober  and  saturnine?  Should  he  appear  to  have  for- 
gotten his  love,  or  should  he  go  about  lovelorn  among  the  wedding 
guests?  It  was  impossible,— at  any  rate  impossible  as  yet, — that  he 
should  fall  into  that  state  of  almost  brotherly  regard  which  it  was  so 
natural  that  she  should  desire.  But  as  he  had  determined  to  forgive 
her,  he  went  across  that  afternoon  to  the  house  and  was  the  bearer  of 
his  own  answer.  He  asked  Mrs.  Hopkins  who  came  to  the  door 
whether  she  were  alone,  and  was  then  shown  into  an  empty  room 
where  he  waited  for  her.  She  came  to  him  as  quickly  as  she  could, 
leaving  Lady  Ushant  in  the  middle  of  the  page  she  was  reading,  and 
feeling  as  she  tripped  downstairs  that  the  colour  was  rushing  to  her 
face.    "  You  will  come  Larry  ?  "  she  said. 

"  No,  Miss  Masters." 
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"  Let  me  be  Mary  till  I  am  Mrs.  Morton/'  she  said,  trying  to  smile, 
"1  was  always  Mary."  And  then  she  burst  into  tears.  "Why,— 
why  won't  you  come  ?  " 

"  I  should  only  stalk  about  like  a  ghost.  I  couldn't  be  merry  as  a. 
man  should  be  at  a  wedding.  I  don't  see  how  a  man  is  to  do  such 
a  thing."  She  looked  up  into  his  face  imploring  him, — not  to  come, 
for  that  she  felt  now  to  be  impossible, — but  imploring  him  to  express  in 
some  way  forgiyeness  of  the  sin  she  had  committed  against  him.  "  But 
I  shall  think  of  you  and  wish  you  well." 

"  And  after  that  we  shall  be  friends  ?  " 

"  By  and  bye, — if  he  pleases." 

"  He  will  please ; — he  does  please.  Of  course  he  saw  what  I  wrote 
to  you.  And  now,  Larry,  if  I  have  ever  treated  you  badly,  say  that 
you  pardon  me." 

"  If  I  had  known  it  "  he  said. 

"  How  could  I  tell  you,  till  he  had  spoken  ?  And  yet  I  knew  it 
myself !  It  has  been  so, — oh, — ever  so  long !  ^Yhat  could  I  do  ?  You 
will  say  that  you  will  forgive  me." 

"  Yes ;— I  will  say  that." 

"  And  you  will  not  go  away  from  Chowton  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  They  tell  me  I  ought  to  stay  here,  and  I  suppose  I  shall 
stay.  I  thought  I'd  just  come  over  and  say  a  word.  I'm  goiug  away 
to-morrow  for  a  month.  There  is  a  fellow  has  got  some  fishing  iu 
Ireland.  Good-bye." 

"Good-bye,  Larry." 

"  And  I  thought  perhaps  you'd  take  this  now."  Then  he  brought 
out  from  his  pocket  a  little  ruby  ring  which  he  had  carried  often  in 
his  pocket  to  the  attorney's  house,  thinking  that  perhaps  then  might 
come  the  happy  hour  in  which  he  could  get  her  to  accept  it.  But  the 
hour  had  never  come  as  yet,  and  the  ring  had  remained  in  the  little 
drawer  beneath  his  looking-glass.  It  need  hardly  be  said  that  she 
now  accepted  the  gift. 


CHAPTEE  LXXX. 

CONCLUSION. 

The  Senator  for  Mikewa,— whose  name  we  have  taken  for  a  book 
which  might  perhaps  have  been  better  called  '  The  Chronicle  of  a 
Winter  at  Dillsborough"— did  not  stay  long  in  London  after  the 
unfortunate  close  of  his  lecture.  He  was  a  man  not  very  pervious 
to  criticism,  nor  afraid  of  it,  but  he  did  not  like  the  treatment  he 
had  received  at  St.  James's  Hall,  nor  the  remarks  which  his  lecture 
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produced  in  tlie  newsimpers.  Ho  vras  angry  because  people  were 
unreasonable  with  him,  which  was  surely  unreasonable  in  him  who 
accused  Englishmen  generally  of  want  of  reason.  One  ought  to  take 
it  as  a  matter  of  course  that  a  bull  should  use  his  horns,  and  a  wolf 
his  teeth.  The  Senator  read  everything  that  was  said  of  him,  and 
then  wrote  numerous  letters  to  the  different  journals  which  had  con- 
demned him.  Had  anyone  accused  him  of  an  untruth  ?  Or  had  his 
inaccuracies  been  glaring?  Had  he  not  always  expressed  his  readiness 
to  acknowledge  his  own  mistake  if  conyicted  of  ignorance  ?  But  when 
he  was  told  that  he  had  persistently  trodden  upon  all  the  corns  of 
his  English  cousins,  he  declared  that  corns  were  evil  things  which 
should  be  abolished,  and  that  with  corns  such  as  these  there  was  no 
mode  of  abolition  so  efiScacious  as  treading  on  them. 

"I  am  sorry  that  you  should  have  encountered  anything  so  nn- 
pleasant,"  Lord  Drummond  said  to  him  when  he  went  to  bid  adieu  to 
his  friend  at  the  Foreign  OfiBce. 

"  And  I  am  sorry  too,  my  lord, — for  your  sake  rather  than  my 
own.  A  man  is  in  a  bad  case  who  cannot  endure  to  hear  of  his 
faults." 

"  Perhaps  you  take  our  national  sins  a  little  too  much  for  granted." 

"I  don't  think  so,  my  lord.  If  you  knew  me  to  be  wrong,  you 
would  not  be  so  sore  with  me.  Nevertheless,  I  am  under  deep  obliga- 
tion for  kind-hearted  hospitality.  If  an  American  can  make  up  his 
mind  to  crack  up  everything  he  sees  here,  there  is  no  part  of  the 
world  in  which  he  can  get  along  better."  He  had  already  written  a 
long  letter  home  to  his  friend  Mr.  Josiah  Scroome,  and  had  impartially 
sent  to  that  gentleman,  not  only  his  own  lecture,  but  also  a  large 
C:Ollection  of  the  criticisms  made  on  it.  A  few  weeks  afterwards  he 
took  his  departure,  and  when  we  last  heard  of  him  was  thundering  in 
the  Senate  against  certain  practices  on  the  part  of  his  own  country 
which  he  thought  to  be  unjust  to  other  nations.  Don  Quixote  was 
not  more  just  than  the  Senator  or  more  philanthropic,  nor  perhaps 
more  apt  to  wage  war  against  the  windmills. 

Having  in  this  our  last  chapter  given  the  place  of  honour  to  the 
Senator,  we  must  now  say  a  parting  word  as  to  those  countrymen  of 
iur  own  who  have  figured  in  our  pages.  Lord  Eufford  married  Miss 
Penge,  of  course,  and  used  the  lady's  fortune  in  buying  the  property 
of  Sir  John  Purefoy.  We  may  probably  be  safe  in  saying  that  the 
acquisition  added  very  little  to  his  happiness.  What  difference  can  it 
make  to  a  man  whether  he  has  forty  or  fifty  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
—or,  at  any  rate,  to  such  a  man?  Perhaps  Miss  Penge  herself  was  an 
acquisition.  He  did  not  hunt  so  often  or  shoot  so  much,  and  was  seen 
in  church  once  at  least  on  every  Sunday.  In  a  very  short  time  his 
friends  perceived  that  a  very  great  change  had  come  over  him.  Ho 
was  growing  fat,  and  soon  disliked  the  trouble  of  getting  up  early  to 
go  to  a  distant  meet ;  and,  before  a  year  or  two  had  passed  away,  it 
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had  become  an  tinderstoocl  thing  that  in  country  houses  he  was  not 
one  of  the  men  who  went  down  at  night  into  the  smoking-room  in  a 
short  dressing-coat  and  a  picturesque  cap.  Miss  Penge  had  done  all 
this.  He  had  had  his  period  of  pleasure,  and  no  doubt  the  change 
was  desirable ;  but  he  sometimes  thought  with  regret  of  the  promise 
Arabella  Trefoil  had  made  him,  that  she  would  never  interfere  with 
his  gratification. 

At  Dillsborough  everything  during  the  summer  after  the  squire's 
marriage  fell  back  into  its  usual  routine.  The  greatest  change  made 
there  was  in  the  residence  of  the  attorney,  who  with  his  family  went 
over  to  live  at  Hoppet  Hall,  giving  up  his  old  house  to  a  young  man 
from  Norrington  who  had  become  his  partner,  but  keeping  the  old 
office  for  his  business.  Mrs.  Masters  did,  I  think,  like  the  honour 
and  glory  of  the  big  house,  but  she  would  never  admit  that  she  did. 
And  when  she  was  constrained  once  or  twice  in  the  year  to  give  a 
dinner  to  her  stepdaughter's  husband  and  Lady  Ushant  that,  I  think, 
was  really  a  perid  of  discomfort  to  her.  When  at  Bragton  she  could, 
at  any  rate,  be  quiet,  and  Mary's  caressing  care  almost  made  the  place 
pleasant  to  her. 

Mr.  Eunciman  prospers  at  the  Bush,  though  he  has  entirely  lost 
his  best  customer.  Lord  Euiford.    But  the  U.E.TJ.  is  still  strong,  in 
spite  of  the  philosophers,  and  in  the  hunting  season  the  boxes  of  the 
Bush  Inn  are  full  of  horses.   The  club  goes  on  without  much  change, 
Mr.  Masters  being  very  regular  in  his  attendance,  undeterred  by  the 
grandeur  of  his  new  household.   And  Larry  is  always  there,  with 
increased  spirit,  for  he  has  dined  two  or  three  times  lately  at  Hampton 
Wick,  having  met  young  Hampton  at  the  squire's  house  at  Bragton. 
On  this  point  Fred  Botsey  was  for  a  time  very  jealous ;  but  he  found 
that  Larry's  popularity  was  not  to  be  shaken,  and  now  is  very  keen  in 
pushing  an  intimacy  with  the  owner  of  Chowton  Farm.    Perhaps  the 
most  stirring  event  in  the  neighbourhood  has  been  the  retirement  of 
Captain  Glomax  from  the  post  of  Master.    When  the  season  was  over 
he  made  an  application  to  Lord  Eufford  respecting  certain  stable 
and  kennel  expenses,  which  that  nobleman  snubbed  very  bluntly. 
Thereupon  the  captain  intimated  to  the  committee  that  unless  some 
advances  were  made  he  should  go.  The  committee  refused,  and  there- 
upon the  captain  went;  not  altogether  to  the  dissatisfaction  of  the 
farmers,  with  whom  an  itinerant  Master  is  seldom  altogether  popular. 
Then  for  a  time  there  was  great  gloom  in  the  U.E.TJ.   What  hunting 
man  or  woman  does  not  know  the  gloom  which  comes  over  a 
■hunting  'county  when  one  Master  goes  before  another  is  ready  to 
step  into  his  shoes  ?   There  had  been  a  hope,  a  still  growing  hope, 
that  Lord  Eufford  would  come  forward  at  any  such  pinch ;  but  since 
Miss  Penge  had  come  to  the  front  that  hope  had  altogether  vanished. 
There  was  a  word  said  at  Eufford  on  the  subject,  but  Miss  Penge, — 
or  Lady  Eulford  as  she  was  then, — at  once  put  her  foot  on  the  project 
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and  extinguished  it.  Then,  when  despair  was  imminent,  old  Mr. 
Hampton  gave  way,  and  young  Hampton  camo  forward,  acknowledged 
on  all  sides  as  the  man  for  tl  o  place.  A  Master  always  does  appear 
at  last ;  though  for  a  time  it  ppears  that  the  kingdom  must  come  to 
an  end  because  no  one  will  consent  to  sit  on  the  throne. 

Perhaps  the  most  loudly  triumphant  man  in  Dillsborough  was 
Mr.  Main  waring,  the  parson,  when  he  heard  of  the  discomfiture  of 
Senator  Gotobed.  He  could  hardly  restrain  his  joy,  and  confided  first 
to  Dr.  Napper  and  then  to  Mr.  Eunciman  his  opinion,  that  of  all  the 
blackguards  that  had  ever  pi.t  their  foot  in  Dillsborough,  that  vile 
Yankee  was  the  worst.  Mr.  Gotobed  was  no  more  a  Yankee  than  was 
the  parson  himself ; — but  of  any  distinction  among  the  citizens  of  the 
United  States,  Mr.  Mainwaring  knew  very  little. 

A  word  or  two  more  must  be  said  of  our  dear  friend  Larry  Twenty- 
man  ;  for  in  finishing  this  little  story  we  must  own  that  he  has  in  truth 
been  our  hero.  He  went  away  on  his  fishing  expedition,  and  when 
he  came  back  the  girl  of  his  heart  had  become  Mrs.  Morton.  Hunting 
had  long  been  over  then,  but  the  great  hunting  diflculty  was  in 
course  of  solution,  and  Larry  took  his  part  in  the  matter.  When 
there  was  a  suggestion  as  to  a  committee  of  three, — than  which 
nothing  for  hunting  purposes  can  be  much  worse, — there  was  a 
question  whether  he  should  not  be  one  of  them.  This  nearly  killed 
both  the  Betseys.  The  evil  th.ng  was  prevented  by  the  timely 
pressure  put  on  old  Mr.  Hampton ;  but  the  excitement  did  our  friend 
Larry  much  good.  "Bicycle"  and  the  other  mare  were  at  once 
summered  with  the  greatest  care,  and  it  is  generally  understood  that 
young  Hampton  means  to  depend  upon  Larry  very  much  in  regard 
to  the  Eufford  side  of  the  country.  Larry  has  bought  Goarly's  two 
fields,  Goarly  having  altogether  vanished  from  those  parts,  and  is 
supposed  to  have  Dillsborough  Wood  altogether  in  his  charge.  He 
is  frequently  to  be  seen  at  Hoppet  Hall,  calling  there  every  Saturday 
to  take  down  the  attorney  to  the  Dillsborough  club, — as  was  his  habit 
of  old ;  but  it  would  perhaps  be  premature  to  say  that  there  are  very 
valid  grounds  for  the  hopes  which  L  rs.  Masters  already  entertains  in 
reference  to  Kate.  Kate  is  still  too  young  and  childish  to  justify 
any  prediction  in  that  quarter. 

What  further  need  be  said  as  t  Eeginald  and  his  happy  bride  ? 
Very  little; — except  that  in  the  course  of  her  bridal  tour  she  did 
gradually  find  words  to  give  him  a  true  and  accurate  account  of  all 
her  own  feelings  from  the  time  at  which  he  first  asked  her  to  walk 
with  him  across  the  bridge  over  the  Dill  and  look  at  the  old  place. 
They  had  both  passed  their  childish  years  there,  but  could  have  but 
little  thought  that  they  were  destined  then  to  love  and  grow  old 
together.    "  I  was  longing,  longing,  onging  to  come,"  she  said. 

"  And  why  didn't  you  come  ?  " 

"  How  little  you  know  about  girls !   Of  course  I  had  to  go  with  the 
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one  I — I — I — ;  well  with  the  one  I  did  not  love  down  to  the  very- 
soles  of  his  feet.   And  then  there  was  the  journey  with  the  parrot. 
I  rather  liked  the  bird.    I  don't  know  that  you  said  very  much,  but 
I  think  you  would  have  said  less  if  there  had  been  no  bird." 
"  In  fact  I  have  been  a  fool  all  along." 

"  You  weren't  a  fool  when  you  took  me  out  through  the  orchard 
and  caught  me  when  I  jumped  over  the  wall.  Do  you  remember 
when  you  asked  me,  all  of  a  sudden,  whether  I  should  like  to  be  your 
wife  ?   You  weren't  a  fool  then." 

"  But  you  knew  what  was  coming." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  knew  it  wasn't  coming.  I  had  quite  made  up 
my  mind  about  that.  I  was  as  sure  of  it ; — oh,  as  sure  of  it  as  I 
am  that  I've  got  you  now.  And  then  it  came; — Hke  a  great 
thunderclap." 

"  A  thunderclap,  Mary ! " 

"  Well ; — yes.  I  wasn't  quite  sure  at  first.   You  might  have  been 
laughing  at  me ; — mightn't  you  ?  " 
"  Just  the  kind  of  joke  for  me ! " 

"  How  was  I  to  understand  it  all  in  a  moment  ?  And  you  made 
me  repeat  all  those  words.  I  believed  it  then,  or  I  should'nt  have  said 
them.  I  knew  that  must  be  serious."  And  so  she  deified  him,  and 
sat  at  his  feet  looking  up  into  his  eyes,  and  fooled  him  for  a  while 
into  the  most  perfect  happiness  that  a  man  ever  knows  in  this  world. 
But  she  was  not  altogether  happy  herself  till  she  had  got  Larry  to 
come  to  her  at  the  house  at  Bragton  and  swear  to  her  that  he  would 
be  her  friend. 


THE  END. 
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'It  Might    Have  Been." 

Mer  Joy    u)as  Duty 
And    Love   coas  Laco. 

For  one  of  the  brightest  poetic  gems.  P. TO. 


MAUD  IVIUr^I^ER. 

Maud  Muller,  on  a  summer's  day,  raked  the  meadow  sweet  with  hay- 
Beneath  her  torn  hat  glowed  the  wealth  of  simple  beauty  and  rustic  health. 
Smging,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee  the  mock-bird  echoed  from  his  tree. 
But  when  she  glanced  to  the  far-off  town,  white  from  its  hill  slope  looking  down, 
The  sweet  song  died,  and  a  vague  unrest  and  a  nameless  longing  filled  her  breast,— 
^^u"'?  j*****       hardly  dare  to  own,  for  something  better  than  she  had  known. 
The  Judge  rode  slowly  down  the  lane,  smoothing  his  horse's  chestnut  mane. 
He  drew  his  bridle  in  the  shade  of  the  apple-trees  to  greet  the  maid, 
And  asked  a  draught  from  the  spring  that  flowed  through  the  meadow  across  the  road. 
She  stooped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled  up,  and  filled  for  him  her  small  tin  cup, 
And  blushed  as  she  gave  it,  lookiog  down  on  her  feet  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 
"  Thanks  !  "  said  the  Judge;  "  a  sweeter  draught  fiom  a  fairer  hand  was  never  quaffed." 
He  spoke  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees,  of  the  singing  birds  and  the  humming  bees ; 
Then  talked  of  the  haying,  and  wondered  whether  the  cloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul 
And  Maud  forgot  her  brier-torn  gown,  and  her  graceful  ankles  bare  and  brown  [weathtr 
And  listened,  while  a  pleased  surprise  looked  from  her  long-lashed  hazel  eyes. 
At  last,  like  one  who  for  delay  seeks  a  vain  excuse  he  rode  away. 
Maud  Muller  looked  and  sighed :  "  Ah  me  !   That  1  the  Judge's  bride  m'ght  be ! 
"  He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine,  and  praise  and  toast  me  at  his  wine. 
"  My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  coat;  my  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat. 
"  I'd  dress  my  mother  so  grand  and  gay,  and  the  baby  should  have  a  new  toy  each  day. 
"  And  I'd  feed  the  himgry  and  clothe  the  poor,  and  all  should  bless  me  who  left  our  dcor.  ' 
The  Judge  looked  back  as  he  climbed  the  hill,  and  saw  Maud  Muller  standing  still. 
"  A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  sweet,  ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet. 
"  And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  air  show  her  wise  and  good  as  she  is  fair, 
"  Would  she  were  mine,  and  I  to-day,  like  her,  a  harvester  of  hay  ; 
"  No  doubtful  balance  of  rights  and  wrongs,  nor  weary  lawyers  with  endless  tongues, 
"  But  low  of  cattle  and  song  of  birds,  and  health  and  quiet  and  loving  words." 
But  he  thought  of  his  sisters  proud  and  cold,  and  his  mother  vain  of  her  rauk  and  gold. 
So,  closing  his  heart  the  Judge  rode  on  and  Maud  was  left  in  the  field  alone. 
But  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon,  when  he  hummed  in  Court  an  old  love  tune  ; 
And  the  young  girl  mused  besides  the  well  till  the  rain  on  the  unraked  clover  fell. 
He  wedded  a  wife  of  richest  dower,  who  lived  for  fashion,  as  he  for  power. 
Yet  oft,  in  his  marble  hearth's  bright  glow,  he  watched  a  picture  come  and  go ; 
And  sweet  Maud  Muller's  hazel  eyes  looked  out  in  their  innocent  surprise. 
Oft,  when  the  wine  in  his  glass  was  red,  he  longed  for  the  wayside  well  instead  ; 
And  closed  his  eyes;.on  his  garnished  rooms  to  dream  of  meadows  and  clover-blooms. 
And  the  proud  man  sighed,  with  a  secret  pain,  "  Ah,  that  I  was  fi  ee  again ! 
"  Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day,  where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  her  hay." 
She  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor,  and  many  children  played  round  her  door. 
But  care  and  sorrow,  and  childbirth  pain,  left  their  traces  on  heart  and  brain. 
And  oft,  when  the  summer  sun  shone  hot  on  the  new-mown  hay  in  the  meadow  lot, 
And  she  heard  the  little  spring  brook  fall  over  the  road  side,  through  the  wall, 
In  the  shade  of  the  apple-tree  again  she  saw  a  rider  draw  his  rein. 
And,  gazing  down  with  timid  grace,  she  felt  bis  pleased  eyes  read  her  face. 
Sometimes  her  narrow  kitchen  walls  stretched  away  into  stately  halls ; 
The  weary  wheel  to  a  spinnet  turned,  the  tallow  candle  an  astral  burned. 
And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  chimney  lug,  dozing  and  grumbling  o'er  pipe  and  mug, 
A'manly  form  at  her  side  she  saw,  and  joy  was  duty  and  love  was  law. 
Then  she  took  up  her  burden  of  life  again,  saying  only,  "  It  might  have  been." 
Alas  for  maiden,  aias  for  Judge,  for  rich  repiner  and  household  drudge  ! 
God  pity  them  both  !  and  pity  us  all,  who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall. 
For  of  all  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen,  the  saddest  are  these  :  "  It  might  have  been." 
Ah,  well !  for  us  all  some  sweet  hope  lies  deeply  bulled  from  human  eyes ; 
And,  in  the  hereafter,  angels  may  roll  the  stone  from  its  grave  away !  ■Whittiebj 
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Dr.  GUIDO  BiAGi,  2  Coloured  Plates  and 
24  in  Half-tone. 

The  Master  of  Game:  Tl  e  Oldest 
English  "dooJcon  Huntini;.  Bv  Edward, 
Second  Duke  of  York,  Edited  by  W.  A. 
and  F.  Baillie-Grohman.  Introduction 
byTHEODORERooSEVELT,  Photogravure! 
Frontispiece  and23  full-pagel  lustrations. 

ARTEMUS    WARD'S  Works. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portrait,  3j.  6a!. ; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARTIST   (The  Mind   of  the) : 

Thoughts  and  Sayings  of  Art  sts  on  tueir 
Art.  Collected  and  arrangei}  by  Mrs. 
Laurence  Binyon.  With  8  full-page 
Plates,  Small  crown  8vo.  cloth. 3.5.6rf. net. 

ASHTON  (JOHN).— Social  Life 
in  the  Reigrn  of  Queen  Anne.  With 
8s  llliistra  ons.  Crown  Syo.  cloth,  ■}s.(>d. 

AUSTEN  (JANE),  The  Works  of, 

in  Ten  Volumes,  each  containing  Ten 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  A.  Wallis 
Mills.  With  Notes  by  R.  Brimley 
Johnson.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  31.  dd.  net  per 
vol.  The  Novels  are  as  follows  :  I.  and 
II.,  PRIDE  AND  PREIUDICE;  III, 
and  IV..  SENSE  AND  SENSIBILITY; 
v.,  NORTHANGER  ABBEY  ;  VI.,  PER. 
SUASION;  VII.  and  VIII.,  EMMA; 
IX.  and  X.,  MANSFIELD  PARK. 

AYE5HA  (MARION).— The 

Truth  about  a  Nunnery  ;  Five  Ye^rs 
in  1  P  rts  Convent  School.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  6g.    , 

AYSCOUQH  (JOHN),  Novels  by. 

'C,r^  'Wn  .Svo.'c  ofFi,  6^.  each. 
Outsiders— and  In. 
Mezzoglorno. 

Hurdoott.   I  Faustnla, 

Marotz.   Grown  8ve,  cloth,  2j.  net. 


AUTHORS   for  the  POCKET. 

i6mo,  cl..  2i.  net  each  ;  leather,  31.  net  ea. 
The  Pocket.  R.  t<.  S. 
The  PocK^t.  Geoi^gia  ^oPraw.' 
The  PocHet  Thackeray. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Sickens. 
The  Pookt;t  .RlTshard  Jefferies; 
IThe.  fbcket  Geoi'^e  MacDonald. 
The  Pocket  Bmersou. 
The  Pocket  Th6mas  Hardy. 
The  Pocket  tieorse  Eliot.- 
The  Pocket  Charles  Hlngsley. 
The  Pocket  Ruskin. 
The  Pocket  Lord  Beaconsfield. 
The  Flower  of  the  Mind.  

BACTERIA,  Yeast  Fungi,  and 
Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.  By 

W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.  With  87  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.  clolh.  is.  6d. 

BAILDON  (H.  B.)  — Robert 

Louis  Stevenson:  A  Study.  With  2 
 Portraits.   Crown  Svo,  buctram,  6j. 

BALLADS  and  LYlRieSof  LOVE, 

selected  from  Pp;rcy'S  'Reliques.'  Edited 
with  an  Inlroduction  by  F,  SiDGWICK. 
With  10  Plates  in  Colour  after  BVAM 
Shaw,  R.I.  Large  fcap. 410,  cloth,  6s.  net. 
£ief!enda,ry  Ballads,  selected  from 
Percys  'Reliques.'      Edited  with,  an 
Introduction  by  F.  SlDGWicK.   With  10 
Plates  in  Colour  after  Eyam  Shaw,  B.I. 
Large  fcap,  4to,  cloth,  65.  net. 
*,*  The  above2  volumes  may  also  be  had  in 
the  St.  Martin's  Library,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
top.  2s.  net  each :  leather,  gtlt  edges,     net  each. 

BARDSLEY    (Rev.    C.  W.),— 
English  Surnames:  Their  Sources 
and  significations.  !  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  ;7,'r  6d', 

BARGAIN  BOOK (1  he).    By  C. E. 

JERNINGHAM  and  LEWIS  BETTANV.  With 
9  lUustraiions  and  g  Tabular  Charts. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  7J.-6d.  net.   

BARINQ-QOULD  (S.%  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vp,  cloth;  y:(>d.  each ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boarils,  2j.  each  ;  POPULAR 
Editions,  medium  Svo.  6d.  each. 
Red  Spider.      1  Bve. 

BARKER  (ELSA).— The  Son  of 

Mary  Bethel.    CroiVn  Svo.  cloth,  6.;. 

BARR  (AMELIA  E.).— Love  will 

Venlure  in.  Crown  Svo,cloth,  3^,  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  ij.net. .   

BARR  (ROBERT),  Stories  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  tdi  each. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair..  With  2  Illusts. 
From  Whose  Bourne,  &c.  With  47 

Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  apd  others. 
Revenge  1  .  With  12  Illustrstibiis  by 

Lancelot  .Speed  and  others. 
A  Woman  Intervenes. 
A  Prince  of  Good  Fellows.  With 

15  inustrat  on--  by  E.  f.  SULLIVAN. 
The  Unchanging  East. 
The  Speculations  ot  John  Steele. 

Crown   Svo,   cloth,  zs   6a. ;  POPUtAR 

Edition,  medium  Svo,  6d. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


6ARRETT  (FRANK),  Novels  by. 

I'o^t  fsvo,  ilUist.  L)<is..  :.t.  <::i.;cl..  2.v.  bj.  cs. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zaosoulich. 
Lilttld  Lady  iilnton. 
John  Foi'd;  and  His  HoTpmate. 
A  Recoiling  'ffengcsanco. 
Honest  Davie,  i  Lteiit  Barnabas. 

Cr.  8vo,  clotli.  3s.  t,u.  Jatii  ;  pusl  Svu,  il'Usl 
boards,  jt.  e-adi ;  cloth  limp,      61/.  each. 
Found  Guilty. 
For  liOve  and  Honour. 
Between  Lite  and  Beath. 
Fettered  for  Uta. 
A  Missing  Witness.   With  8  Iilusf^^. 
The  MTomanof  thelron  Braoelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress. 

Folly  Morrison.  

Crown  8v<i,  cioin,  35.  od.  ench. 
Under  a  Strange  Mask.  With  ic 

Illustrations  by  E.  K.  Kkkwtnall. 
Was  She  Justified? 
Lady  Judas. 

The  Obliging  Husband.   With  Col 

oured  I^'i  oiitibpiece.- 
Perfidious  Lydlia.   With  Fr mtispiect 

■by  DufiLEYTpINNANT. 

Fettered  for  L,iia.  PordLAR  Edition 

medium  8vo. 
Tlia  Error  of  Her  Ways.  Ci  own  8vo, 

cloth,  3i.  6d.:  Cheap  Ei>i'rioN.  cl,.  r.t.  net 


HARRINGTON  t,MlCrtAhiU 

Novels  by. 
The  Knight  of  the  Golden  Sword. 

Ciown  .Svo,  cloth,  6^. 
The  X.ady  of  Tripoli.  With  lUus- 

tratioils.    Crown  §vo.  bncliram  ,L:ilt,  55, 

BXS'jrE  R  VTlL E  '(J5HN)  a 

Jfemoir.  Bv  RALPH  STRAUS  and  R.  K 
Dext.  With- 13  Platej.  Large  quarto, 
buckram.  2i.v,'net. 


BATH  (The)  In  Diseases  of  the 

5kin.  By  J.  L.  Milton.  Post  Svo,  is.  : 
cloth,  r.T,  6d.  _ 

BjEACONSFmCDTLOR 

p.  O'Connor,  M.P.  Crown  8vo,clolh.  5.1. 


BEARD   (JOHN),    D.Sc.  —  The 
Enzyme  Treatment    of  Cancer. 

With  Iilu'its:   Demv  8vo,  cl.,  ys.  6d.  net 

BENNETT  ( ARNOLDn"  Noveis 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3,.-.  bd.  t-nch. 
Leonora.      !       A  Great  IWan. 
Teresa  of  Watllng  Street.  With  8 

Illustrations  bv  Frank  Gili,ett. 
Tales  of  the  Five  Towns.  |  Hugo. 
Sacred  and  Profane  Lova. 
The  Gates  of  Wrath. 
The  Ghost.  I  The  City  of  Pleasure. 
The  Grand  Ba^bylon  Hotel. 
Sacred  and  Profane  Love.  Chkap 

f-:uii  io\,  crown  Hvo,  ij,  net.  ;  POPULAR 

ICniTioN,  mediurh  8vo.  6d. 
Leonora.  P'jpular  Edition,  crown  8vo, 

ciotli,  2.S.  net.   

POPI'LAR  El'iTioNS,  medium  Rvo,  f,./.  each. 

The  Grand  finbylon  Hotsl. 
The  City  of  Ploasura.    1  Hw^o, 


BENNETT  (W.  C.).— Songs  for 

.Siiilor^.    Post  Svo.  cloth,  2s. 

Cr.  Svi),  cloih,  3s.  e.icil  ;    i"i^t  ;mo, 

illust.  Kis.  2,s.  eaoh  :  cl  limp,  2s.  0,1.  each. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

'I  he  Golden  Butterfly. 

My  Little  Girl. 

V/ith  Harp  and  Cfown. 

Tills  Sou  of  Vulcan. 

The  Munks  of  Tdalema. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Char^laln  of  the  Flaat 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  CabQ  Of  Mr.  Luoraft. 

'Twaa  in  Trafa,l;?ar's  Bay. 

The  Tan  'V^ea.rs^Tenant.  _^ 

eESANT    (5'ir  '  WJVLTER), 

NoveJs  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s-.  OU. 
each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  board.5,  2.?. 
each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
With  12  IlluFtrations  by  Kred.  Ba;;maru. 

The  Captains'  Boaui,  &c. 

All  In  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illus- 
trations bv  Harky  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece. 

Uncle  jack,  and  other  Stories. 

Children  of  Glbeon. 

The  iVo  vltt  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
With  12  Illuslrations  by  A.  FoRESTIKR. 

Herr  Paulus. 

The  Bell  cf  St.  Paul's. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom,  with 
llhisls.  bv  A.  FORBSTIEK  and  F.  WADDV. 

To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.  With  ci  Illusts. 

Tha  Holy  )Ro!3e,&c.    With  Frontispiece. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  With  lalilusis, 

St.  Katherlne's  by  the  Tower. 
With  12  Illustrations  hv  C.  GREEN. 

Vorbana  CaimalUa  Stephanotls. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

Tha  Eebal  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice. 
With  I.'  Illustratifais  by  W.  H.  HyuE. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &c.  With  Front. s. 

The  Row olt  of  Man. 

Tne  Master  Craftsman. 

Tha  City  of  Rqfuge. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  ^s.  bd.  eacli. 

A  Fountain  Sealed. 

The  ChaniSeliTig. 

The  Fourth  Generation. 

The  Oranga  Girl.    With  8  Illustrations 
by  F.  Pkgram. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

'Ji;he  Lad,y  of  Lynn.    With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  Demain-Hammond. 

Ko  Other  Way.   With  12  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  picUire  clold,  lut  linck,  2t,  e:u  h. 

St.  Katherlne's  toy  the  Tower. 

Tha  Rebal_<3u«en._  

Fine  Papek  iC'oa'ioNs,  v.xrsvo,  cloth,  fjilt, 
2,t.  net  each    leather,  gilt,  3s.  net  each. 

London.  |  Westminster. 

Je!*usalem.  (In  collaboration  with  Prof. 
F.  H.  Palmkr.> 

Sir  Richard  Whittington. 

Oaanard  de  CoHjJny. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Ken 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


BESANT  (Sir  \^'a\tir)— continued. 
CHEAP  Editions,  cr.  8v  >,  cloth,  is.  net  each. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

Verbena  Camellia  Steplianotls. 

'i'ha  Kebel  Queen. 

)'opuLAR  Editions,  meduim  &\o,  6d.  each 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

'iiie  Golden  Butterfly. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

Tbe  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

The  Orange  Girl. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

Chiloren  of  Gibeon. 

uorothyForscer.  |  No  Other  Way. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

The  L.ady  of  Lynn. 

Demy  Svo,  clolh.  5^.  net  each. 

Uondon.    With  12';  Ilhistrations. 

Westminster.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 
\Va!.kkk,  and  110  Illustrations. 

South  liondon.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 
Walker,  and  118  Illustrations. 

East  London.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 
\V.\LKER,  and  56  Illustrations  by  Phil 
JI.4.Y,  L.  Raven  Hill,  and  J.  Pennell. 

Crown  8yo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.   With  144  Illusts. 
The   Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room 
Plays.  50  Illus.  by  Chris  Hammond,  Sic. 

St.  Katherina's  by  the  Tower. 

Chkap  EDmON  picture  cover,  is.  net. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 

With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s. 
Art  of  Fiction.  Fcap.  Svo.  cloth,  is.net. 

BIBLIOTHECA     ROMAN ICA  : 

The  Original  Text,  with,  where  neces- 
sary, Xotes.  Small  Svo,  single  parts,  8rf. 
net  per  vol. ;  clolh,  single  parts,  is.  net  per 
vol.  Where  two  or  more  units  are  bound 
in  one  volume  the  price  in  wrapper  re- 
mains 8d.  per  unit,  i.t.,  two  cost  is.^d. : 
three  cost  2s. ;  four  cost  2s.  8d.  In  cloth 
tlie  additional  cost  is  ^d.  for  the  first,  and 
Id.  for  each  succeeding  unit  ;  i.e.,  one 
imit  costs  is.  ;  two  cost  is.  gd. ;  three 
2s.  hd.;  four  3s.  'id. 

1.  Moliere:  Le  Misanthrope. 

2.  Moliera:  Les  Femmes  suvantes. 

3.  Corneille:  Le  Cid.  [thode. 

4.  Descartes:    Discours  de  la  nie- 
5-6.  Dante  :    Divina    Commedia    I.  : 

Interno. 

7.  Boccaccio:   Decameron:  Prima 

giornata. 

8.  Calderon :  La  vida  es  sueno. 

g.  Restif  de  la  Bretonne:  L'an 

2000. 

10.  Camoes:  Os  Lusiadas:  Canto  I.,  II 

11.  Racine:  Athalie. 

12-15.  Patraroa  :  Rerum  vulganum 
fragmenta.  [Purgatorio. 

16-17.  Dante:    Divina    Commedia  II.: 

18-20.  Tillier :  Mon  oncle  Benjamin. 

21-22.  Boccaccio:  Decameron  ;  Seconda 
giornata. 

«3.24.  Baaumarchals ;  Le  Earbier  de 
Seville, 


BIBLIOTHECA  ROMANICA-towi/Kfi'^i. 
2,s.  Camoes:  Os  Lusiadas  :  HI.,  IV. 
26-28.  Alfred  de  Musset:  Comedies  ct 

Proverbes 
29.  Corneille :  Horace. 
30-31,  Dante:   Divina  Couimedia  III.  : 

Paradiso. 
32-34.  Prevost:  Manon  Lcscaut. 
35-36.  CEuvres  de  Francois  Villon. 
37-39- Gulllem  de  Castro:  Las  Mucc- 

dades  del  Cid,  1.,  II. 
40.  Dante :  La  Vita  Nuova. 
41-44.  Cervantes:  5  Novelas  ejemplares. 

45.  Camoes:  Os  Lusiadas  ;V.  VI.,  VII. 

46.  Moli^re:  L'Avare. 

47.  Petrarca:  1  Trionfi.  [giornala 
48-4Q.  Boccaccio  :    Decameron  :  Terza 

50.  Corneille:  Cinna. 
51-52  Camoes  :  Os  Lusiadas  :  VIII., IX.,  X. 
51-54  La  Chanson  de  Roland. 
55-58  Alfred  de  Musset :  Premieres 
Poesies. 

59.  Boccaccio :  Decameron  :  Quarta 
giornata. 

fic-6i.  Malstre    Pierre    Fathelln  : 

Farce  du  XV«  siecle. 
62-63.  Giacomo  Leopardi  :  Canti. 
64-65.  Chateaubriand:  Ataia. 

66.  Boccaccio  :   Decameron,  Ouir.ta 
giornata. 

67-70.  Blaise  Pascal:  Les  Provinciales. 

bTeRCE  (AMBROSE).— In  the 

Midst  of  Life.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  j,s.bd. : 
p.  Svo,  bds.,  2s.  ;  cr.  Svo,  pic.  cov.  is.  net. 

BINDLOSS  (HAROLD),  Novels  by^ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each. 

The  Mistress  of  Bonaventure. 

Daventry's  Daughter. 

A  Sower  of  Wheat. 

Ainslle's  ju-ju.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3S.  6d.  :  picture  cioth,  flat  back,  2s. 

The  Concession -hunters.  Crown 
Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6ii. ;  POPULAR  EDITION, 
medium  Svo.  td.  

BLAKE  WILL!AM):  A  Critical 

study  bv  A,  C.  SWINBURNE.  With  a 
Portrait.  Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6j.  net. 
The  Marriage  of  Heaven  and 
Hell,  and  A  Song  of  Liberty.  With 
Intiodi'ction  by  F.  G.  STOKES.  A  FLOR- 
ENCE Press  IJook.  Crown  Svo,  hand- 
made paper,  boards,  3s.  6ii.  net ;  parch- 
ment, 5s.  net^  

BOCCACCIO.— The  Decameron. 

With  a  Portrait.  Pott  Svo.  cloth,  gilt 
top.  2.S.  net  :  leather,  gilt  edges,  ■is.  net. 

BODKIN  (McD.,  K.C.)  —  Shil- 
lelagh and  Shamrock.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d.  

BORDEAUX~(HENRI).  —  The 

Parting  of  the  Ways.  Translated  by 
LOIMSR      HoUGHTOX.    Cr.  8vn.  rl..  6.t. 

BORENIUS  (TANCRED).— The 
Painters  of  Vicenza.  With  15  full- 
page  riati-s.  Deiiiy  Bio,,  cloth, 7*.  6,1.  net. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANi:,  LOKDON,  W.C.  5 


BOSSES  AND  CORBELS  OF 

EXBTER  CATHEDRAL.    By  E.  K. 

PkideaI'X  and  G.  R.  HOLT  SHAITO. 
Wi;h  Illustraiions.  Demy  8vo.  clolh, 
7.'.  M.  net.   

BO  S\V~]^L  L'S  A  UT  O  B  I  O  - 
ORAPHY.  By  Pi.kcy  Fitzgerald. 
\V  ith  S  ill  lis.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s.  6d.  net. 

Lie.  Translated  by  John  De  Villiers. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  dd.  ;  CHEAP 
ErnTlON.  picture  cover,  i^.  net. 

BOYLE  (F.).— Chronicles  of  No- 
Man's  Land.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2^. 

BRAND  (JOHN).— Observations 
on  Popular  Antiquities.  With  the 
Additions  ot  Sir  Henky  Ellis.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth,  3^.  td. 

BRAYSHAW(jrDODSWORTH)^ 

—Slum  Silhouettes :  Stories  of  London 
Life.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ji.  6d.  

BREWER^TRev.  DT)"  DictioiT 

aries.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6rf.  net  each. 
TbeReader'sHandbook  of  Famous 

Names  in  Fiction,  Allusions, 

References,    Proverbs,  Plots, 

Stories,  and  Poems. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles :  Imitative, 

Kealistic,  and  Dogmatic.  

BREWSTER    {Sir  DAV1D)7 

Works  by.  Post  8vo.  cloth,  4^.  6d.  each. 
More  Worlds  than  One:  Creed  of 

Philosopher,  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo, 

Tycho  Brake,  and  Kepler. 
Liettors  on  Natural  Magic.  With 

numerous  Illustrations. 

BRIDGE  CATECHISM:  QUES« 

TIONS  AND  ANSWERS:  including 
the  Portland  Club  Code.  By  Ko^ert 
Hammoxd.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  2,9.  6d.  net. 

BRIDGE  (J.  S.  C.).— FromTslaHd 

to  Empire:  A  History  of  theExpansiniiof 
England  by  Force  of  Arms.  With  Mars 
and  Plans.   Large  crown  8vo,cloth,6j.net. 

BROWN IiNQ'STROBT.)  POEMS. 

Large  fcap.  4to,  cloth.  6s.  net  each  ;  Large 
P.iPER  Edition,  parchment.  I2i.  6rf.net 
each.— Also  anEdition  in  the  Sr.M  ARTi.v's 
Library,  post  8vo,  clolh,  zs.  net  each  ; 
leather,  35.  net  each. 

Pippa  Passes;  and  Men  and 
Wo3ien.  With  10  Plates  in  Colour 
after  E  Fortescue  Brickd.ale. 

Dramatis  PersonES ;  and  Dramatic 
Romances  and  Iiyrics.  With  10 
Plates  in  Colour  after  E.  F.  Krickiialk 

BRYDE>r  (,H.   A.).— An  Exiled 

Scot.  With  Frontispiece  by  J.  S. 
CROMPTON,  R.I.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  firf. 

BRYDQES  (HAROLD).  —  UncTe 
5ani  at  Home.  With  91  Illusts,  Post 
Svo,  iliust.  boards,  2s,  ;  cloth  limp,  25.0./. 


BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  Poems 


BURTON  (ROBERT).  —  The 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth.  7.T.  6d  

CAINE  (HALL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp, 
2i.  6d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime, 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  Editions  of  the  three  novels, 
crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s.  each  ;  Cheap  Popu- 
lar Editions,  medium  Svo.portraitcover, 
td.  each  ;  and  the  Fine  Paper  Editio.n 
of  Tlie  Deemster,  pott  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  too.  IS.  net  ;  k-.nher.  gilt  edges,  3.t.  net. 

CAMERON  (V.  LOVETT).— The 
Cruise  of  the  '  Black  Prince ' 
Privateer.  Cr  8vo,  cloth,  with  2  Illus- 
trations bv  P.  Macnab  is.  6d.  ;  post  8vo, 
Picture  lioards,  2s.   

C  A  N  C  E  iT.  ^THE  enzyme 
TREATMENT  OF.  By  John  Beard, 
D.Sc.  With  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  7j  td.  net.  

CANZfANI  (ESTELLA).— Cos- 
tumes, Traditions,  and  5onKS  of 
Savoy.  With  50  Illustrations  in  Colour, 
and  many  in  Line,  bv  the  Author.  Demy 
4to,  cloth,  21J,  net ;  velluni,  31s,  td.  net. 


and  Novels  by. 
The  Complete  Poetical  Works  of 
Robert  Buchanan.   2  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait  Frontispiece 
to  each  volume.  \2s. 

Crown  8vo,  ciutn,  3j.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man.   With  11  Illustra- 
tions bv  F.  Barnard. 
liady  Kilpatrlck. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Bver. 
Annan  Water.  |  Foxglove  Manor. 
The  New  Abelard.  |  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt:  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3i.  bd.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Andromeda.  

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Foxglove  Manor.  

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  Large 
Type,  F'ine  Paper  Edition.  Pott  8vo. 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2i,  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
3i.  net.   

The  Charlatan.  By  Robert  Buchanan 
and  Henry  MURRAY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  Robinson, 
3j.  bd. ,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


CHATTO  &  WlNDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


ARLYLE  (THOMAS).— On  the 

Choice  of  Books.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  ij.  6d. 

ARROLL  (LEWIS),  Books  by. 
&lioa  in  Wonderlatsd.    With  12 

Coloured  and  many  Line  lUustrations  by 

MILUCENT  SOWERBY.  Large  crown  &vo, 

cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  net. 
Feeding  the  Mind.  With  a  Preface 

by  W.  H.  DrapiIr.    Post  8vo,  boards, 

I.?,  net ;  leather.  2.f.  net. 

ARRUTH  (HAYDEN).— TheAd= 
ventures  of  Jones.  Wjth  17  Ulusts. 
Kcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


A&TELLANE  (MARQUIS  DE)- 
—Men  and  Things   of  My  Time' 

Translated  by  A.  Teixeira  DE  Mattos- 
With  r3-Portraits.  Demv  8vo,  cl,,  6.^.  net. 

HAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  Works. 

Vol.  L,  Plays  Complete,  includin,^  the 
Doubtful  Ones.  —  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and 
Minor' Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C. 
SwiNRDRNE. — Vol.  III.,  Translations  O' 
the  Iliad  and.  Odyssey.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth,      6d.  each. 


liATFlELD-TAYLOR(H.  C.I.— 

F«im«'s  Pathway.    Cr.  8vo..  cloth,  6s, 


HiAUCER  for  Children:  A  QoN 

deilKt-'y.  By  Mrs.  H.  K.  Haweis.  With 
b  Coiourt-d   Plates   and   30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to.  cloth,  js.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  the  Story 
of  his  Times  and  his  Work.    By  Mrs. 
H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth^  ss.  6d. 
the  Prologue  to  the  Canterbury 
'  trtlileSi      Prmtcd  m  black-letler  i.pon 
'h;>nrt-made  paper.  With  Illustrations  by 
Ambrose  Dudley.  Fcap.  4.10,  decorated 
cloth,  red  top,  2s.  6d.  net. 
See  also  Ti-iK  King's  Classics,  p.  16. 


MESNE  Y  •  (WEATHERBY), 

Novelji  by,    Cr.  8vo,  ciotii,  3^  6^/.  each. 
Che  Cable-man. 
rhii.  Romance  of  a  Queen. 
Fhe  Claimant. 

HESS,  The  Laws  and  Practice 

of;  with  a.n  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 
By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by 
K.  E.  WORMALD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5.!. 

The  Minor  Tactic^  of  Cliess  :  A 

Treatise  on  the  Deoloyment  or  the 
Korcesin  obedience  to  Stratefjic  Principle. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell. 
Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Che  Hastlngfs  Chess  Tournament. 
The  Authorised  Account  01  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Scpt.,  1895.  With  Annota- 
tions by  PILLSBURY,  L.\SKER,  TARRASCH, 

Steiottz,  Schiffers,  Teichmann,  Bar- 
delbben,  Blackburne,  Gunsberg, 
TinsLey,  IMason.  and  Albin  ;  Biojjraphi- 
cal  Sketches,  and  2?  Portraits,  Edited  by 
H.  F.  Cheshire.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 


CHILD'S  BOOK  Of  VERSES,  A. 

With  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  JESSIE 
WILLCOX  .Smith,  "".roWn  4tc,  pictorial 
cloth,  3s.  6d.  net.   

CLARE  (AUSTIN).— By  the  RSns 

of  the  River.    Crowa  8vo.  cloth,  j.c  60, 

CLAYTON  (MARGARET), Books 

for  Children  by. 
Camping  in  the  Forest.  With  12 

Coloured  Illusts.,  and  many  in  Line,  by 

the  Author.    Fcap  ^to,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  net. 
iS.mabeI  and  Crispin.    With  many 

Lluslrations.   Demy  Svo.  cloth.  3.;.  6d.  net. 

CLIVE  (Mrs.  ARCHER),  Novels 

by.   Post  Svo,  cl.  3s.  6d.  ea  ;  bds,  2s.  ea. 
Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  gerrolt  Killed  his  Wife. 
CLODD    (EDWARD).  —  Myths 

and  Dreams.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3,v.  6d. 

COLLINS  ;J.  CliURTON,  M.A.jT 
—  Jonathan  Swift.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  f>d. 

COLLINS  (MORTIMER~and 

FRANCES),  Novels  by.  Cr.Svo,  cl., 
3.«.  bd.  each :  post  Svo,  illustd.  bds..  2s.  each. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

You  Play  mo  False. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

tthe  •gillage  Comedy.  |  Frances 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 2j.  each. 

Transmigration. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  ^_ 

COLLINS  (W!LKlE),Nove!s  by. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  td.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picture 
boards.  2s.  each  :  cl.  limp.  2.9.  ^d.  each. 

Antonina.  |  Basil.  I  Hide  and  Seek 

The  ¥i'oman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone.  |  Man  and  Wife; 

Tlie  Dead  Secret.   I    After  Dark. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts. 

No  Name      |     My  Miscellanies. 

Armadale.    |     Poor  Miss  Pinch. 

Mjss  or  Mrs.  7  I  The  Black  RoiUe. 

The  New  Magdalen. 

Fifozen  Deep.  |  A  Rogue's  Iiife. 

The  Law  and  tha  Iiacty. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

Heart  and  Science.  !  "I  Say  ?It>." 

The  E-sfil  Genius.  |  Mttle  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Gain.  I  Blind  Love. 

Popular  Editions,  mcoiu.ni  8vo,  d'f.  esicii. 

Antonina.     I     Poor  Miss  Finch. 

1'he  Woman  In  White. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady, 

Moonstone.  |  The  Nevi?  Magdalen. 

The  Dead  Secret.  I      No  Name. 

Man  and  Wife       |  Armadale. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  I  Blind  Love. 

The  Woman  in  White.  Large  Type, 
J'iNE  Paper  Edition.   Pott  Svo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  2s.  net  :  leather,  gilt  edges,  3.1.  net. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  Large  Type  Edit, 
Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  li.  net. 
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COBBAN  (J,  MACLAREN), 

Novels  b3'. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.   Post  8vo,  illus- 

trateci  boards,  2s. 
The  Bed  Sultan.   Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6(1. ;  post  Hvo,  illustrated  boards,  2!. 

The  Burden  oi  Isabel.   Crown  8vo, 
clotli,  ^i.  6,1. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.).— Every 

Inch  a  Soldier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

C0LT^BRlEAKiNQ7Hhi^ 

w.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 


COLTON     (ARTHUR).   —  The 

Beited  Seas.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3j,  6d. 


COLVILL   (HELEN  H.).— The 

Incubus.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6.5. 


COMPENSATION  ACT  fTHE), 
1906:  Who  pays,  to  whom,  to 
what,  and  when  it  is  applicable. 

By  A.  Clement  Edwards,  M.P.  Crown 
Svo,  li.  net:  cloth,  ij.  6d.  net. 


COMPTON  {H  ERBERT),  Novels  by, 
The  Inimitable  Mrs.  Hasslng- 
ham.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  Popu- 
lar EDITION',  medium  Svo,  bd. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Wilful  Way. 

"She  Queen  can  do  no  Wrong. 

To  Detfeat  ithe  Ends  of  Justice. 


COOPER  (E.  H.),  NoveJsby. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
GeofTory  Kamilton. 
OCha  Marquis  and  Pamela. 


C  0  R  N  W  A  L  L.—  Popular 
Romances  of  the  West  of  England : 

The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  by  Robert 
Hu.VT,  F.K.S.  With  two  Plales  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Cr.8vo.cl.,  7.9. 6a'. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT\  by. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Gveat  Smoky 

Mountains.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  ud. : 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
His   Va»ished  Star.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth.  35.  6d 
The   Windfall.     Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

3.?.  6d.  ;  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  is.  net. 


CRIM   (MATT).— Adventures  ot 

a  Fair  Rebel.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.t. 


CROCKETT  (S.  R.)  and  others.— 

Tales   of    our    Coast,     By    S.  R. 

CROcKErr,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold 
t-  REDiiRic,  '(;;i.,'and  \V.  Clahi;  Kussell. 
With  13  Illustrations  by  Frank  Brang- 
\\  v.v.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35,  6d. 


CROKER  (Mrs,  B.  M.),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  bd.  each  : 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2.9.  6d.  each. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  1  Mr.  Jorvis. 

Diana  Barringtont 

Two  Masters.     I  Interference. 

A  Family  IilkenesB. 

J4  Third  Person.  |  Proper  Pride. 

Villa  .^s  Tales  Jit  Jungle  Tragedies. 

The  Keal  LnAy  Hilda. 

Married  or  Single? 

•To  L,at.'  

Crown  Svo.  cloth.  3,9.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry, 

Miss  Balmaine's  Past. 

Jason.  I  Beyond  the  Pale. 

Terence.  With  6  lllusts.  by  Paget. 

The  Cat's-paw.   With  12  Illustrations. 

The  Spanish  Necklace.  With  8 
lllusts.  by  F.  Pegram.— Also  a  Cheap  Ed., 
without  Illi'.sls.,  picture  cover,  ij.  net. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3j.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

cloth  limp,  2s,  6d.  each. 
Infatuation.     |   Some  One  Else; 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6t.  each, 

Proper  Pride.  |  The  Cat's-paw. 

Diana  Barrington. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Beyond  the  Palo. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Miss  Baimaine's  Past.  (Cr.  Svo.) 

Married  or  Single? 

The  Heal  Iiady  Hilda. 

Tha  Spanish  Necklace.  

CROSS    (HELEN    R.).— Aunt 

Maria's  Dressing-table,  .4  Book  for 
Children  to  Paint  in  and  to  Read,  with 
IHustraTionc.  Square  Svo,  boarris,  1.9,  net. 

CR05S  (MARGARET  B.),  Novels 

by.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
A  Question  of  Means. 
Opportunity.    With  Frontispiece  by 

Hilda  B.  Wiener. 

_RP_*?L??i'?*H'^'  

CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  AL- 
MANACK. Complete  in  TWO  Series  : 
the  First  from  183s  to  1843 ;  the 
Second,  from  1S44  to  1853.  With  many 
hundred  Woodcuts  and  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank  and  othere.  Two 
Vols  ,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  5^.  net  each. 

CUMMINQ   (C.   F.  QOETDONy, 

Works  by.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6i,  each. 
In  the  Hebrides.  With  24  Illustrations. 
In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the 

Indian  Plains.  With  42  lllu,=itrations. 
Two  Happy  Years  In  Ceylon. 

With  28  Illustrations. 
Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  Frontis. 

C  U  :SS  A  N  S  ( J  WnIE.I:— iTH  and  - 

book  of  llcrultlrv  ;  including  instruc- 
tions for  Tracin/*  Perii!:;n^cs.  Drciphering" 
Ancient  MSS.,  I've.  With  408  Woodcuts 
;Mid  a  Colrd.  Plates.  Crown  Svo,  oluth,  M 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


DANBY  (FRANK) 

in  Crape.  Foolscap  8vo,  picture  covtr, 
6ti.  ;  cloth.  15.  net. 


DAUDET    (ALPHONSE).  — The 
Hvansrelist;    or.   Port  Salvation. 

Cr.  8vo.  cloth,      fid.  :  p'lst  8vo.  bds.,  2s. 


DAVENANT  (FRANCIS),— Hint* 

(or  Parents  on  Choice  of  Professiou 
for  their  Sons.    Crown  Svo.  i.i.  ftd. 


DAVIDSON  (H.  C.).— Mr.  Sad. 

ler's  Daughters.  Cr.  8vo, cloth,  j,s.bd. 
Cheap  Editiov,  cloth,  is.  nrt 


DAVIES   (Dr.  N.  E.  YORKE-), 

Works  by.  Cr.  8vo.  15.  ea.:  cl..  n.  6ii.  ea. 
One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims 

ajiiA  Surgical  Hints. 
Nursery  Hints:      Mother's  Guide. 
The  Dietetic  Cure    of  Obesity 

(Foods  for  the  Fat).  With  Chapters 

.in  the  Treatment  of  Gout  by  Diet. 
Aids  to  Long  Life,  ^r.^vo.  2s. ;  cl.2,i.6<i 
Wine  and   Health:   How  to  enjoy 

both.    Crown  8vi>.  cloth,  i.?.  dd. 

DEAKIN  (DOROTHEAlTstories 

by.    Crown        clrfth,      rui,  each. 
The  Poet  and  tho  Piervot. 
The  Princess  &  the  Kitchsn-maid. 


A  Coauette  DICT10NARlES-co«i""«'i 

^  The     Reader's     Handbook  of 

Famous    Names    in  Fiction, 
Aliusions,    References,  Pro- 
verbs,  Plots,  Stories. and  Poems. 
By  Kcv.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth.  S!-  (id.  net. 
A     Dictionary     of  Miracles, 
Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic,  By 
Kcv.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.   Ciown  Svo, 
cloth,  ^.5.  6rf.  net. 
Familiar  Allusions.  By  William  .\. 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth.  7,t.  M.  net. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Exvilanatory 
Notes  by  SAMUEL  A.  Bent,  A.M.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth.  7s.  6d. 
The  Slang  Diction  ary :  Etymologiral, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth.  6j.  f-d. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A 
Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Oiil- 
of-the-Way    Matters.      By  ELiiiZER 
Edwards.   Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  M. 


DEFOE  (DAMEL).  —  Robinson 

Cru.soe.  With  .-,7  Illusts.  by  Gkorge 
I.  Ri.  I :.sin\ I'ott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top. 
2i.  net :  leather,  gilt  edges,  3c.  net. 

DE  MILLEul  AMES).— AStrange 

;Mnnu.script    found    in    a  Copper 
C\linder.    Cruwn  Svo,  cloth,  with  i 
liiiisti.iii'iiis  by  GiLUKKT  Gall,  3s.i>d. 
ro.it  itliisti  ,T' <-d  ho.Trd.;.  2?. 


DEVONSHIRE  SCENERY,  The 

Mistor>  (if.  By  ARTIIfR  U  .  Ci  .wiiK.w 
M.A   Wii'i  lUus.Di-mv  8vo,c;.,i0(  6(/.  net 

Devon:  Its  Moorlands,  Streams, 
and  Coasts.  liy  Lady  Khs.alimi 
XoKiiuoiK.  Illustrated  in  Coiouis  by 
F.  1.  XV'iix^KRY.    Kcap.  4*0.  cl..  .xi;.  net.' 

Folk  Rhymes  of  Devon:  N"i>'iL\sof 
the  RLiin.,1  .S;tyings  t'liind  in  the  Lore 
"^1  the  People.    By  William  Crossing 

DcmV  "^V^),  Cl  ith.  J,V.  fi'/.  net. 


DEWAR  (Q.  A. 

Wnv.    Crown  8v 

DEWAR  (T."~RjT 
Round  the  Globe. 

tion^.    Oiiw'ti  ."^vo.  cl 


B.).-  The  Airy 

'-loth.  do.  net. 

—  A  Ramble 

With  220  Illustra- 
 >th.  7,-.  M. 

DICKENS     (ChXrlES)^  The 

Speeches  ot.  With  .1  Portrait.  Pott 
S,o,  clotii.  2y  net  :  le:*ther.  ^.v.  net. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Dickens :  Pass- 
ages chosen    bv   Alfkp;d   H.  Hyatt. 
 l6mo, cloth.  2.S.  net  :  leather,  gilt.  3.?.  net 

biCTION  A  RI ES. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Etrama..  Bv 

W.  D.iVE.vpoKT  Adams.  Vol.  L  (A  .0  G) 
iJemj  Svo,  cloth,  los,  6J,  net. 


DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo.  buckram,  6.?.  each. 
Four  Frenchwomen.  With  Portraits. 
Eighteenth  Century  Yignettea. 
In  Three  Series,  each  6s,;  also  I'LVli- 
I'APER  Editions,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net 
each  ;  leather.  3,?.  net  each. 
A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and 
other  Papers.    With  2  Illustrations. 
Side-walk  Studies.    With  Illusis. 
Old  Kensington  Palace,  and  other 

Papers.    W'lih  6  Illustrations. 
At  Prior  Park,  and  other  Papers.  With 
ft  Illustrations. 

DONOVAN    (DICK),  Detective 

Stories   by.      Post    Svo.  illustrated 
boards.  2s.  each  ;  cloth,  2^.  6(^.  each. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Lawi 
Link  by  Link,  j  Caught  at  Lastt 
From  Information  Received. 
Suspicion  Aroused. 

Riddles  Read.  

Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3.S.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cl.,  2s.  ea. ; 

post  Svo,  boards,  2.?.  ea  :  cloth.  2s.  6d.  ea. 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s,  bd.  encli. 
Deacon  Brodle  :  or.  Behind  the  Mask. 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Private  Detective. 
Cr.  Svo.  c'.,  3.5.  bd.  ea.  ;  pict.  cl..  tint  bk.  2.c.  ea. 
The  Records  of  Vincent  Trill. 

Tales  of  Terror.  

Crown  Svo,  clotn,  3^.  od.  each  :  post  Svo, 
boards.  2s.  each:  cloth  limp.  2t,  6d-  each. 
Chronicles  of  Michael  Dane  vitch. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
Crown  Svo,  picture  ciotn,  2s.  each  ;  post  Svo 
illu.st.  bds„  2j.  each;  cloth  limn  2r  <>-,' 
Wanted  !_J_TheMau.  Hunter. 
Dark  Deeds.    Crown   svo,  cloth  lirno 
2i.  oa, ;  picture  glolh,  (5at  back,  34, 
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l^iXON  \S  .WILLMOTT),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vi>,  cloth,  3s.  fid.  each. 
The  Rogue  of  Rye.  |  King  Hal. 

OOWUNCj  STrIcHARD).  —  Old 

Corcoran's  Aloney.   Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  3i.  bd. 

DOYlVrr{A7cONAr^— Tl^^ 

of  (liriileiitone.  Ci own  8vo,  cloth,  is.  fid 

b  R  A  MAT  I S  fs7  T  H  E    OL IX 

Kdicfd  by  Cul.  Cu.\'N'i.\(rHAM.  Cr.  8vo, 
Cloth,  with  Portraits.  3s.  6d.  per  Vo!. 

Ban  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes. 
Critical  and  Kxpianaiory,  and  a  bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  WiLLIA.M  GiFFOKD. 
Three  Vols, 

Chapman's  Works.  Three  Vols.  Vol. 
1.  contains  the  Flays  complete  ;  Vo;,  II.. 
Poems  and  Minor  Tr.inslations,  with  ar 
Essay  by  A.  C.  Swjxbuk.ne  ;  Vol.  III.. 
Translations  oi  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey 

Marlowe's  Works.   One  Vol. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  Gifford  s 
Text.    One  Vol. 

mJMPY    BOOKS      (They  for 

Ciiildren.  Koyal  321110,  cloth,  is.  net 
each, 

1.  The  Plamp,  The  Ameliorator, 
and  The  School-boy's  Appren- 
tice.   Bv  E.  V.  LUCAS. 

3.  The    Bad    Family.     By  Mrs. 

Y  EN  WICK. 

#.  The  Story  of  liittle  Black 
Sambo.  by  Hk;.l..\  B.annek.'.iaiW 
lllustri'ied  in  colours; 

7.  A  Flower  Book.  Illustrated  in 
colours  bv  Nellie  Be.\son. 

8.  The  PlnK  Knight.  By  J.  R.  Mon 
SELL.    Illustrated  m  cfjlours. 

9.  The  lilttle  Clown.    By  T.  Cobr. 

10.  AHorseBook.  By  MaryTouhiicl. 
Illustrated  in  colours. 

11.  liittie  People:  an  Alphabet.  By 
Henry  Mayer  and  T.  W.  H.  Crosla.nd. 
Illustrated  in  colours. 

12.  A  Dog  Book.  By  Ethel  Bicic.vei.l. 
With  Pictures  in  colours  by  Cartox 
IfooRE  Park. 

14.  The  lilttle  Girl  Lost.  ByE.RAPER. 

13.  Dollies.  By  Richard  Hunter. 
Illustrated  in  colours  by  Ruth  Ci'BB. 

IB.  The  Bad  Mrs.  Ginger.  By  Hokor 
C.  Al'PLEio.v.    Illustrated  in  colours. 

17  Peter  Piper's  Practical  Prin- 
ciples.   Illustrated  in  colours. 

18.  Little  White  Barbara.  By 
Eleaxor  March.  Illustrated  in  colours. 

20.  Towlocks  and  his  Wooden 
Horse.  By  Alice  M.  applhtu.y. 
lUus.  in  colours  by  HONOR  C.  Appleton. 

21.  Three  Little  Foxes.  By  Mary 
TOURTEL.    Illustrated  m  colours. 

22.  The  Old  Man's  Bag.   By  T.  W. 

H.  Ckosland.    lllus.  by  J.  R.  MoNSELL. 

23.  Three  Little  Goblins.   By  M. 

G.  TAiiGAKT.    Illustrated  in  colours. 
25.  More  Dollies.   By  Richard  Hun- 
itK.    lllus.  in  colours  by  RUTll  Cobb. 


DUMPY  HOOKS— contimied. 


DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE), 

Books  by.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  7s.  6d.  each. 
A   Social  Departure.     With  11 1 

Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
An  American  Girl  In  London. 

With  Xo  Illustrations  by  F.  H.Tow.n'SKND. 
The    Simple   Adventures  of  a 

Memsahib.  With  37  Illustrations. 

Yernon's  Aunt.   With  47  Illustrations. 

Crou  ii  8vo.  cloth, 3J.  td. 

DU f  T  (ROAIESH  C.).— England 

and  India :  Progress  during  One 
Hundr^-cl  Years.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2.?, 

CDWARDES   (Mrs.  ANNIE), 

ISovels  by. 
A  Point  of  Honour.     Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Archie    Lovoll.     Crown    8vo,  cloth, 

■?.s.  6(1.  ■  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  Plaster  Saint.  Cr.  8yo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

E  D  VVARD  S    (EL  I EZER).— 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious. (Juaiiit.andOut-of-the- 
Way  Matters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 

EQQ  L  ESTON       ( b  D  W  A  RSy.— 

Roxy.    Post  8vo,  Ulustiated  borirds,  2^. 

ECrE"R~TON    (Rev.  Jr'C7)7= 
Sussex  Folk  and   Sussex  Ways. 

With  Four  Illusts.    Crown  8vo.  cloth.  5i. 

ELIZABETH  ]MNr"VERSE~the 

Book  of.  Edited  with  Notes  by  WiL- 
liaji  Stanley  Braithwaite.  With 
Frontisp  ece  and  Vignette.  Small  cr.  8vo, 
clot'\  3s.  f>d.  net  ;  vellum  gUt,  ys.  f>d.  net. 

ENGLISHMAN  (An)  in  Paris! 

Recollections  of  Louis  Philippe  and  tht 
Empire.    Crown  8vo.  bucltram,  3s.  6<i, 


Koval  i2nio,  cloth,  is,  net  each. 
2B.  Little  Yellow  Wang-lo.   By  M. 

C.  Bell.    Illustrated  in  C(..iours. 
28.  The   Sooty  Man.      By   E.  B. 

Macki.\no.\,'  and  Eden  Coybee.  lllus. 
80.  Rosalina.    Illustrated  in  colours  by 

Jean  c.  Archer. 
31.  Sammy  and  the  Bnarlywlnk. 

IlluslratcQ  in  colours  by  Le.na  .lud  N'OR- 

MAN  Aui.T. 

33.  Irene's  Christmas  Party.  Bi 
Richard  Hu.\tkr  Uui!,.  by  Rl  IH  Cobb. 

34.  The  Little  Soldier  Book  By 
Jessie  Pope.  Illustrated  in  colours  by 
Hr.sry  Mayer. 

35.  The  Dutch  Doll's  Ditties.  By 
C.  Aubrey  Moore. 

36  Ten  Little  Nigger  Boys.  By 

N'liRA  Cask. 

37.  HumptyDumpty's  Little  Son. 

By  HELEN'  R.  Cross. 

38.  Simple  Simon.  By  Helen  R. 
Cross,    illustrated  in  colours. 

33.  The  Little  Frenchman.  By 
Elii'.N'  Coyeee.  Illustrated  in  colours  by 
K.  [.  Fricero. 

40.  The  Story  of  an  Irish  Potato. 
By  ULY  .SCHOMKLU.     Illust.  in  colours. 


o  CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  PUBLISFIERS, 


iPISTOL/E  OBSCURORUM 

Vlrorsim  (1S15-1517).  Latin  Text, 
with  Translation.  Notes,  ftc,  by  F,  G. 
Stokics,    Ivoyal  Svfi,  buckram.  25.?.  net. 

SVERYMAnT     a  Mcralit^ 

With  Illustrations  by  AMBROSE  Dudlky. 
Printed  on  pure  rag  paper.  Fcap.  410, 
decorated  cloth,  red  top,  2.9.  6rf.  not. 

5YES,  Our:  How  to  Preserve.  By 
John  Browning.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  li. 

s  A~i        T  aTl  E  s    Fr  o  m 

TUSCANY.  By  ISAKicLLA  M.  Andkr- 
'i'f)N.    Square  l6mo.  cloth,  is.  '^e^ 

FAMILIAR  ALLUSIONS:  Mis- 

celhmeoiis  Information,  includinji;  Cele- 
brated Statues,  Paintini{s,  Palaces, 
Cttuntry  Scats,  Ruins.  Churclies,  Ships, 
SSrect-i,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  &c, 
By  \V.  A.  and  C.  G.  Whkeler,  Demy 
8vo.  cloth,  7i.  6d.  net. 

=AMILJAR  SHORT  SAYINGS 

of  Great  Men.  By  S.  A.  Bent,  A.M. 
Crov.'n  6\'o,  cloth,  ys.  6d. 

■ARADAY  (MICHAEL),  ¥/orks 
by.    Post  8\'o.  cloth,  4.^.  OiL  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  e 
Csindle;  Lectures  delivered  h'.;tore  a 
Jiu'cniic  Audience.  Edited  by  \V/L].ia?,i 
C'^OOK'ES.  F.C  S,  With  numerous  (llusts. 

Cn  tlie  Various  Forces  of  Watitre. 
and  tlieir  Relatioixs  to  each 
othQP.  Edited  by  WiLLiA.M  CROuiiHa. 
K.C.S.    With  Illustrations^  

^^ARRaR  (F-WTTD.!).).— R~nsk!n 

as  a  Religious  Teacher.  Kquare 
tOmo,  c!<>;h,  wltli  Froatr-.picce,  Is.  net. 

FENN  (Q.  MANVSLLE),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  Od.  each ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  tliQ  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin. 

Crown  8vo  cloth,  3,5,  Od.  each. 
A  Woman  Worth  Winning. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune, 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Oi>ay. 
Coztiimodore  JunKi 
Blaclc  Blood.      |    In  Jeopardy, 
double  Cunning. 
A  Fluttered  Doy«cote. 
Kin^  of  the.  Castle. 
The  SSaster  of  the  CeremonieSi 
The  Story  of  Antojiy  Grace. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
The  S&g  of  Diamonds,  and  Three 

Bits  of  Paste. 
Running  Amok.  |  Black  Shadows. 
The  Camiserworm. 
So  Lilke  a  WomaM. 

A  Crimson  Crime.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
Ss.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  us. ; 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8yo,  6d. 

Hunning  AmoK.  Cheap  Edit.,  is,  net. 


FARRER   (J.  ANSON).— War: 

Three  Kssny^.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  r^.  o<r. 

FiLIPPTTROSiNA).— Inhaling: 

A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  cioth,  6*:, 

FIR^EWORK  -  MAKING,  The 

Complete  Art  of ;  or.  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Ireasury.  By  THOMAS  KENTISH.  With 
267  Illustrations.    Or.  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6J. 

FISHER  (Al^ftiljR    07)7— Th^ 

l-and  of  Silent  Feet.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  G.  D.  Armour.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  65. 

FITZGERALD    (PERCY),  by. 

Fatal  Zero.  crown  8vo,  doth,  3s.  OU.; 
po-st  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
BciIIa  Bonna.       |  Polly. 
TliQ  Lady  of  Brantomc. 
Neves*  Forgotten. 
Th€^  Stscond  IVlrs.  Tillotson. 
SQvenfcy-five  Brooke  Straet, 
Demy  8vo.  cloth,  i2,t.  6d.  net  each. 
Bosweirs  Autobiogi'aphy.   With  ^ 

Samuel  Foote:  a  Biography.  With  a 
Fhotosr;ivure  KronMspiece. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMlirLE)7-- 
Fopular  Astronomy.  Tianslaied 
by  J.  Ellard  GoiiE,  I'  .K.A.S.  With  Three 
Plates  and  28S  Illustrations,  A  Kkw 
EoiTlOK.    Medium  8vo,  cloth.  io.y.  6,:'. 

f'lorence  press  books 

(The).  Set  in  the  beautiful  FLORKXCi:; 
TvPK  desij^iied  for  Messrs.  Chatto  ifc 
WiXDUS  by  Mr.  Herbert  P.  Horne. 
Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  and  taste- 
iuhy  bound. 

The  Romaunfc  of  the  Hose*  "With  Coloure't 
CoUuiyiie  Illustrar.inns  by  Keith  Hexdkh- 
soN  aud  NoBMAN  WILKINSON,  This  vohtnie 
isTiowoutoi  print;  ))ut s^e p.?! for anotliei' 
Ediiii  ij  set  in  Caalon  Old-face  Type,  with  the 
Fjtnie  Tlhistratious. 

Vlrj^lnibusPuerlsgue,  &c.  By  R.  L.Stkvkn- 
KOS.  With  la  lUus  . rations  Iti  Ouknu-eil  Coiln- 
ty  PL-  attor  the  Drawinyrs  of  Norman  Wilkix- 
t^>>s.  (Kdiiiou  Uuiiied  to  2;{5  numbered 
oopie?.)  Crown  4t.o,  boards,  £'J  12a.  ea.  net ; 
limp  vclhuT),  £:iZs.  u'lt. 

The  Fioretti  or  LUtlo  Flo'wers  of  B. 
Francis.  Translated  by  ProlT.  W.Arnolo, 
M.A.  With  2y  Illus>tration.siii  Collotype  from 
theMSS.intheLaurentiiiM  Library.  (Kditioji 
limited  to  47.i  numbered  Copies.)  Printed  in 
red  and  b!;iak.  Demy  4to,  board?,  'A>s.  iiei  ; 
limp  veliinn.  a'J^^.  net. 

Soiigs  bsJora  Sunrise.  By  Alg^t^tixon 
OtiAiiLES  SwiNBOUNK.  (Edition  hinited  10 
475  numbered  copies.)  Pniittd  in  red  and 
black.  Crftw^n  4to,  boards,  20*.  net ;  liuip 
vebnm,  3(1.';.  net. 

The  Marriage  of  Heaven  and  Hell ;  and 
A  Bong  ot  Xuiberty.  By  William  BLakk. 
With  Introdnction  by  P.  G.  Stokks.  Snjall 
C!"()wn  8vo,  boards,  3s.  6d.  net  ;  parchment 
g-ilt,  gilt  top.  5s.  net. 

Sappho:  One  Hundred  Lyrics.  By  Bliss 
Cakman.  Small  crown  Svo,  boards,  5s.  net ; 
l«rehraent  piltj  6s.  net. 

KemorlaJe  di  nlolte  Sta-tue  e  Pitture, 
Sono  Inotyta  Gipia  di  Florenitia. 
(Edition  limited  to  450  copies.)  Demy  8vo,  :,a. 
net ;  limp  vellum,  l-'s.  6d  net. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C.  ii 


FLOWER    BOOK    (The).  By 

CONST.ANCE  Smedlky  Armfield  and 
Maxwkh.  ArmfikLD.  Lai-ge  (cap  4to. 
cl.,  7i.  fir/,  net  ;  parchment, frtU,  i2-<.6ii-net 

FORBESTHraTAlriTWALTE 

—  Dumb.    Crown  Svo  clofh.^t.  6-/. 

FRANcTlLON  (R.   E.).  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6iL  e.icli  ;  posi 
.-ivn,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Oao  by  Ono       I    A  Kcal  Queen. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

Ropes  ot  Sand.   VViih  Illustrations. 
Post  Svo,  ilhislrate.l  hoard.s,  2.1.  each. 

Romancos  of  the  Law. 

King  or  Knavo?   [  Olymjjia. 

Jaok  Doyle's  Daughter.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3,t.  6d. 

Franco  -  British  exhibi- 

TION.  Profusely  illustrated.  Foho. 
cloth  filt,  Tov.  6d.  net.   

FRANKAU  (QILBERT).— Oneof 

Us:  A  Novel  in  Ver.se.  Demy  Svo 
quarter- '-'oards,  3s.-6d.  net.  ■  

FREDEIW:^IAR0LD),  Novels 

by.      Post  Svo,  cloth,   35.  td.  each ; 

Illustrated  boards.  2,t  each. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wifo, 
The  tiamton  Gtrl.  

FREEMApTcR.  AUSTSN).— John 

Thorndyke's  Cases.  Illustrated  by  H 
M,  Brock,  and  from  Photoj^raphs 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 

FRY'S    (HERBERT)  Royal 
Guide  to  the   London  Cliarilies. 

Edited  by  JOHN  LANE.  Published 
Annually.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  li.  6d. 


GARDENING  books.    Post  Svo, 

I^.  each  ;  cloth,  15,  6d.  eacl>. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and 
Groenhousa.   By  George  Gle.n'ny. 

Household  Horticulture.  By  Tom 
and  Jane  Jkrrold.  Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold, 

Our  Kitchen  Garden.  By  Tom 
lEKwoi.D.     Post  Svo,  cloth.  I  t.  net, 

Yine-Growing  in  Sngland.  Bv 
H.  M.  Tod.  With  Illusts.  Crown  8,6, 
boards,  it.  net ;  cloth,  is.  Cid,  net. 

Sir  William  Temple^  upon  the 
Gardens  of  Epicurus  ;  wnh  other 
Garden  Essrivs.  Edited  bv  A.  KORBtiS 
Sievp;kixg,  F.S.A.  With  6  Illustrations. 
Small  Svo,  boards,  i  t.  6d.  net ;  quarter 
vellum,  2s.  6d.  net ;  three-quarter  vellum, 
5s.  net.  ^  

QAULOT    (PAUL). —  The  Red 

Shirts:  A  T.ile  of  'The  Terror."  Trans- 
lated by  John  de  Villiers.  Crown 
Rvo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece  by  Stanley 
WOdD,  "!t,  6d.  :  pictuvecloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

0ERARDTD0R0TTrEA).--A  Quien 
of  Curds  and  Cream,  Cr.Svo,  cl.,3s.f),;. 


GIBBON   (CHARLES),  Novels 


GIBBS    (A.  HAMILTON).— 

Cheadie  and  Son.    Crown  liv,  cl.,  fit, 

QTBS0N~(L-    S.),   Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3i-.  (id.  each. 
The  Freemasons.  |  Burnt  Spices. 

Ship3  of  Desire  

Tfio  Freemasons.     Che.ip  Edition, 
pictiu^e  cover.  i,t.  net. 

GILBERT'S   (W.  S.)  Original 

.  Plays.  In  4 Series,  Fine-Papfr  EDM iok, 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  jiUt  top,  2,t.  net  each  ; 
leather,  gilt  e''s;es,  3*.  net  each. 

The  First  Sf.ries  contains :  The  Wicked 
World  —  Pyj?malion  and  Galatea  — 
Charity— l^tie  Princess — The  Palace  of 
Truth— Trial  by  Jury— lolanthe. 

The  Second  Series  contains:  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretclien  —  Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  'Pinafore' — The  Sorcerer — 
The  Pirates  of  Penzance, 

The  Third  Series  contains:  Comedy  and 
Tragedy  —  Foggerty's  Fairy  —  Rosen- 
crantz  and  Guildenstern — Patience- 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado— Ruddigore 
— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard*— The  Gon- 
doliers— The  Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Tlie  Fourth  Series  contains  :  The  Fairy's 
Dilemni.a — The  Grand  Duke  — His  Excel- 
lency— '  Haste  to  the  Wedding' — Fallen 
Fairies— The  Gentleman  in  Black— Bran- 
tinghame  Hall — Creatures  of  Impulse— 
R.nndaU's  Thumb — The  Fortune-hunter 
— Thespis.  With  Povlralt  of  the  Author. 

eight   Oriftinal   Comic  Oj^eras 

written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Two  Series, 
demy  Svo,  cloth,  2S.  6d:net  each. 

The  First  Series  contains :  The  Sorcerer 
— H.M.S.  'Pinafore'— The  Pirates  of 
Penznnce  —  lolanthe  —  Patipnce  — Prin- 
cess Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Sf.cond  Series  contains :  The  Gon- 
doliers— The  Grand  Duke— The  "i'eomen 
of  the  Guard— His  Excellency — Utopia. 
Limited— Ruddigore — The  Mountebanks 
— Hast"  to  the  Weddmtr. 

The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birth- 
day Book.  Compiled  by  A.  WATSON. 
Royal  ifimo,  cloth,  25.  td. 


by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 
Robin  Gray.  |  The  Golden  Shaft. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  YajeroMS. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s,  each. 
For  liaok  of  Gold. 
What  Will  the  World  Say? 
For  the  King.      |  A  Hard  Knot. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
In  Love  and  War. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Fancy  Free.    I  Loving  a  Dream. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Heart's  Deiight.  I  Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart.    Post  Svo,  iliust.bds. 
2s. ;  Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo.  td. 


CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


IBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). — 

Sentenced  I    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  i',6d. 

GRIFFITH  (CECIL).-Corinthia 

Marazion.    Crown  Rvo,  rloth  ^.r.  f^d. 

ILBERT  (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke,  Costermonser.   Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards.  2s. 

GRIFFITHS  (Major  A.).— No.  99, 

and  Blue  Blood.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  25. 

G  R  I  M  M.  —  German  Popular 

5tories.  —  Collected  by  the  Brothers 
Grimm  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Tay- 
lor.    With  an  Introduction  by  John 
RuSKiN,  and  22  Steel-plate  Illustrations 
after  GEORGE  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

ISSINQ  (ALQERNON),  Novels 

by.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d.  each, 
knitters  in  the  Sun. 
The  Wealth  of  Mallerstang. 
UnAngel's  Portion.  I  BaliolGai'th 
The  Dreams  of  Simon  Usher.  Cr. 
8vo.  cloth,  35. 6d. ;  Chkap  Edit.,  is.  net. 

QRONER    (AUGUSTA). —The 

Man  with  the  Black  Cord.  Trans- 
lated by  Grace  I.  Colbron.    With  2 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

LANVILLE  (ERNE5T),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  : 
post  8vo.  illastrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Iiost  Heiress.  With  2  illustra- 
tions by  HUMK  NiSBET. 

Che  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  Mash- 
onaland.  Two  lllusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 

i  Fair  Colonist.  With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3.1.  6d.  each. 

The  Golden  Bock.  With  Frontispiece 
bv  Sta.vley  Wood. 

Tales  from  the  Yeld.  With  12  lUusts. 

Wax  Thornton.  With  8  Illustrations 
bv  ].  S,  Cromptok.  R.I. 

QYP.  — CLOCLO.    Translated  by 
Nora  M.  Statham.   Cr.  8vo,  cl..  3s.  dd. 

tIABBERTON  (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  fco  Illustrations  by  EVA  ROOS.  Fcap. 
4to.  cloth,  6s. 

HAIR,  The:   Its  Treatment  in 

Health,    Weakness,  and  Disease. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Ptncus.    Crown  8vo.  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

LENNY  (QEORCiE).— A  Year's 

Work  In  O^rden  snd  Greeniiouse  t 

Practical  Advice  as  to  Flower,  Fruit,  and 
Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo.  is  :  cl..  t.t.  hd. 

HAKE  (Dr.  T.  GORDON),  Poems 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
LiGgends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 
Maiden  Bcstasy.  Small  4to,  cloth.  8s. 

LOVER    (JAMES).  —  Jimmy 
Qlover  and  His  Friends.  Demy8vo, 
cloth.  Vs.  f>d  net. 

[)DWIN  (WILLIAM). —  Lives 

of  the  Necromancers.  Po>;t  »v<i,  cl.  2.t. 

HALL  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches 

of  Irish  Character.    With  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Cruik- 
shank, Maclise,  Gilbert,  and  Harvey'. 
Demy  8vo.  cloth,  7.t.  (>d. 

HALL  (OWEN),  Novels  by. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.  Crown  8vo, 

picture  cloth,  flat  back.  2s. 
Jetsam.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6;i. 

OLDEN    TREASURY  of 

Thought,  The:  A  Dictionary  of  Quo- 
tations from  the  Best  Authors.  "  Bv 
Theodore  Taylor.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3,5.  6d. 

30DMAN  (E.  J.)— The  Fate  of 

Herbert  Wayne.    Cr.  8vo.  cl..  3.1.  6d. 

)RE  (J.  ELLAKD,  F.R.A.S.).— 
Astronomical  Curiosltie.s ;  Facts  and 
Fallacies,    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s.  net. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDREW).— 

Every-day  Papers.    Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  as. 

?ACE   (ALFRED  A.).— Tales 

of  a  Dylnjf  Race.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.1.  6d. 

REEKS  AND  ROMANSrThe 
Life  of  the.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KONER.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HOEl'FER. 
With  545  lllusts.    bemv  8vn,  cl.,  ys  6d. 

HA  Mil  TON'S  iCOSMOt  Stories 
Two   Kings,  &C.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
2s.  net. 

Crown  8vo,  is,  net  each. 
The  Glamour  of  the  Impossible. 
Through  a  Keyhole. 

?EEN  (ANNA  KATHARINE), 

Novels  by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6i.  each, 
'he  Millionaire  Baby. 
?he  Woman  in  the  Alcove, 
fhe  Amethyst  Box.    Cr.  8vo,  3t.  (:d. 
?  E  E  N  WOO  D~?J  AMES).— The 

Prisoner  in  the  OoCl<.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3.1.  hd. 

Crow'i  .Svo,  cloth.  6s.  each. 
Nature's  Vagabond,  &g. 
Plain  Brown. 

HANDWRITING,    The  Philo- 

sophy  of.    With  over  100  Facsimile-;. 
By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca,  Post 
8vo.  half-clnth.  2s.  6d. 

HARDY  (IZA  DUFFUS),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo,  cioth  s^.-^^rf,  each 
The  Lesser  Evil.  |  A  Butterfly, 
Man,  Woman,  and  Fate. 

lEY   (Sir    GEORGE).  —  The 

Romance  of  a  Proconsul.   By  James 
RlILNB.   Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6j. 
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HAPSBURQS,  The  Cradle  of  the. 

By  J.  W.  GiLBARl -Smith.  M.A.  With 
nimierous  Illiists.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  Si.  net. 

HARDY     (TH0MAS)7—  Under 

the  Qreenwood  Tree.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3J.  td. ;  illustrated  boards,  is. ;  cloth 
limp,  td.  Also  the  FINE  Paper 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2j.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  31.  net ;  and  the  Cheap 
Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. 

HARRIS  (JOEL  CHANDLER)  : 

Uncle  Remus.  With  9  Coloured  and 
50  other  Illustrations  by  J.  A.  SHEPHERD. 
iPott  4to.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Nights  with  Uncle  Remus.  With 
8  Coloured  and  50  otlier  Illustrations  by 
J.  A.  Shepherd.  Imperial  i6mo,  cloth,  6j. 

HARTE'S     (BRET)  Collected 

Works.    LIBRARY  EDITION.  (Ten 
Volumes  now  ready).   Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
Is.  6d.  each. 
Vol.        I.  POETICAL     AND  DRAMATIC 

WORKS.  With  Portrait. 
„       II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— 
BoHEiiiAN  Papers— American 
Legends. 
III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts- 
Eastern  Sketches. 
,      IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

V.  Stories  —  Condensed  Novels. 
VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
„    VII.  TalesofthePacificSlope— II. 

With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie. 
„  VIIT.  Tales  OF  Pine  and  Cypress. 
IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparel. 
X.  Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 

Bret  Harte's  Choice  Works  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Portrait  and  40  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3j.  6d. 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Worlcs,  in- 
cluding Some  Later  Verses.  Crown 
Svo,  buckram,  41. 6rf. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.  Crown 

Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Maruja.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  picture  boards,  is.  :  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d. 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  2j.  net  ca. ;  leather,  3.1.  net  ea. 
Mliss,  tiuok  of  Roaring  Camp.  &o. 
Condensed  Novels.  Botli  Series. 
Complete  Poetical  BTorks. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j.  each. 
On  the  Old  Trail.  |  Trent's  Trust. 
Under  the  Redwoods. 
From  Sandhill  to  Pine. 
Stories  In  I<lght  and  Shadow. 
Mr.  Jack  Hamlin's  Mediation. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Oahrlel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  With  60  Illus- 
trations by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.  With 
59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L,  Wood. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  (>d.  each. 

The  Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's,  &c. 
With  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 

Clarence:  .4  Story  of  the  American  War. 
With  8  Illustrations  by  A.  JuLE  Goodman. 


HARTE  (BRETWo«^/««frf. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  bd.  each. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c.   with  39  Illustra- 
tions by  A,  Forestier,  Pall  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford.  &c. 

The  Crusade  of  the  'Excelsior.' 

With  Fronti.s.  liy  J.  Beknard  PartrhiOk. 

Tales  of  Trail  and  Town.  With 
Frontispiece  by  G.  P.  Jacom  b-  H  OOD. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  oj.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  back,  2,s.  each. 

A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 

Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 

A  Prot^gde  of  Jack  Hatulln's. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Sally  Dows,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations 
by  W.  D.  Almond  and  others. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boarUs,  2j.  each. 

Liuck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  Sen- 
sation Novels  Condensed.  Also 
in  picture  cloth  at  same  price. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

Callfornian  Stories.  

Piist  Svo,  illus.  bds.,  2s.  each :  cloth.  2s.  M.  each. 

Flip.  I  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

Three  Partners.   Medium  Svo,  6d. 

New  Condensed  Novels.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6ii.:  Cheap  Edition,  cl.,  is.  net. 

Salomy  Jane.  With  Coloured  and 
Tinted  Illustrations  by  HARRISON 
Fisher  and  Arthur  I.  Keller.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d.  net. 

The  Life  of  Bret  Harte.  By  H.  C. 
Mervvin.  U  ith  II  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth,  IPS.  6d.  net. 

HAWEISiMrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  32  lUustia- 
tions.    Post  Svo,  ij.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  Frontis- 
piece.   Demy  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d, 

Chaucer  for  Children.  W'ilh  8 
Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  35.  6d.  

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.).— Ameri- 
can  Humorists:  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemi's 
Ward,  Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN), 

Novels  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bn. 

each:  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 
Garth.       |    Bllice  Quentln. 
Fortune's  Pool.  |  Dust.  Four  Illusts. 
Beatrix  Randolph.  With  Four  Illusts. 
D.  Polndexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Liove— or  a  Name. 
Miss  Cadogna.    Illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HEALY   (CHRIS),    Books  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
Confessions  of  a  Journalist. 
Heirs  of  Reuben.  |  Mara. 

The  Endless  Heritage,  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s,  6d. 


4  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


IE  LPS  (Sir  ARTHUR).  —  Ivan 

de  Biron.     Crowa  ijv     cloth.  31.  bd. ; 

post  8vo.  illustrR'ed  boards.  25 

HDRNIMAN  (ROY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  &s.  each, 
fiellsmy  the  JlaSnificent, 
JLord  Cammarlel^h*8  Secret. 
Israel  Ran kt  -Cmwn  ^vo,  cloth,  ssi  td, 

Popdt^Ar  Edition^,  crd wii  Svo,  cloth,  with 
pictorial'  .luter  covers.  25,  net  cacik. 

Bellamy  the  magnificent, 
I'Srael  Bank. 

HiiiN^i'V  (0.  A.\,  Novels  by.  " 
Rujub,  the  Juggler.  Post  Svo,  clolli, 
35.  td.  ;  illustrated  'oards,  2^. 
Crown  Svo,  ck)tt\,  35,  bti,  eacli. 
The  Queen's  Cup. 
Uorothy'3  Douole. 
Colonel  Thorndyke'B  Secret. 

HORNUNQ  (E.  W.|.  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  v.  f>d.  each. 
Stiuffaree.  {  A  l?hlef  In  the  Night. 

HENDERSON  (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Pa^e.    Crown  8v.),  clotli  st.  M. 

HtRBERTSON    (JESSIE  L.).— 

Junta.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  fti. 

The  Sha,dow  of  the  Rope..  Cr.  8vo 

cloth.  3i.  (xi. :  pictorial  cloth,  2i..net. 

KILL  (HEADON).— Zambra  the 

Detective.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  ■ 

piclur^r  clofh,  flat  b'nr^',  2? 

HUEFFER  (FORD  MADOX).— A 
Call  :  The  Tale  o<  Two  Passions, 

Crown  8vo,  c'oih,  6s.  -- 

HILL  (JOHN),  Works  by. 

boams;  2,?. 

Tlie  Common  JSncestor.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  M.. 

HUGO  (VICTOR).— The  Outlaw 
of  Iceland^  Translated  by  Sir  Gilbert 
Campbell.  Crown  Svo,  clQth,  3s.  6<i. 

HULL(ELEA>iOR),  Selected  and 
Annotated  by.— The  Poem>book  of 
the  Gael.  With becprations  from  Irish 
IMbS.  bmall  crown  Svo,  cjolh,  Js.  bd.  net. 

HUME  (FERGUS),  Novels  by. 
The  Lady  From  Nowhere.  Cr.  Svo, 
cloth,  -is.  bd.:  picfufe  cloth,  flat'back,  2j. 

The  Mllllonalpe  Hyatery'.  Crown 

Svo,  6k)th,  3j.  6ii.  1' ' 
The  Wheeling  Ught.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth,  gilt  top  bi. 

HOEY  (Mrs.  CASHED.— The 

Lover's  Creed.     Cr.  Svo,  cl  ,  35.  6ii. 

HOLIDAY,  Where  to  go  for  a. 

Bv  sever.-tl  well-known  Authors.  Crown 
Hvo,  cloth,  i.t.  f-d. 

HOFFMANN  (PROFESSOR).- 

Kin^:  Koko.    A  ^^al^ic  Story.    With  2  = 
Illi  strations.    Crown  Svo.  tlnth.  15,  ntt 

HOLMES  (CHARLE5  J.,  M.A. 

Director  of  the  National  Portrai 
Gallery),  Books  by.  Demy  Svo,  cloih 

Notes  on  the  Science  of  Picture 
making.    With  Phoiot  rnvure  Fronlis 
Notes  on  the  Art  of  Rembrandt 

With  Photogravure  1-rontispiece  and  <|. 
Plate'!. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELLK 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.     Ilhistraled    t.y    J.  Gokpon 
TuoM'^^ov.   Fink  Paper'  Edition,  poti 
8vo,  cloth,  pilt  top,  2s.  net.;  leather,  gill 
edpeft,  3.?.  net. 

HUNGERFORD  (Mrs.),  Novels 

by.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3i,  (>d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
boards,  2.?.  tacli  ;  cloth,  2.c.  6d.  each. 
-    The  Professor's  Experiment, 
liady  'Verner'la  Plight. 
Lady  Patty,      I  Petter's  Wife. 
The  Red- House  Mystery. 
An  Unsatlsfaotor.y  Lover. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn. 
A  Mental  Struggle.  ' 
Marvel.       |      A  Modern  Circe. 
In  Durance  Yile.  I  April's  Lady. 
The  Three  Graces.  L  Nora  Creina. 

Crow  n  Svo.  chitti.  3^.  bd\  each. 
An  Anxious  Moment. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. 
The  Coming  of  Chloe.    |  IjoVice. 
Popular  Kditkins.  medium  Svo,  64.  each. 
The  Red-House  Mystery.  ^ 
A  Modern  droe. 

HOOKS  (THEODORE)  Choice 

Humorous  Works;  inclucfing  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,   Eons  '  Mots,  Puns. 
nuiiAcs.    vviin  LtiiK,  anci  Frontispiece, 
Crown  Svo  cloth,  3j.  6d. 

HOOD'S    iTHOMAS)  Choice 
Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With 
IJfe  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200 
Ilhistra'ions.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d. 

HUNT  (Mrs.  ALFRED),  Novels 

by.   Crown  8v(x  cloth,  ss.  bd.  each  ;  post 
^vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casketi 

Self-Condenined.i. 

That  Other  Per$oia.  ^       »  « 

Mrs.  Juliet.    Cr  iwn  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  6rf. 

Thorniciioft's  Model.'  Crtxwo  8vo, 
1  .cloth,  2s.  net.                        u      -  ' 

The  Governess.  Bv  Mr.?.  Alfred 
HuKT  <aind  i  ViOLiflr  'Hbsfr.  "  with  a 
Preface  by  FOitD  MADOit  HUEFFER. 
Crown  Svo,  clot}!,  6x. 

HOPKINS  (TIQHE).  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  -^s.  bd.  each. 
'Twlxt  liove  and  iJuty. 
The  Incomplete  Adventurer. 
The  Nugents  of.  Carrlconna. 
Nell  Haffenden.   With  8  Illustrations. 
For  Freedom. 

HORNE  (R.  HfiN<it5Y).-Orion: 

With  Portrait.   Crown. 8vo,,  cloth,  ys. 
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HUTCHINSON  (W-  M.)  —Hints 

on  Cult"  tif*6akiii Qf<  With  ?'>  lllustra- 
ti.ms.    Ciuwn  fivo,  cioth,  Js. 

JAMES  (Q.  W.).  — 5cragg!es: 
The  Story  of  a  Sparrow.    \'.'nh  6 
Ilia.iitralions.    Post  8vo,  cloth.  2.v  6d. 

HYAMSON  (ALBERT).— A  His- 
tory of  the  Jews  in  England.  With 
16  Portraits  and  Views  and  2  Maps. 
Demv  8vo,  cloth,  4.5.  6d.  net. 

JAPP   (Dr.    A.   H.).— Dramatic 

PIcturex.   Crown  8vo.  cloth,  ^s. 

JENKINS  (HESTER  D.).-Be- 

hlnd  Turkish  Lattices  :  The  Story  or 
a  Turkish  Woman's  Life.  With  24  Iliu.5- 
stratitins.   Crown  8v»,  cloth,  6.t.  net. 

HYATT  (A.  H.),  Top9graphical 

Antholoi^ies  compiled  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  full  Kiit  side,  gilt  top,  Ss.  net  each  ; 
velvet  calf,  7,5.  6ii.  net  each. 

A  New  Editinn,  w.th  12  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  Harald  Sund. 
The  Charm  of  Londoa.    A  New 
Edition,  with  12  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  YosHio  Maiikino. 

JEROME  (JEROME  K.l.-Stage- 

land.    With  04  lUustralions  by  J.  HeR" 
nahd  Partridge.   Fcap.  410,  is. 

JERROLD   (TOM),    Books  by. 

Post  8vo,  Is  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture. 

Fink  Paper  Editions  in  the  St.  Martin's 
LlBKARY.  .Pott.-8vo,  cloth,  jjilt  top,  2i. 
net  each  ;  leather,  qiit  edges,  3?.  net  each. 
The  Charm  of  £idlnburgh. 

Ilia  oinarm  of  Venice. 
The  Charm  of  Pa,rls. 

Our  Kltcheu  Garden:  The  Plants  We 
Grow,  and  How  We  Cook  Them.  Post 
8vo,  cloth,  li.  net. 

JOHNSTONE  (Arthur).- Recol- 
lections of  R.  L..  Stevenson  In  the 
Pacific.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile 
Letter.   Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 

INCE  (MABEL).— The  Wisdom 

of  Waiting,  Witli  a  Frontispiece. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. , 

JONSON  'S  (BEN)  Works.  With 

Notes  and    Biographical    Memoir,  by 
William  Gifford.   Edited  by  Colonel 
Cunningham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

INCHBOLD  (Mrs.  A.  C.).— The 
Road  of  No  Return.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.    By  One  of 

Them.    Cr^wn  8vo,  is..:  cloth. •i.t;  6d. 

JOSEPHUS,    The  Complete 

VVqrks   of.    Translated  by  William 
Whiston.    Containing  '  The  Antiquities 
of  the  Jews,'  and  '  Tht  Wars  of  the  Jews.' 
With  4  Maps  and  ,48  Plates.   Two  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth,  51.  net  each. 

IRVING  (WASHINQTON).— Oid 

Christmas.  Squ-ire  16mo,  cloth,  with 
Frontispiece,  15.. net. 

JAMES  (C.  T.  C.).— A  Romance  of 
the  Queen's  Hounds.  Cr.8vo.cl.  i.?.6rf. 

KEMP  (E.   G.).— The  Face  of 
Manchuria,    Korea,  and  Russian 
Turkestan.    With  24  Plates  in  Colour 
and  Monochrome  by  the  Author.  Large 
fcap.  4ti>,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  ret. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  by. 
The  Pageant  of  Summer.  Long 

fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  li.  net. 
The  liife  of  the  Fields.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.6d. ;  Large  Typk,  Fjne  Paper 
Edition,  pottgvo,  cloth.. gilt  top.  2s.  net : 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net.    Also  a  New 
Edition,  with  12  Illustrations  in  Colours 
by  M.  U.  Clarke,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  55. 
net. 

The  Open  Air.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.; 
Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott 
8i'o,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  :  leather,  gilt 
edges,  3s.  net  Also  a  New  Edition. 
with  12  Illustr.-itionsin  Colours  by  RUTH 
DOLLMAN.  cro  >  n  8vo,  cloth  Ss.  net. 

Nature  near  Ijondon.  Crown  8vo, 
buckram.  &s. :  post  8yo.  cl.,  2s.  6d. :  Large 
Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo.  cl., 
giK  top,  2s,  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edp'es,  3s.net. 
j/.w  a  New  e  dition,  with  12' Illus- 
trations in  Colours  by  RuiH  DOLLMAN, 
crown  8vo.  cMh.  5«.  nf. 

The  Pocket  Kichard  Jefferles : 

Passage.^  chosen  by  .'Alfred  H.  Hyatt. 
l6mo,  cloth,  gilt    top,   2s.  net  ;  leather, 
gilt  top.  3s.  net. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  JefTerles. 

By  Sir  Walter  Besant.  Cr.  8vo,  cl,  6s. 

KERSHAW  (MARK).— Colonial 

Pacts    and    Fictions:  Humorous 
Sketches.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards. 
2s. :  clttth.  2s.  6d. 

KINO  (LEONARD  W  ,  M.A.).— 

A  History  of  Babylonia  and  Assyria 
from    Prehistoric  Times  to  tlie 
Persian  Conquest.      With  Maps, 
Plans,  and  Illustrations  after  the  princi- 
pal Monumenls  of  the  Period.  In  3  vols, 
royal.  8vo,  cloth.    Each  volume  sepa- 
rately, iSs.  net ;  or  per  set  of  3  volumes, 
if  ordered  at  one  time.  £2  10s.  net. 
Vol.  I.T-A  History  of  Sumer  and 
Akkad:  An  account  of  ti  e  Early 
Kaces  of  Babylon-a  from  PrehK  ic 
Timesto  the  Found  .tiou  ■  f  th'eHaby- 
lonian  Monarchy.  Ready 
„    XI.— A  Hlsiory  ot  Babylon  fi  in 
the  •  Foun.laJ  on  of  .the    Moii  n  hv, 
about  B.C.  200Q,  until  Ih  C'  l  quest  ii 
Eabvl-  n  b  ,  Cvrus  B.r  539.  [Shortly 
„IJI.-A  History  of  Assyria  Toni 
the  Eail  esl  Petioa  uuiii  the  Fall  of 
Nineveh,  B.C.  Co5.  [Preparins, 

i6 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


KEMPLINQ  (W.BAILEY-).— The 
Poets  Royal  of  England  and  Scot- 
land: Original  Poeins  by  Royal  and 
Noble  Persons.  With  Notes  and  6  Photo- 
gravure Portraits.  Small  8vo,  parchment, 
6s.  net ;  vellum,  7j.  td.  net.  Also  an 
Edition  in  The  King's  Classics  (No.  39). 


KINQ  (R.  ASHE),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each. 
'  The  Woaring  of  the  Green.' 
Passion's  Slaves    |     Bell  Bappy. 

A  Dramn  Game.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 


KING'S  CLASSICS  (The). 

General  Editor,  Professor  I.  GOLLANCZ. 
Litt.D.  Printed  on  laid  paper,  i6uio, 
each  with  Frontispiece,  gilt  top.  Quar- 
ter bound  grey  boards  or  red  cloth, 
IS.  ^d.  net  each  ;  quarter  vellum,  cloth 
sides,  2s.  td.  net  each  ;  three-quarter 
vellum,  5s.  net  each. 
Volumes  now  in  course  of  publication; 

35.  Wine,  Women,  and  Song: 
iMediieval  Latin  Students'  Sonj^s.  Trans- 
lated into  English,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  John  Addingtos  Symonds. 

36,  37.  George  Pettie's  Petite  Pal. 
lace  of  Pettla  his  Pleasure, 
Ediied  by  Prof.  I,  GOLLANCZ.    2  vols. 

S3.  Walpole's  Castle  of  Otranto. 

By  h.r  WALTER  ScoTT.  With  Intro 
duction  and  Preface  by  Miss  SPL'RGEON 

39.  The  Poets  Royal  of  England 
and  Scotland.  Original  Poems  bN 
Kings  ana  othei"  Xohie  Persons.  Editec! 
by  \^'.  B.viLKY  Kf.mplixg. 

40.  Sir  Thomas  More's  Utopia. 

Edited  by  KoBiiKT  Steele,  K.S..\. 

41.  Chaucer's  Legend  of  Good 
Women.  In  Modern  English,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction  by  Professor 
W.  W.  SKEAT. 

42.  Swift's  Battle  of  the  Books 
Edited,  with  N'otes  and  Introduction,  by 
A.  Gltiikelch. 

43.  Sir  William  Temple  upon  the 
Gardens  of  Epicurus,  with 
other  17th  Century  Garden 
£ssays.  Edited,  with  N'otes  and  Intro- 
duction, by  A.  FORBES  SlEVEKING.F.S.A. 

45.  The  Song  of  Roland.  Translated 
irom  the  old  French  by  Mr.'s.  Crosland. 
With  Introduction  by  Prof.  Brandin. 

46.  Dante's    Vita    Nuova.  The 

Italian  text,  with  Dante  G.  Rossetti's 
translation  on  opposite  page.  With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  Prof.  H.  Oelsner. 

47.  Chaucer's  Prologue  and 
Minor  Poems.  In  modem  English, 
with  Notes  bv  Prof.  W.  W.  SKEAT. 

48.  Chaucer's  Parliament  of 
Birds  and  House  of  Fame.  In 
modern  English,  with  Notes  and  Intro- 
duction by  Prof.  W.  W.  SKEAT. 

49.  Hvs.  Gaskell's  Cranford.  With 
Introduction  by  R.  BRIMLEY  JOHNSON. 


KING'S  CLASSICS— coK.'i>.;«rf. 

50.  Pearl.  An  English  Poem  of  the 
Fouiteenth  Century.  Ediied,  with  a 
Modern  Rendering  and  an  Introduction, 
by  Professor  I.  GOLLANCZ.  \_Preparing 

51,  52.  King's  I<etters.  Volumes  111. 
and  IV.  NeVvfly  edited  from  the  originals 
by  Robert  Steele,  F,S.ii.  [Preparing 

53.  The  English  Correspondence 
of  Saint  eoniface.  Translated  and 
edited,  with  an  Introductory  Sketch  of  the 
Lite  of  Sl.  Boniface,  by  EdW.  Kylie,M.A. 

56.  The  Cavalier  to  his  Lady : 
Seventeenth  Century  Lo>e  tongs. 
Edited  by  F.  SiDGWICK. 

57.  Asser's  tlfe  of  King  Alfred. 
Edited  by  L.  C.  J  ANE,  M.A. 

58.  Translations  from  the  Ice- 
landic.  By  Rev.  W.  C.  Green,  M.A. 

59.  The  Rule  of  St.  Benedict. 
Translated  by  Rt.  Rev.  ABBOT  GASgtET. 

60.  Daniel's 'Delia' and  Drayton's 
'  Idea.'  Edr.ed  by  AKijNDitLL  Esdaile. 

61.  The  Book  of  the  Duke  of 
True  Lovers.  By  Christine  de 
PiSAN.  Trarihldted,  with  Notts  and 
Introduction,  by  A;  ICE  Kemp-Welch. 

62.  Of  the  Tumbler  of  Our  Lady, 
and  other  Miracles.  Translate.! 
from  the  Middle  French  MSS.,  with 
Notes,  by  Alice  Kemp-Welch. 

63.  The  Chatelaine  of  Vergi.  A 
Romance  of  the  Court,  Iranslattd  from 
the  Middle  French,  by  Alice  Kemp- 
Welch,  with  Introduction  by  L. 
Br.\ndin,  Ph.D.,  and  with  the  original 
Te.xt,  Edition  Raynaud. 
Earlier  Volumes  in  the  Series  are — 

1.  The  Love     Books  (The  PbilohiWon). 
1'.  *.Six  Dr^mias  of    Caideron  (l''irzyeraM'8 
TrA.'islation).  {Douhle voi.; 

3.  Chronicle  of  Joc-^iin  of  Brakelond. 

4.  The  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 

5.  Eikon  Bapilike. 

ti.  Kings'  Letters  :  Alfred  to  the  coming  of 
the  'I'udors. 

7.  Kings'  Letters  :  From  the  Tudors  to  flie 
Love  Letters  of  Henry  Viri. 

8.  Chuucer's  Knigiit's  Tale  (Prof.  8kkat). 
1*.  Chaucer's  Man  of  Law's  Tale  (Prof.  Skkat). 

111.  Chaucer's  Prioress's  Tale  (Pruf.  8KE.ia';. 

11.  The  Romance  of  Fulke  l^'itzwarine 

12.  The  Story  nf  Cui.id  and  P.'.vche. 

13.  Evel.vn's  Life  of  Margaret  Godolphin. 

14.  JSarl.v  Livesof  Dante. 
Ij.  The  Kalsiatr  Letters. 
16  PoloDiiis.  By  Edward  Fitzgerald. 

17.  Mediaival  Lore. 

18.  Vision  of  Pier>  Plowman  (Prof.  Skkat) 

19.  The  Gull's  Hornbook. 

20.  *The  Nun's  Rule.  (Double  vol.). 

21.  Memoirs  of  Robert  Gary,  Earl  of  Monmouth 
'i'l.  Early  Lives  of  Charlemagne. 
13.  Cicero's    '  Friendship'    '  Old    Age '  and 

'Scipio'8  Dream.'  ' 
24  *Wordsworth'g  Prelude.  (Double  Tol.) 
25.  Tbe  Defence  of  Guenevere. 
26, 27.  Browning's  Men  and  Women. 

28.  Poe's  Poems. 

29.  Shakespeare's  Sonnets. 

30.  George  Eliot's  Silas  Mamer. 
3L  Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  WakefleM. 
.12.  Charles  Reade's  Peg  "Woffiugtou 

33.  The  Household  of  Sir  Tlnmias  More 

34.  Sappho  :  100  Lyrics.  By  Bliss  Carmav 
»  .N'umbers  2,  20,  and  24  are  Doulile  Volumes 

and  Double  Price. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


KING'S  LIBRARY  FOLIOS. 
Tha  Miprour  of  Yertueln  World- 
ly Creatnes,  or  The  Life  of  Sir 
Vhomas  More,  Knight.   By  his 

son-iu-law,  WILLIAM  KOI'ER.    los.  6d. 
net.    (Not  sold  apart  I'rom  sets.) 

Eikon  Baslllke.the  Portralcture 
of  His  Saored  Majestie  in  his 
Solitudes      and  Sutferlngs. 
Edited  by  E.  Almack,  F.S  A.  £l  is.  n^t. 

Shakespeare's      Ovid,  being 
Arthur  Oolding's  Translation 
of  the  Metamorphoses.  Ediied 
by  W.  H.  D.  ROUSE.    vCi  )  is.  6d.  net. 

The  Percy  Folio  or~01d  English 
Ballads  and  Romances.  Edited 
by  the   GENERAL  EDITOR.     1.1  four 
volumes  at      4s.  net  the  set. 

LEHMANN     (R.    C).  —  Harry 
Fludyer  at  Cambrldgre,  and  Conver- 
sational Hints  for  Youn^  Siioolers. 

Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  bd. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.). -Carols  of 

Cockayne.    Fcap.  8vo,  buckiam,  5s. 

LEITH  (MRS.  DISNEY).— The 

Ctiiidren  of  the  Chapel.  Includinfi 
a  Morality  Play,  The  Pilgrimage  of 
Pleasure,    by    A.     C.  swixburnk. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s,  net. 

LELAND  (C.  G.).— A  Manual  of 

Mending  and  Repairint;.    With  Dia- 
grams.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

LEPELLETIER  (EDMOND).  — 

Madame  £ans-Q^ne.    Translated  by 
John  de  Villiers.   Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  bd,  ;  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  POPULAR 
Edition,  medmm  8vo,  6d. 

KING'S  LIBRARY  QUARTOS. 

The   Alchemist.    By  Ben  Jonson. 
Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart.    5s,  net ;  Japan- 
ese vellum,  £1  IS.  net. 

The  Gull's  Hornbook.  By  Thomas 
Dekker.    Edited  by  K.  B.  McKerrow, 
5s.  net ;  Japanese  vellum,  los.  6d,  net. 

The  Beggar's  Opera.  By  John  Gay. 
Edited  by  Hamilton  MacLeod,  ss. 
net :  Japanese  vellum,  loc.  6d.  net. 

LEYS  (JOHN   K.).-The  Lind- 

says.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2s. 

LILBURN  (ADAM).— A  Tragedy 

in  Marble*   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6^^. 

LINDSAY  (HARRY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Rhoda  Hoberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  Works  by. 

KISCH  (MARTIN  S.).— Letters 
andSketchesfromNortberaNl^eria. 

With    numerous   Illustratioits.  Dsiny 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

KNIGHT  (WILLIAM  and 
EDWARD). —The  Patient's  Vade 
Mecum :  How  to  Qet  Most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.   Crown  8vo. 
cloth,  IS.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.  |  lone. 
The  Atonement  of  lieam  Qundas. 
The  Y/orld  Well  Ijcst.   12  Illusts. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Under  which  Lord  ?  With  12  Illusts. 
'  My  I.ove.'  1    Sowing  the  Wind. 
PastonCarew.  |  Dulcie  Bverton. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Jin  Octave  of  Friends.  Crcwn  8vo, 

cloth,  3s.  bd. 
Patricia  Kemball.    Popular  Edi- 
tion, medmm  8vo,  6rf. 

LAMB'S  (CHARLES)  Complete 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 
'  Poetry  for  Children '  and  '  Prince  Dorus.' 
Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  2 
Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
The  Essays  of  Ella.   (Both  Series.) 
Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  2s.  net ;   leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

LAMBERT    (GEORGE).  —  The 
President  of  Boravia.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  3j.  6d. 

LANE  (EDWARD  WILLIAM). 
—The  Thousand  and  One  Nights, 

commonly    called    in    England  The 
Arabian    Nights'  Entertain- 
ments.   Illustrated  by  W.  Harvey. 
With  Preface  by  STANLEY  Lane-Poole 
3  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  net  each. 

LITTLE  (MAUDE),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Burning  Bush. 
A  Woman  on  the  Threshold. 
The  Children's  Bread. 

LLOYD  (Theodosia).— Innocence 
in  the  Wilderness.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
6s. 

LONDON  CLUBS:  Their  His- 
tory   and  Treasures.     By  Ralph 
N'EVILL.     With  Coloured.  Frontispiece 
and  8  Plates,  Demy  8vo,  ciotn.  7s.  6d.  net. 

1  A^AP  (CHARLES  A.'*   Prar. 

tical     Hints   for    Art  Students: 

Drawing,  Composition,  Colour.  With 
Illustrations.  Post  8vo.  cloth  3s.  6d.  net. 

If»PIMPP    fNOPMA^   The 

Pagan  Woman.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6,;. 

LAURISTOUN  (PETER). —The 

Painted  Mountain.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

LEES  (DOROTHY  N.).— Tuscan 
Peasts  and  Tuscan  Friends.  With 
12  Illustrations.    Ci.iwn  8vr>,cl.,  5.5,  net. 

LUCAS   (ALICE).*:;-  Talmudic 
Legends,  Hymns,  and  Paraphraset. 

Post  8vo,  half-parchment,  2s.  ut\. 

CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


LUCAS  (E.  v.).  Books  by. 
Anne's  Terribla  Good  Nature,  and 

other  Stories  for  Children.  With  12 
Ulustrations  by  A.  H.  Buckland,  and 
Coloured  End  -Papers  and  Cover  by 
F.  D.  Beoford.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Book  of  Vei7ses  for  Children. 
With  Coloured  Title-page.  Crown  avo, 
cloth,  6s.  •    -  . 

Three  Mundred  Games  and  Pas- 
times. Hy  E.  V.  Lucas  and  Elizabeth 
i.uCAS.    Potl4to,  cloth,  6.1.  net. 

The  Flamp,  and  other  Stories. 
Koval  i6mo.  cloth,  is.  net. 


LUCY    (HENRY  W.),— Gideon 

Fleyce.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  dd. ;  post 
8vo,  Htustrated  boards,  2.-:. 


LYRE  D' AMOUR  (Ln).-An  An- 
thologry  of  French  l-.ove  Poems. 

Selected,  with  Introduction  and  Notes, 
bv  C.  B.  Lewis.  With  Photogravure 
Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5.5.  net 


MACAULAY  (LORD).— The  His 

tory  of  Bhgrland.  Large  Tvpk,  Fine 
Paper  Edition,  in  5  vols,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2jr.  net  per  vol. ;  leather, 
gilt  ediies,  31.  net  per  vol. 


McCarthy  (JUSTIN),  Books  by. 
The  Kelgn  of  Queen  Anne.  Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24^. 
A  History  of  the  Pouf  Georges 
and  of  William  the  Fourth 

Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  12,^  each, 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times 

from  Lhe  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Library 
Edition.  Four  Vols.,  demv  8vo.  cloth, 
I2J.  each. — Also  the  Popular  EDmoN, 
in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
—And  the  JURILEK  Editio.v.  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  18.S6, 
in  2  Vols.,  larce  po^t  8vo,  cloth,  iqp. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vol.  v.. from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee 
Demy  8\-o,  cloth,  i2.t.;cro".-n  8vo,  cloth  6s, 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vols.  VL  and  VII.,  from  1807  to  Accession 
of  Edward  VII.  2  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth, 
54,t. :  crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Oar  Own 
Times,  from  the  Acces.sion  of  Queen 
Victoiia  to  the  Accession  of  Kim.* 
Edward  VII,  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  6s,  ;  also  the  POPULAR  EDITION, 
post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d.  net  ;  and  the  CHEAP 
Edition  (to  the  veriri88v>i,  med.  Svo.  6d. 

Our  Book  of  Memories.  By  Tustin 
.McCarthy  and  Mrs,  Campbell  Praed. 
With  Portraits  and  Views.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth,  i2s.  6d.  net. 

Fine  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2j.  net  per  vol. ; 
leather,  gilt  edges.  3J  net  per  vol. 
The  Belgn  of  Queen  Anne,  in  i  Vol. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 

and  of  William  I'i?.,  in  2  vols. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Timeisfrom 
Accession  of  Q.  "Victoria  to  1901,  in  4  Vols, 


iWcCARTHY  (JUSTIN)— <rf«rf«/«rf. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each  ;  post  Svo.  pict. 

boards.  2s,  each clotTi  limp,  2s,  6d.  each. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Lmley  Boohford. 
Bear Kiady  Disdain.  |  The  Dictator. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  With  12  Iliusts. 
Donna  Quixote.   With  12  Illustrations. 
The  Comet  of  a  Beason. 
Maid  of  Athens.  With  12  Illustrations. 
Camiola. 

Red  Diamonds.  |  The  Riddle  Ring. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  ^d.  each. 
The  Three  Disgraces.  {  Mononia. 
Julian  Revelstone^_ 
'The  Right  Honourable.'  By  Justin 

McCarthy  and  MRS.  Campbell  Praed. 

Crown  Svoi  cloth,  6s. 

McCarthy  (J.  H.),  works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.  (Consti- 
tuent Assembly.  1789-91,)  Four  Vols., 
demv  Svo,  cloth,  Ms.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  '  History  of 
Ireland.   Crown  Svo,  ij.  ;  cloth,  \s.6d. 

Hafiz  in  London.  Svo,  goldcloth,  3s,  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Crown  Svo, 
IS.  ;  cloth,  IS.  6d. 

Doom:  An  Atlaritic  Episode.  Crown  8vo,  is. 

liily  Lass.   Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

A  London  Legend.  Cr.8TO,ciotH,  3s.  6d. 


AlACDONALD  (Dr.  GEORGE), 
Uook5  by. 
Works  ot  Fancy  and  tmagihatlon 

Ten  Vols.,  i&no,  cloth,  gijt,  in  case,  2is. ; 
or  separately,  prqlier  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Also  in  l6mo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  as.  net  per 
Vol. ;  leather,  gilt  top,  3s.  net  per  Vol. 
Vol.      I.  Within  and  Without — The 
Hidden  Life. 
II.  The  Disciple  — The  Gospel 
Women— BOOK  of  Sonnets- 
Organ  Songs. 
„     III.  Violin  Songs— Songs  of  the 
Days  and  NighTs— a  Book 

OFDREAlilS— ftOADSIDE  POEMS 

—Poems  FOR  Children. 
„      IV.  Parables  — Ballads  — Scotch 
v.  &  VI,  Pha.mtasies.  [Songs. 

„      Vn.  THE  POOTENT. 

„  VlII.  TiJe    Light    Princess  — The 
.  Giant's  H^art— Shadows. 
IX.  Cross  Purposes— Golden  Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter— The  Wow 
o'RivvEN— The  Castle— The 
Broken  Swords— The  Gray 
Woi.F— Unclf.  Cornelius. 

Poetical  Works  of  George  Mac- 
Qonald. ,  2  Vols.,  cr.Svp,  bucKram,  12s. ; 
or  in  the  St.  Martin's  Library,  pott 
Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  vol. ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  vol. 

Heather  and  Snow.  Crown  8vo.  doth, 
3s.  6d.  ■;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

LUith.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Pocket  Geo?ge  MaoOonald; 

Passa.ges  Chosen  by  A.  H.  Hy.att.  i6mo, 
cloth  gilt ,  2i.  net ;  leather  gilt,  3s.  net. 
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AI  AC  COLL    (HUGH).— Mr. 
Stranger's  Sealed  Packet    Cr.  8vo, 
cipih  3,.  6n'.  :  post  8vo.  illus,  boards  2.5. 

MARKING  (Yoshio),  Books  by. 

A  Japanese  Artist  In  London. 

With  S  ILusts.  in  Three  Colours  and  4  in 
Monticljrome,     Cr,  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

The  Charm  of  London.  Passages 
selected  by  A.  H.  HYArr.  With  12  Illus- 
trations ill  Colour  by  Yosiiio  Markino. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  ss.  net  ;  velvet 
calf,  7s  <'d.  net, 

Oxford  from  Within.  By  Hlgh  dk 
S^LINCOURT.  With  a  Note  and  12  Illus- 
trations n  Three  Colours  and  8  in  Sepia 
by  Yoshio  Markino.  Demy  Svo,  cloth . 
7s.  bd.  net. ;  parchment,  15s.  net. 

■   • —  '  >i '  ■.    "  I'll'.'         'ip '  1  'tf  " — — • 

McCURbY  (feDV/AftD).- 

Bssays  in   Fresco.     With  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo.  buckram.  5,1.  net. 

MACDONELL  (AGNES).- 

Quaker  Cousins*   Post  Svo,  boardR,  2,s. 

MACDONELL   (ANNE).  —  In 

the  Abruzzi :  'i'he  Country  and  tht 
People.    With  12  lUustr.itions  in  Three 
Colour  by  AMY  ATKINSON.   Lar^ie  crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

MACHRAY  (ROBERT),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 
A  Blow  over  the  Heart. 
The  Private  Detective. 
Sentenced  to  Death. 
The  Mystery  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,    zs.   td.;  CHEAP 

Edition,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 
Her  Honour.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  bd. ; 

Chkap  Edition,  cloth,  rj.  net. 
The  Woman  Wins.  Cr.  Svo, cloth,  6s. 

L  'rge  fcap.  4to,  cloth,  2os.  net  each  ;  LARGE 

Paper  Copies,  parchment,  42s.  net  each. 

The  Colour  of  London.  By  W.  J. 
Loi«riE.  F.S.A.  With  Introduction  by 
M.  H.  Spielmann,  Preface  and  Illus- 
trations in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia  by 
Yoshio  Marking. 

The  Colour  of  Paris.  By  MM.  Les 
Ac/VD^MICIENS  GoNcoURT.  With  Intro- 
duction by  L  K^NliDITE,  Preface  and 
Illustrations  in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia 
by  Yoshio  Markino. 

The  Colour  of  Rome.  By  Olave  M. 
Potter.,  With  Introduction  by  Doug- 
las Sladen,  Preface  and  Illustrations 
in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia  by  Yoshio 
Marking. 

MACKAY  (Dr.  CH AS.). -Inter- 
ludes and  Undertones.  Cr.8vo,cloth,6,!. 

MACKAY    ( WILLIAM).  ~  A 

Mender  of  Nets.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

MACLISE  Portrait  Gallery  (The) 
of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters ; 
85  -Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ; 
with  Memoir.s  by  William  Bates,  B.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

MARLOWE'S  Works,  induding 

his  Translations.  Edited  with'  Notes  bv 
Col.  Cunningham.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

MARSH    (RICHARD).— A 

Spoiler  of  Men.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  bd. ; 
Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  bd. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  The,  and  its 

Management.    By  T.  C.  Hepworth. 
\¥ith  10  lUnsts.    Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cloth.  Is.  bd. 

MASTER  OF  GAME  (THE): 
The  Oldest  Eni^lish  Book  on 
Hunting.  By  Edward,  Second  Duke 
of  York.  Edited  by  W,  A.  and  F. 
Baillie-GrohMAN.  With  Introduction 
by  Theodore  Roosevelt.  Photogravure 
Frontis.  and  23  Illustns.  Large  cr.  Svo. 
cl.,  7s.  bd.  net ;  parchment,  ros.  bd.  net. 

MAGNA  CHARTA:  A  Facsimile  of 

the  Original,  3  ft.  by  2  ft.,  with  Arras  and 
Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOCK  (W,  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New.  Republli;:.   Post  Svo,  clo'th. 
3S.  bd. ;  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  LARGE 

cloth,  gilt  top,  2j.  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  net. 

MASSINQER'S  Plays.  From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited  by 
Col.  Cunningham.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bii. 

Poems.   Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 
Is  Life  Worth  LlrVlng  ?   Crown  Svo, 
buckram,  6s. 

MASTERMAN    (J.).— Half  -  a  - 

dozen  Daughters.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 

MATTHEWS    (BRANDER).— A 
Secret  of  the  Sea.   Post  Svo,  illu 
trated  boards,  2s. 

MALLORY    (Sir  THOMAS).— 

Mort  d' Arthur,  Selections  frojn,  edited 
by  B.  M.  RANKING.    Post  ,8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

MAX    O'RELL,  Books  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  bd.  each. 
Her  Roya,!  Highness  Woman. 
BetVifeen  Ourselves. 
RambSes  in  Womanland. 

MARGUERITTE  (PAUL  and 

VICTOR),  Novels  by. 
The  Disaster.   Translated  by  F.  Lees. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  bd.         .  ' 
Vanity. , Translated  by  K.  S.  West.  With 

Pbrtrait  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo, cloth, 

1$.  6d. :  CHEAP  Editjov  cloth,  is.  net. 
The  Commune.  Tratislat'"!  by  F.  Lees 

and  K.  B.  POUGLAS.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

MEDICI  (Lives  of  the  EARLY)  as 
told  in  their  Letters.  By  .Janet  Ross. 
With  Illustrations  and  Facsimiles.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth,  lo.t.  bd,  net. 
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MEADE  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust,  boards,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,      6d.  each. 
The  Voice  of  tlie  Charmer. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.    |    The  Siren. 
Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient. 
On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 
The  Way  of  a  Woman. 
A  Son  of  Ishmael. 
An  Adventuress.  1  Rosebury. 
The  Blue  Diamond. 
A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 
This  Troublesome  World. 


MEDldVAL    LIBRARY  (The 

New).  Small  crown  8vo.  pure  rag 
paper,  boards,  5s.  net  per  vol.  ;  pigskin 
with  clasps,  js-  6d.  net  per  vol. 

1.  The  Book  oftheDukeof  True 
liOVers.  Translated  from  the  Middle 
French  ot  Christine  de  Pisan,  with 
Notes  by  Alice  Kejip-Welch.  Wood- 
cut Title  and  6  Photoj^rnvures. 

2.  Of  the  Tumbler  of  our  laady, 
and  other  Miracles.  Translated 
from  the  Middle  French  of  GAtlTIKR  de 
CoiNCI,  &c..  with  Notes  hy  ALICE  Kt.siP- 
Welch.  Woodcut  and  7  Phntoi;raviires, 

3.  The  Ch*telaine  of  Vergl.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Middle  French  by  Alice 
Kemp-Welch,  with  the  original  Text, 
and  an  Introduction  by  Dr.  L.  Braxdin. 
WoodcutTitle  and  5  Photogravures. 

4.  The  Babees'  Book.  Edited,  with 
Notes,  by  Edith  Rickert.  Woodcut 
Title  and  6  Photogravure.^. 

5  The  Book  of  the  Divine  Con- 
solation of  Saint  Angela  da 
Foligno.  Translated  by  Mary  G 
Steegmanv.  Woodcut  Title  and  Illusls 

B.  The  Legend  of  the  Holy  Fina, 
Virgin  of  Santo  Ceminianoi 
Translated  bv  M.  Mansfield.  Woodcut 
Title  and  6  Photograviues. 

7.  Early  Bnglish  Romances  of 
Love.  Edited  in  !\[odern  Enj,;hsh  by 
F.iiiTH  Rickert.   5  Photogr-wurfs. 

8.  Karly  English  Romances  of 
Friendship.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by 
EnirH  Kickert.    6  Pho'oaravures. 

9.  The  Cell  of  Self-Knowledge. 
Seven  Early  Mystical  Trcaiises  printed  in 
1851.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Edbiund  Gardner,  M.A. 
Collotype  Frontispiece  in  tw:i  colours. 

10.  Ancient  £lnglish  Christmas 
Carols,  1400-1700.  Collected  and 
arranged  by  Edu  h  Kickert.  With  8 
Photogravures.  Special  price  of  this 
volume,  boards.  7s.  6d.  net ;  pigskin 
with  clasns  in.9.  6d.  net. 

11.  Trobador  Poets !  Selections.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Provencal,  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  Barbara 
Smythe.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
^nd  Decorative  Initials. 

12.  Gliges  :  A  Romance.  Translated,  with 
a  Critical  Introduction  by  L.  J.  Gardi- 
,>:kr  M..4.Lond.,  from  the  Old  French  of 
Chr6tie.»j  de  Troyes.  With  a  Fr  sn'isp. 


ME  LB  A:    A  Biography.  By 

Agnes  M.  Murphy.  Wiih  Chapters  by 
Madame  Melba  on  The  Art  of  Sing- 
ing and  on  THE  Selection  of  Music  as 
A  PROFESSION.  Portraits,  Views,  and  Fac- 
similes.   Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6^.  net. 


MERRICK  (HOPE).  —  When  a 

Girl's  Engaged.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  3.;.6rf. 


MERRICK  (LEONARD),  by. 
The  Man  who  was  Good.  Crown 
8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Crown  8vo.  cioth,  ^s.  td.  each. 
Cynthia.    I    Thls  Stage  of  Fools. 

METHVEN  (PAUL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6,t.  each. 
Influences.       I  Billy.   


MERWIN  (HENRY  CHARLES). 

The  Life  of  Bret  Harte  :  Including 
some  Account  of  the  Californiau 
Pioneers.  With  Photogravure  Portrait 
and  !0  Plates.  Demy  Svo.  cI,  105.6ff.net. 


MEYNELL  (ALiC  E).— The 
Flower  of  the  Mind  :  a  Choice 
among-  the  Best  Poems.  In  i6mu, 
cloth,  gilt,  2s.  net ;  leather,  35.  net. 

MlWO  (WM.).— V^s^ire"Qood 

or  Bpd?    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  i^. 


MITCHELL  (EDM.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  lione  Star  Rush.  WithS  lUusts. 
The  Balforts  of  Culben. 
Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat  backs,  2s.  each. 
Plotters  of  Paris. 
The  Temple  of  Death, 
Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 
Only  a  Nigger.    Cruwn  avo,  cloth, 
fii/. :  Cheap  Koition,  doth.  i.?.  net. 


MITFORU  (BERTRAM),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d.  each. 
Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest. 
Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland. 
Haviland's  Chum. 
Harley  Greenoak's  Charge. 
Crown  Svo,  cioth,  3s.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  back,  2s.  each. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 
The  King's  Assegai.  With  6  lUusts. 
The  Gun-Runner.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  6d.; 

Cheap  Edition,  medium  Svo.,  6d.  


MOLESWORTH  (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt  Rectory.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  35.  6£f.  :  post  Svo,  illust.  boards, '2i. 


MONCRIEFF(W.  D.  SCOTT-).— 

The  Abdication:  A  Drama.  With  7 
Ftching.s.    Imt^erial  4to,  buckram,  21s. 


MORROW  (W.  C.),— Bohemian 

Paris  of  To- Day.  With  106  Illusts.by 
Edouard  Cucuel,  Small  demv  8vo,cl..65. 


MORTEd'ARTHUR.    By  Alfred 

Lord  Tennyson.  Illuminated  in  Gold 
and  Colours  by  Alberto  Sakgorski. 
Fcap.4to.J3p.  vellum,  6j.  net;  parch- 
ment With  silk  tics,  8j,  6d,  net. 
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MOZART'S  OPERAS:  a  Critical 

study.  By  Edwakd  J.  Ui;xT.  With 
Portraits  and  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth.  t2s.  6,i.  n  t. 


^lUDDOCK  (J,  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo.  Cloth,  ^s.  6d.  each. 
Baslle  the  Jester. 

The  Golden  Jdol.  

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Stories  Weirrt  and  Wondarful. 

Post  8vo,  illust.  boaids,  25.  :  ciotn.  2s.  t^d. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

With  12  Illus.  by  tjrANLEY  L.  Wood.  Cr. 

Svo.  cloth,  3,c.  6d. :  picture  cl.  flat  back.  2,1. 


lURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE), 

Novels  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat.    With  12  Illustrations. 
Coals  of  Fire.    With  3  Illustra'ions. 
Val  Strange.  1  A  Wasted  Crime. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails.      1  Hearts. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
Mount  Despair,  {  A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  liittle  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
Cynic  Fortune.  I  In  Direst  Peril. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth.  3s.  bd.  each. 
This  Little  World. 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
The  Church  of  Humanity. 
Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Despair's  Last  Journey. 
V.C.:  A  Ch'onicle  of  Castle  BarHeld. 
Verona's  Father.' 
His  Own  Ghost.   Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

3i.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Popular  Edition.  6d. 

lURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  and 
HENRY    HERMAN,    Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
PaulJones' s  Alias.  With  Illustrations 

bv  A.  FORE^TIKR  and  G  NrcnT.TT-T 


lEVILL  (RALPH),  Books  by. 
London  Clubs:  their  History  and 
Treasures.  With  9  Plates  (one  Col- 
oured). Demy  Svo,  cloth,  71.  6d.  net. 
The  Man  of  Pleasure.  With  28 
Illustrations,  Coloured  and  plain.  Demy 
Svo.  cloth,  I2.S-.  6d.  net 


lEVVBOLT  (HENRY). —  Taken 

from  the  Enemy.  With  8  lUuslr^.tions 
in  Colour  by  Gerald  Leake.  Crown 
Svo.  cloth.  3'.  bd.  net  :  or  fcap.  Svo, 
■ithout  Illustratioii=!.  paper  cover,  i.t. 


iEWTE    Iti-   VV.   C.).— Pansy 

Meares.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs. 


NISBET  (HUME),  Books  by. 

'Bail  Up!'   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  6d.; 

post     Svo.     iilustrated      boards,     2s. ; 

Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  6d. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.  Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 


NORDAU  (MAX).— Morganatic. 

Trans,  by  Elizabeth  Lee.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  6s. 


OHNET  (QEORQES),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eacli. 
Dr.  Rameau.     |    A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Oifc.  Crown  iit),  cloth,  3s.  bd. 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  2s. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3j.  bd.  each. 
The  Path  of  Glory. 
Love's  Depths. 
The  Money-maker. 
The  Woman  of  Mystery. 
The  Conqueress. 


OUIDA,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrateti 
boards,  2s.  each. 


Tricotrin. 
Rufflno. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
Wanda. 
Ariadne. 
Pascarel. 
Chandos. 
Motlis. 
PucK. 
idalia. 
Bimbi. 
Signa. 
Friendship, 
Gullderoy, 


A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Cecil  Castlemaine's 

Cage. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Held  in  Bondage. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
A  Village  Commune. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Santa  Barbara. 
In  Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two  OSeuders. 
Syrlin. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

A  Rainy  June.  I  The  Massarenea. 
The  Waters  of  Edera. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth,  tiat  back,  2s.  each, 
Syrlin.      1    The  Waters  of  Bdera, 
Popular  EDinoNii,  medium  8vo,  6d.  eacn. 
Under  Two  Flags.  Motlis. 
Held  in  Bondage.  Puck. 
Strathmore.  Tricotrin. 
The  Massarenes.  Chandos. 
Friendship.  Ariadne. 
Two  Little  Wooden  Shoea. 
Idalla.    I  Othmar.    I  Pascarel. 
A  'VilJaga  Comnaune.   (Crown  Svo.) 
Folle-Farine.  I  Princess  Napraxine 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes.  Large 
Type  Edition.   Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

Ruffino.  CHEAP  Edition.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth.  If.  net. 


Demy  b\o,  cloth,  ss.  net  each. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders,  The  NUrn- 
berg  Stove,  &c.  With  8  Illust: atious 
in  Colour  by  MARIA  L.  KiRK. 

Bimbl:  stories  for  Children.  With  8 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  MARIA  L.  KiRK. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  OuiDA  by  K.  SYDNEY 
MouRis.  Pott. Svo,  cloth,  gill  tap,  2s.  net; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s,  net. 
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NORRSS  (W..  E.),  Novels  by. 

t-rown  8vo,  cloih.  3,!.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo, 
iMustr  ited  boards,  zs.  each. 
Saint  Abm's.    |    EiUy  BellQW. 

Miss  Wentwortii's  Idea.  Crown 8vo, 
clotii,  35.  f5(i. 


OLliPS-ilANT  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Post  t'vo.  illustrated  hoards,  2s.  each. 
Tlie  Primrose  Patii. 
The  Gpeatest  Heiress  in.  Sngiand 
Whiteladles.  Crown^Svo,  cloth,  with  i: 

niustratioiis,  ^s,  td.  ;  post  civo,  bds.,  2j. 
The  Sorceress.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s  M, 


OSBOURNE  (LLOYD),  Stories 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3i.  bd.  each. 
The  Motormahlacs. 
Thraa  Speeds  Forward.  WithTIlusls. 


OSHAUOHNESSY  (ARTHUR). 
Music  &  Moonlight.  Fcp.Svo  c\.,-js.6d. 


PAGB   (THOMAS  NELSON).— 

Santa  Claus's  Partner.  With  8 
Coloured  Illustrations  bv  Olga  Morgan. 
and  Cover  Design  by  "F.  U.  Bkdford. 
Cro  1  n  8vo,  cioth,  -3,$.  6d.  net. 


HAIN   (BARRY).— Eliza's  Hus- 

ban<1.    Fcap.,  8vo,  u,  ;  cloth,  i.?.  6d. 

PAn^DURANQ    HARI;  or. 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface 
by  Sir  Bartle  Freke.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  -zs. 


PARIS  SALON,  The  Illustrated 

Catalogue  of  the.  With  about  300  illus- 
 trations.  Published  annually.  Dy.  Svo,  3s. 


PAUL(MARQARET  A.).— GentSe 

and  Simple.    Crown  Svo,  cloth, 31. 6i  ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2t. 


PAYN  (JAiWESl,  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  clothj  3.1. 6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boprds,  each, 
liost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffa. 
A  County  Family. 
Jjfflss  Black  than  We'ra  Palntad. 
By  Proxy,         1    For  Cash  Only. 
Hl<<h  sipirits.    |    Sunny  Stories. 
A  Coafldent.ial  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.    12  Illusls. 
The  family  Scapegrace. 
Holiday  Tasks.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town.    12  lUusts. 
The  Mystery  of  Mlrbridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
A  Tr.yin5f  Patient. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest.  ' 

Post  .^vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Humorous  Stories.  |  Fvom  JSxile. 
The  Fo.st)er  Brothers. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Eantinck's  Tutor. 
Walter's  Word.  I  F'allen  Fortunes, 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
X<ike  Father,  Iilke  Son. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
Cariyoa's  Year.    |  Cooil's  Tryst. 
Murphy's  Master. 


PAYN  UiAmBS)-cmtinued. 

Post  Svo,  lUusirati'd  boards,  2j.  each. 
Some  Private  Views. 
Found  Dead.         I    Mirk  Abbey. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Beward. 
The  Best  of  Ifusbands. 
Balves.     |     What  He  Coat  Her. 
Kit:  A  Memory.  |  Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-Worm  Tales. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

A    Modern    Dick  Whittington. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portrait  ot  Author, 
Ss.dd.:  picture  cloth.  Ilat  back,  zs. 

Notes  from  the  '  News.'  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  Is.  6di 
Popular  Edi  i  ioxs,  mediuiiTHvo,  6d.  each. 

liost  sir  Massingberd. 

Walter's  Word.  |  By  Proxy. 


PAYNE   (WILL).  —  Jerry-  the 

Dreamer,    Crown  Svo,  cioth.  35.  6d. 

PENN'ELL  -  ELMHlRST^ap; 
tain  E.).— The  Best  of  the  Fun. 

With  8  Coloured  Illustrations  and  48 
others.    Medium  Svo.  cloth,  6s.  net. 


PENNY    (F.    E.),    Novels  by. 

Ciown  8vo,  cloth.  3,^.  6d.  each. 
The  Sanyasi.      I  TheTea-Planter. 
Caste  and  Creed.  |  Inavltabla  Law. 
Dilya. 
Crown  8vo,  c  "th,  os.  each. 
The  Unlucky  Mark.    |  Sacrifice. 
Dar>r  Corners.        |       The  Rajah, 
't  he  Malabar  Magician. 

The  Outcaste^  

Popt  LAR  EmTU>NS,  medium  8yo,  fit/,  each. 
TheTea-Planter.  |  Caste a^id  Cr.aed. 

PERRiN  (ALICE),  Novels  by'. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.!,  6d.  each. 
A  Free  Solitude.  1  East  of  Suez. 
The  Waters  of  Oestruccion. 
Rfld  Kacords. 
The  Stronger  Clajm. 
Popular  Editions  metiiutji  Svo,  6ii.  each. 
Tlia  Stronger  Claim. 
T-o  Waters  of  Destruction. 
Idolatry.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j.;  Popular 
Edition,  cloth,  zs.  net. 

PETT1^BoMMTrT?OU^ 

*-^ooks  bv.  Demy  Svo,  cl.,  7,?.  6^.  net  each. 
The    Favourites  of   Henry  of 

Navarre.    With  Six  Portraits: 
The  Favourites  of  Louis  XIY. 

With  4  p  .rt raits.  

The  Court  of  the  Tuileries,  1852- 
1870.  With  a  Frontispiece.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth,  5,5.  net. 


PE  TRA  RC  HTS    SECRET;  or, 
lu  Conflict  with  Passion. 

Jhree  Dir.lo<'ues.  Translated  from  the 
Latui  by  W.  H.  Drapkr.  With  2  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6^.  net 


PHELPS    (E.^S.)T^ack  the 

Usherman,    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  Is,  6d. 


in  ST  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LO i\ DON,  W.C. 


PHIL  MAY'S  Sketch-Book:  51 

Cartijuris.    Ci  ivvn  folio,  cloth,  2s.  bd^  _ 

^'^o^lnists  and  Pine  VioHn.«.  Ctowii 
 >Jvo.  dotli,  St.   

Larkmeadow:  A  N<n'elijf  the  Country 
Districts.    Cvnwn  8vo. cloth,  6i. 


PLANCHfi  (J,  R.).— Songs  and 

Poems,    Cniwii  iS\.'o.  cio>h.  6,?, 


PLAYS  OF  OUR  F  O  R  E  - 

FEATHERS,  and  some  of  the  Tradi- 
tionsupon  which  they  were  fomided. 
By  C.  M.  Gayley,  LL.D.  With  iiaiiieruns 
ilhistnitions.  Royal  Svo.clnth.  12,5.  fiii.nct. 

Pl7UTARCl^lTs"TIvel^of  "^Uus^ 
trious  Men.  With  Life  of  Plutarch 
by  J.  and  VV.  Langhoknic,  and  Por- 
traits, Two  S'ois,.  8vo,  lialf-cloth,  loj. fi.-i. 


POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  Choice 
Works ;  Poenjs,  Stories,  Essays. 

With  an  Introduction  by  Chakles 
Baudelaire.    Crown  f.vo,  cloth,  !>,!.  (id. 


POLLOCK  (VV.  M.I. —The  Charm, 
and  Other  Drawing-Room  Plays. 

By  S'.r  WALTtR  Besant  and  Waltek 
H'.  Pollock.  With  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d. 


PRAED  (IVir5.  CAMPBELL), 

Novels  by.  Post  8vo,  iiius.  hoards,  2s.  ea. 
The  Bomanoa  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  ot  Countess  Adi^ian. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

illustratfifi  boarcl.^.  2s.  each. 
Outlaw  and  jLa.wmakes'. 
Christina  Chard. 
Mrs.  Tregasbias.   Wath  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^j.  6d.  each. 
Hulma.      I      Itladame  Izan. 
'As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 
The  Lost  Eapl  of  Bllan. 
Our  Book  of  SSemorles.  By  Justin 

McCai^ihy  and  .Mrs  Caiipbi'XL  Praed. 

Ports.  &  Views.  Deinv  Svo,  cl.,r2.5.6<;.net. 


PRESLAND    (JOHN),  Dramas 

by.    Kcap.  4to,  cloth,      net  each. 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 
Hv)  anin  and  tha  Defence  of  Venice. 

Marcus  AuroUus.  

The  Deluge,  and  other  Pooms.  Or 

8vo,  hand-made  paper,  c;oth.      fid.  ntt. 


PRICE    (E.    C).  —  Valentina. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  :!s.  fid. 


PROCTOR    (RICHARD  A.), 

Books  by.  Crown  8vo,cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps 

for  every  Xiaht  in  the  Year. 
Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Familiar  Science  Studies. 
The  Universe  of  Suns. 
Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13 

Steel  Plates.    Df  my  Svo,  cloth,  6,t. 
Wa^es  and  Wants  of  Science 

Workers.    Crown  Svo,  ij.  6d. 


PRYCE   (RICHARD).  —  Miss 

iMaxwell's  Affectioca.  Crown,  Svo, 
cloth,       1  {I.    poit  .Svo.  iilust.  boards.  2^. 

IMB"XND~HlJrFRlil2[m  Bv 

J)r.  JtlHN  Bkowm.  .Square  i6ino,  Willi 
Frontispiece,  cloth,  is.  net. 

READE'SnCHARLES)  Novers" 

Collected  Library  Edition,  in  Seventeen 
Volumes,  ciown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  O'l  each. 

Peg  Wofangton;  and  Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard  Cash. 

Tho  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
With  a  Prctace  by  Sir  Vv'alter  Besa.v  i. 

'  It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend." 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
iJid  Sun  Smooth ;  and  Single- 
heart  and  0oubleface. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief: 
Jack  of  all  Trades ;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr;  The  Wandering  Heir. 

T'OVG  Me  Little,  Love  He  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  I  A  Woman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.        |  A  Simpleton. 

Tlie  Jilt;  and  Good  Stories  of  Man 
and  other  Animals. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Beadiana;  and  Bible  Characters. 
Also  in  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 

Peg  WoiSngton.    |  A  Simpleton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

'  It  is  Newer  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
Did  Run  Smooth. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
oi  all  Trades;  James  Lambert. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long, 

The  Double  Marriage. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Hard  Cash.     I  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.      |    GrifHth  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Bingleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 

The  Jilt ;  and  other  Stories. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Large  type.  Fixe  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  8vo,  cloth,  t;ilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
flilt  edges.  3s.  net  each. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 

32  Illustrations  by  M.  B.  Hewerdine. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Lata  to  Mend." 
Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The  Cloister  and  the  tiearth. 
'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
Foul  Play.       |    Hard  Cash. 
Peisf    Wofflngton;    and  Christie 

Johnstone. 
Grlfflth  Qaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long, 
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RBADE  (CnAfiLES)-co,iii,tned. 
Popular  Kditions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Woman-hater. 

'Jfbe  Course  of  True  Ijove. 

Tlie  Wandering  Heir.    Large  Type 
Edition.  fcap.Svo,  cloth,  li.  net. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
With  10  Photogravure  and  f4  hall-touc 
Illustrations  by  Matt  B.  Hewerdink. 
Small    4to,   cloth,    6s.    net.— Also  the 
St.  AIartin's   Illustrated  Editio.n' 
Vv'ith   2o  Illustrations  in  4  Colours  and 
10  in  Black  and  White  by  Byaii  Shaw, 
R.I.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  121.  6d.;  parch- 
ment, 165.  net. 

ROSS   (ALBERT).— A «^ Sugar 

Princess.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35'.  ta. 

RO  \V  S  E  L  L  (MARY  C.).— 
Monsieur  de    Paris.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  ss.  6d. 

ROYAL  COLLECTIONS,  Notes 

on  Pictures  in  the.  Edited  by  Lionel 
Oust,  M.V.O..  and  published  by  permis- 
sion of  H.M.  King  George  V.   With  54 
Illustrations  in  Ph»tt)gravure,  Collotype, 
and  Half-t')ne.   Rov.  4to,  cl..  t2s.6d.  net. 

RUNCIMAN    (JAS.).— Skippers 

and  Shellbacks.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  t,s.  (id. 

RICHARDSON  (FRANK),  NoveJs 

by. 

Tlie  Man  who  I/ost  his  Past.  With 
^0  Iliustranons  by  Tom  Browne,  K.I. 
Crown   Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d.  ;  POPULAR 
Edition,  picture  cover,  is,  net. 

The  Bayswater  Miracle.  Crown 
yvo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d, 

Crown  8vo,  cioth,  os,  each. 

The  King's  Counsel. 

Semi-Society.  |  There  and  Back. 

RUSKIN  SERIES  (The).  Square 

i6mo,  cl,,  with  Frontispieces,  is.  net  ea. 
The  King  of  tbe  Golden  River. 

By     John     Ruskin.     Illustrated  Dy 

Richard  Doyle. 
Buskin  as  a  Religious  Teacher. 

By  F.  W.  Farrar,  D.D. 
Rati  and  his  Friends.  By  Dr.  John 

Brown. 

Old    Christmas.    By  Washington 
Irving. 

Fairy  Tales  from  Tuscany.  By  I. 

M.  Anderton. 

RIDDELL  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 
A  Bich  Man's  Daughter.  Crown 

Svo,  cioth,  3s.  6d. 
Weird   Stories.    Crown   Svo,  cloth, 

3s.6d. ;  post  Svo.  picture  boards,  2.s. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  hosrds,  21.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
Jfa.iry  Ififater.       |    Idle  Tales. 
Her  Brother's  DarlinfS. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  Novels 

bj'.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth.  2,v.  6d.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock; 
The  Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star.' 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
pyu  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea, 
The  Good  Ship  '  Mohock.' 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man?    |    Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
The  Last  Bntry. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  iid.  each, 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 
The  Death  Ship. 

The  '  Pretty  Polly.'  With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  E.  Robertson. 
Overdue.      I    Wron^  Bide  Out. 

RIVHS  (AMELlti),  Stories  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jj.  6d.  each. 
Barbara  Bering. 
Meriel :  A  Love  Storv. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 
Women  are  Strange.    Post  svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3j.  6d.   each ;   post  Svoi 
illustrated  boards,  ".,1.  each. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 
The  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

ROLFE   (FR.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.?.  each. 
Don  Tarquinlo. 

ROLL    OF    BATTLE  ABBEY, 

THE:  List  of  the  PrincipalWarriors  who 
came  from  Normandy  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  1066.  In  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

Popular  Editio.ns.  medium  Svo,  6(i.  each. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Is  fiG  tne  ivia.n  / 

Wron^  Side  Out.   Cheap  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  15,  net. 

ROMAUNT  (THE)  OF  THE 

ROSE.     With    20    Illustrations  in 
Coloured  Collotype  by  Keith  Hender- 
son an^i  Norman  Wilkinson  Crown 
4tf>,  cloth,  2  IS.  net. 

RUSSELL  (HERBERT).— True 

Blue.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  6d. 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  Novels  by. 

^!'°,u'^a^Yt'  '='°"'>  3-5.  6<;.  each;  picture 
cloth.  Hat  baclc,  2s.  each 

5J^°2°.*jy  Sweetheart. 
The  Drift  of  Fate. 

ROSENQARTEN(A.).— A  Hand- 
book of  Architectural  Styles.  Tranfi- 
lated  by  W.  Collett-Sandars.  With 
63a  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  51,  net. 

Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE.  LONDON,  W.C. 


RUSSIAN  :aBAST!LLE,  THE 

(The  Fortrt  ss  of  SctihiesBelburg).    By  I. 
P.  Vot-VAISHEV.    Trnnslated  by  A.  S. 
Eappopout,    M.A.     With    16  Plates. 
 Deinv  Svo.  cloth,  7.;.  ri,/,  net.  

SAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d.  c.ich  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eacli. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  With  a  Note 
by  Oliver  Wendkll  Holmes. 

The  Junior  Dean. 

Orchard  Camerel. 

The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

To  His  Own  Master. 

The  Tremlctt  Diamonds. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 
The  Wooing  of  Klay. 
Fortune's  Gate. 
A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 
Gallantry  Bower. 
A  Proctor's  Wooing. 
Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 
Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 
Mary  Unwin.   With  ,^  flUistiations. 


SAINT   JOHN    (BAYLE).  —  A 

Levantine  Family.  Cr.  Hvo  cl..  i,?,  Ctd. 


SALA  (Q.  A.). — Gaslight  and 

Daylight.  Post  Jivo  illustrated  boards,  2,5. 


SELINCOURT     (HUGH  DE), 
Books  by. 
Oxford  from  Within.   With  a  Note 
and  20  Illustrations  in  Colour  and  Mono- 
chrome by  YosHIO  Markino,  Demy  Svo, 
cloth,  7i  6d.  net  ;  parchment.  15,9,  net. 
A  Daughter   of   the  Morning, 
Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  6,?. 


SERaEANT(ADELlNE),  Novels 

by.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3.5.  bd.  each. 
Under  False  Pretences. 
Dr.  Endlcott's  Experiment. 
The  Missing  Blizabeth. 


5ERM0N    ON    THE  MOUNT 

(The).  Illuminated  in  Gold  and  Colours 
by  Alberto  Sangorski.  Fcap.  <ito, 
Jan,  vellum,  6s.  net ;  parchment,  full 
gilt,  with  silk  ties,  Ss.  6d.  net. 


ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY  (The). 

In  pocket  size,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per 
Vol.  ;  leather,  gilt  edces,  3J.  net  per  Vol. 
By  WALTER  BESANT. 

Ijondon.         I  Westminster. 

Jerusalem.    Bv  Besant  and  Palmek. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

Sir  Richard  Whittington. 

Gaspard  de  CoUgny. 

By  BOCCACCIO. 

The  Decameron. 

By  ROBERT  BROWNING. 

Plppa  Passes:  and  Men  and  Wo- 
men. Wiih  10  Illustrations  in  Colour,'^ 
by  K.  Fortescue  nRrcKDALE. 

Dramatis  Personse  ;  and  Dra- 
matic Romances  and  Lyrics. 
Wi'h  10  Iilusti ations  in  Coljuro  by  H. 
FORlEiCLE  BRICKDALE, 


ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY— «7///«K^rf. 
In  pocket  size,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  Vol.  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  $s.  net  per  Vol. 
By  ROBl'RT  BUCHANAN.  ' 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

Bv  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Deemster. 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
The  Woman  in  White. 

By  DANIEL  DEFOE. 
Robinson    Crusoe.    With  37  Illus- 
trations by  G.  Cruikshank. 
By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Speeches.    With  Portrait. 

By  AUSTIN  DOBSON, 
Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes. 
Ill  Three  Series,  each  Illustrated. 
By  W.  S.  GILBERI'. 
Original  Plays,     in  Four  Series,  tlie 
Fourth  Series  with  a  P'lrtrait. 
Bv  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HAKTE, 
Condensed  Novels, 
tilliss,  Theliuck  of  Roaring  Camp, 

and  other  Stories.    With  Portrait. 
Poetical  Works. 

By  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.    Illustrated  by  .1.  G.  Thomson. 
Compiled  bv  A.  H.  HYATT, 
The  Charm  of  Ijonrlon:  An  -\nthology. 
The  Charm  of  Edinburgh. 
The  Charm  of  "Venice. 
The  Charm  of  Paris. 

Iiv  RICHARD  JEFFERIES. 
The  Life  of  the  Fields. 
The  Open  Air. 
Nature  near  London. 

By  CHARLES  LAMB. 
The  Bssays  of  Blia. 

by  LORD  MACAULAY. 
History  of  England,  in  s  Volumes. 

Bv  1USTIN  MCCARTHY. 
The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  r  Vo'. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 

and  of  William  lY.,  in  2  Vols. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  from 
Accessionof  O.  Victoria  to  rqor.in  .(Vols, 
Bv  GEORGE  MacDONALD, 
Poetical  Works.    In  2  vols. 
Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination, 
in  10  Vols.  ibmo.    (For  List,  see  p.  iS,) 
By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

By  OUIDA. 
Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Patlios. 

Bv  CHARLES  READE. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 

^2  Illu«tratinns  by  M.  H.  HEWERniNE. 
'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend." 

By  PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEV. 
Prose  'WnrKs.    2  vols,,  with  2  Ports. 
Poetical  Works.  2  vols.,  with  2  Plates. 

Si'lcclcdhy  li'K'ANK  SIDGWICK. 
Ballad.^    and    Lyrics   of  Love. 

\\'i\h  10  Coloured  I  lusis.by  ISv.Aji  .^haw. 
Historical  and  Legendary  Bal- 
lada.   with  10  Colourv-d  Illustrations 
by  Byam  Shaw. 
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ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY— 

In  pocket  size,  cl-'th,  giit  tO'_»  2s.  ne  pe  Vol, ; 
leather,  gilt  edjies.  35.  net  per  Vol. 
By  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
An  Inland  Voyage 
Travels  with  a  Donkey. 
Tha  Siiviif-ado  Squatters. 
Memories  and  Portraits. 
Yirginibua  Puerisque. 
Men  and  Boo  lis. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Across  tlia  Plains. 
The  ivierry  Men. 
Pvince  Otto. 
In  the  South  Seas, 
Essays  of  Travel. 
Weir  of  Hermiston. 
Tales  and  Fantasies. 
The  Art  of  Writing. 
Collected  Poems. 

Bv  H.  A.  TAINE. 
History  of  English  Literature,  in 
4  Vols.    With  -^2  Portraits. 
By  MARK  TWAIN.— Sketches. 
By  WALTON  and  COTTON. 
The  Complete  Angler. 

By  WALT  WHITMAN. 
Poems.    Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  M . 
RosSETTI.    With  Portrait.  

SANQORSKI  (ALBERTO). 
Books  facsimiled  In  Colour  from  the 
Illuminated  Drawings  by.  Fc.ip. 
4to,  Ja  >.  velliiiii,  6s.  net  each;  paich- 
ment  .yilt,  with  silk  ties,  Ss.  f>d.  net  each. 

Prayers  Written  at  'arailima  by 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

The  Parraion  on  the  Mount. 

Morte  d' Arthur,  by  Lord  Tknn'ysox. 


SHADOWLESS  MAN  (TOE): 
Peter  Schlemihl.  By  A.von'  Chahisso. 
Illustrated  by  GORDON  BROWNE.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth,  3i.  6d,  net. 

SHAKESPEARE  LIBRARY 

Part  I. 

Old-SpsUlng  SHAKESPSSARB. 

With  the  spelling  of  the  Quarto  or  the 
Folio  as  the  basis  of  the  Te::t,  r-nd  all 
changes  marked  in  heavy  tyne.  Edited, 
wifh  brief  Introductions  and  Notes,  bv  F. 
J.  FUHMVALL,  M.A.,  D.Litt.,  and  F."W. 
Clarke.  M.A.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  2,5, 
6d.  net  each  Play.  '  Of  some  of  the 
plays  a  Library  Edition  may  be  had, 
printed  on  pare  rag  paper,  half-parch- 
ment, 5.?.  net  each.  A  list  of  volumes 
now  ready  may  be  had. 


Part  II. 

SHAKE SPIS ARE  CLASSICS. 

Small  crown  Svo,  quarter-bound  antique 
grey  boards,  25.  6d.  net  per  vol.  ;  some 
may  also  be  had  in  velvet  persian  at  4s. 
net  :  and  those  marked  *  on  large  paper, 
half  parchment,  5s.  net.  per  vol.  Each 
volume  with  Frontispiece. 
I.  Lodge's  'Rosalyade':  the 
original  of  Shakespaare's  'As 
Yoxi  LiKe  It."  Edited  by  W.  W. 
GRJiG, 


SHAKESPEARE  LIBRARV-to»i. 
SHAKESPEARE  CLASSICS— ^£>«i. 

Vo.'rtme^  published  or  in  preparation. 

*  2.  Qfcane's  '  Pandosto,'  or  '  Doras- 

tus  and  Fawnla':  the  original 
of  Shakespeare's  '  Winter's 
Tale.'    Edited  by  P.  G.  THOMAS. 

»  3.  Brooke's  Poem  of '  Romeus  and 
Juliet':  the  oriifinal  of  Shake- 
speare's 'Romeo  and  Juliet.' 

Ed  ted  by  P.  A.  IJANISL.  Modernised 
and  re-eclited  by  J.  J.  MUNRO. 

4.  'TIhe  Troublesome  Reign  of 
King  John' :  the  Play  rewritten 
by  Shakespeare  as  'King  John.' 

Edited  bv  Dr.  F.  J.  fURNIVALL  and 
John  Munro,  M.A. 

5,6.  'The  History  of  Hamlet': 

With  other  Documents  illustrative  of 
the  sources  of  Shakspeare's  Play,  and  an 
Introductory  Study  of  the  Legend  of 
Hamlet  by" Prof.  I.  Gollancz. 

*  7.  '  The  Play  of  King  Lelr  and  His 

Three  Daughters ' :  the  old  play 
on  the  snbjcot  of  King  JLear, 

Edited  by  Sidney  Lee,  D.Litt. 

5.  'The  Taming  of  a  Shrew': 

Being  the  old  play  used  by  Shakespeare 
in  '  The  Taming  of  the  Shrev/.'  Edited 
by  Professor  F.  S.  Boas,  M.A. 

*  9.  The  Sources  and  Analogues  of 

'  A  Midsummer  Night's  Bream.' 
Edited  by  Frank  Si dg wick. 

10.  'The  Famous  Viotories  of 
Henry  V.' 

11.  '  The  Menaaclimi ':  the  original 
of  Shakespeare's  'Comedy  of 
Errors.'  Latin  text,  with  the  Eliza- 
bethan Tran--lation.  Edited  by  W.  H.  D. 
RotJSE.  Litt.D. 

12.  'Promos  and  Cassandra': 
the  source  of  'Measure  for 
Measure.' 

13.  'Apolonius  and  Silla':  the 
source  of  '  'I'wclfth  Night.'  Edited  by 
Morton  LtjcE. 

14.  '  The  First  Part  of  the  Conten- 
tion batv/ixt  the  two  famous 
Houses  of  "irork  and  L^incas- 
ter,'  and  '  The  True  Tragedy  of 
Richard,  Duke  of  Vork':  the 
ori^inais  of  the  second  and  third  parts  of 
■King  Henry  VI.' 

15.  The  Sources  of '  The  Tempest.' 

16.  The  Sources  of  'Cymboline.' 

17.  The  Sources  and  Analogues 
of  '  The  Merchant  of  Yenioe.' 
Edited  by  Piotessor  1.  Gollancz. 

18.  Romantic  Tales  :  the  sources  of 
'  i'he  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,'  'Merry 
Vvivrs,'  'Much  Ado  about  Nothing,' 
'  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well.' 

19,20.  Shakespeare's  Plutarch:  the 

sources  of  '  Juhus  Cassar,'  'Antony  and 
Cleopatra,'  '  Coriolanus,'  and  'Timou.' 
Edited  by  C.  F,  TucKiiR  Brooke,  M..4. 
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SHAKESPBARE  LIBRARY--^/;/. 
Part  III. 
THE  r-AMB  SKftKteSPBaRB 
FOR  YOUMa  fBOPLEi. 

Witlj  lllus(rations  and  Music.  Based  on 
Mary  AND  uiiah^ks  Lamb's  Talks  from 
SHAKkSPEARi:,  and  edited  by  Proft-spor 
I.  GOLLA.NCz,  who  has  in.«erled  within 
a  ptoae  settitiR  tli.obe  scenes  and 
passages  from  the  PIpys  with  whii.h 
the  yoimy  reader  should  early  become  ac 
qiiainted.  The  Music  arraniird  by  T. 
Maskell  Hardy.  Imperial  i6mo,  cloth, 
,   is.fid.  net  per  \i  il.  ;  leather.  2s.  bd  net  per 

vol. ;  School  Edit.Uutn,  &d.  net  per  vol. 
I.  The  Tempest. 

II.  As  You  Like  It. 

HI.  A  Midsnmmei?  Night's  Dream. 

IV.  The  Mepoliant  of  Venice. 

V.  The  Winter's  Tala. 

VI.  TOTelfth  Hlght. 
Vll.  Cymbeline. 

VIII.  Romeo  and  Juliet. 
JX.  Macbeth. 

X.  Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 


XI.  Iilfe  of .  Shakespeare  for  the 
'        Young.    By  Prof,  I.  GoLLANCZ. 

 il'refaring, 

XII,  An  Bvening  ■  vlth  Shake- 
speare :  10  Ijramatic  rable,iu.x  for 
Youn;< "  People;  with  Music  by  T. 
Maskell  Hardy,  and  Illustrations. 
Cloth,  2j.  het ;  leather,  3i.  bd.  act; 
liiieh,  Is.  6(Z.  net.  ' 


Part  IV.  , 

SHAKESPBARS-S  ENGIiAND. 

A  series  . of  volumes  illustrative  of  the 
life,  thought,  and  letters  of  England  in  the 
^ime  of  Shakespeare. 

Kohert  Iianeham's  I/ettep,describing 
part  df  the  Entertainment  giveti  to 
Queen  Elizabeth  at  Kejiiiworth  Castle  in 
157s.  VVith.Introriuctifin  bv  Dr,  I^uiiNl- 
VALC,  and  Tliuslrations.  Demy  8vo. 
cloth,  5s.  net. 

The  Koguea  and  Va^aibonda  of 
Shakespeare's  Youth  i.  reprints  of 
Awdeley's  '  Fraternitye  oi:„Vacabondes,' 
Harman's^CdveatforCbmiTionCursetors,' 
Parson  Haben'sor  Hyberdyn^'s  '  Sermon 
in:  Praise  of  Thieves  and  Thievery,'  &o. 
\Vith  many  woodcuts.  Edited,  with  In- 
tro luctioi),,  by  £dwaRP  VlLES  aijd  Dr. 
KuftNiVALL.    Dtmy  8vo^  cloth,  5s.  net. 

Shakespeare's  HoIlhShed :  a  reprint 

or  all  the  passages  in  Hofirished's 
'Chronitle'  of  which  use  was  itiade  in 
Shakespeare's  Historical  Plays,  with 
Nrjtes.  Edited  by  W.  G.  .  BOSWELL 
SioNE.  Koyal  8vd,  cloth-,  joj.  fid.  mt. 
The  Shakespeare  AUuslon  Book. 
Keprints  Of  a.l  references  to  Shakespeare 
and  h,s'»Vorks  before  thealoseof  the  17th 
centurv,  collected  by  Dx.  IXGLKBY,  Miss 
L.  TpULMiN  Sm:th,  Dr.  Furnivall,  and 
J.  J.  UUNKO,  Two  vols,,  royal  Svo,  cloth, 
»u.  net. 


.SHAKESPEARE  LIBRARY-i™.' 
SHAKESPKARE'S  bNOLAND^-cw.' 


SHARP  (WILLIAM).— Children 

of  To-morrow.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  ■js.td. 

SHELLEY'S  Complete  WORKS 


SKERARO    (R.    H.).-r- Rogues. 

Crown  8vb,  cloth,  i.t.  6d.   _^ 

SHERIDA'SrS  (RICHARD 
B  KINSLEY)  COJispIete  Works. 

Crown  Svo]  clotii,  ^s.  tU. 

SHERWOOD  (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE  :  a  Pastoral.  \Vi'th  Coloured 
FrontispieC!!.     Crown  8vp,  doth  6d. 

S MI E L  ( M .  P . ) ,  N ov^iTyT 
The  Purple  Clo'jd.  Cr.Svo,  cloth,  ss.td. 
Unto  the  Third  Generation.  Cr.8vo, 

cloth,  6j.  ■  

SIGNBOARDS:  Their  Hi.story  :  In- 
eluding  i<'anious  Taverns  and  I^emarkable 
Characters.  By  Jacob  tARWQOD  fmd  J. 
C.  rtoTTEN.  AVi'thgs  illiis'ratious.  .Crown 
Svo,  cloth.  35. 6d. 

SI5TER^6rA.  By  M.  Lonsualb, 
Demy  Svo,  nd.c,  cloth,  64. 


Hari^ison's  Description  of  Eng- 
land. Part  IV.  Unlfotnl  with  P.uis 
I. -1.11,  ni  issued  by  the  New  Shaksprre 
Society.  Edited  by  Dr.  FunMVAi.L. 
With  additions  by  Mrs.  C.  C.  SroPKS. 
(2=;o  cuptes  onl'.)  17s.  6d.  net. 

The'  Book  of  Elizabethan  'Vavaa. 
Edited  With  Notes  bv  William 
Stanley  Braithwaite.  'iVith  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette.  Small  xfown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d.  net :  vrlliim  eilt,  7s.  6U.  net. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.   By  A.  C. 

SvviNEUKN'K.    ClOwn  8vu,  Cloth,  8j. 
The  Age  of  Shakesjpeare.  By  A.  C. 

SVV1NBUK.\E. .  Cr.  Svo,  buckram, 6s.  net. 
Shakespeare'B     Sweetheart :  a 

Romance.  By  Sarah  H.  sterlino. 

With  6  Coloured  Illustrations  by  C.  E. 

Peck.    Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


in  Verse  and  Preset   Edited  toy  R. 
Herne  Shepherd,  s  Volsj  3s.  6;i,  ea. 
Poetical  'Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

VoL  I.  Margaret  Nicholson;  •Shelley's 
Correspondence  with  Stockdale ;  Wandering 
Jew;  Queen 'Mab;  Alastor  ;  Rosahnd  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound ;  Adonais. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna!  The  Cenci; 
Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swelltoot  the  Tyrant ; 
The  Witch  of  Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.   Posthumous  '  Poems  ;  The 
Masque  of  Anarchy  ;   and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  'Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.  Zastrozzi;  St.Irvyne  ;  Dublin  and 
Mallow  Pamphlets;  Refutation  of  Deism; 
Letters  to  Leish  Hunt ;  Minor  Writings. 

Vol.  II.  E.ssays;  Letters  frdm  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments  ;  ii  Biography. 
The  Prose  "Works  as  2  vols,,  and  the  Poeti- 
cal Works  as  2  vols.,  may  8is6  be  had  in 
the  St.  Martin's  Library  (each  with 
Frontispiece).  pott'Svo,  cloth,  2s.  net  each  ; 
leather  gilt,  3J.  net  each. 


28 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


SIMS  (QEORQE  R.),  Books  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2,!.  each  ;  cloth 
limp,  -25,  f'd,  each. 
Tile  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Tlukletop's  Cvlme.      |  Zeph. 
Dramas  of  Liife.   With  6o  Illustrations. 
My  Two  Wives.  |  Tales  of  To-day. 
Mamoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  Ten  Commandments. 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  cloth 
IS.  M.  each. 
The  Dagonet  ReoUer  and  Reader. 
Uagonet  Ditties.  I  Life  We  Live. 
Young  Mrs.  Caudle. 
LI  Ting  of  London. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each ;    post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  25.  each  ;  cloth,  2s.  td,  each. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Rogues  and  Yagabonds. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth ,  ^s.  Od.  each. 

Joyce  Pleasantry.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  Hugh  Thomson. 

For  Life— and  After. 

Once  upon  a  Christmas  Time. 
With  8  Illustrations  hv  Chas.  GREEX,  K.I. 

In  London's  Heart. 

A  Blind  Marriage. 

Without  the  Limelight. 

The  Small-part  Lady. 

Biographs  of  Babylon. 

The  Mystery  of  Mai'y  Anne. 

Picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
In  London's  Heart. 


SPALDINQ  (Kenneth  *  J.).  —  A 

Pilgrim's  Way:  Song*  t'cap.  ^to, 
bucliram,       td.  net. 


SPANISH  ISLAM  :  A  History  of 

the  Moslems  in  Spain.  By  Reinhart 
Dozy.  Translated  by  F.  G.  Stoi:es. 
Royal  8vo,  buckram,  21s.  net. 

SPEIGHT  (E.  E.).— The  Galleon 

of  Torbay.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke^ 
By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked;  &  Sandyoroft  Mys- 
tery. I  The  Golden  Hoop. 
Back  to  Life.  |  Quittance  in  Full, 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo'a  Romance. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
Her  Ladyship.  !  The  Grey  Monki 
The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers. 
Doom  of  Siva.  |  As  it  was  Written 
The  Web  of  Fate. 
Kxperiences  of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 
Stepping  Blindfold: 
Wife  or  No  Wife.Pust  svo.cloth.  i.c  6rf« 


PoptlLAR  EmnoNS,  medium  Svo,  6d.  each. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  ISarrled. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 

London.    Crown  8vo,  leatherette,  11. 
Dagonet  Dramas.  Crown  8vo.  is. 
Dagonet  Abroad.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

3,!.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  picture  cover,  2s. 
His  Wife's  Revenge.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth 

3s.  6d. :  Cheap  Edition,  is.  net. 


SLANG  DICTIONARY  (The):  His- 

torical  and  Anecdotal.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s.  6d. 


SMEDLEY  (CONSTANCE :  Mrs. 
Maxwell    Armfield),    Novels  by. 
The  June  Princess.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  bd. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  6s.  each. 
Service.   With  Frontispiece. 
Mothers  and  Fathers.  Frontispiece 
Commoners'  Rights.   With 8  illustra- 
tions by  Maxwell  Armfield. 
See  also  The  Flower  Book,  p.  11. 


SOCIETY  IN  LONDON. 

,    Svo,  IS. ;  cloth,  IS.  6d. 


Crown 


SOMERSET  (Lord  HENRY). 
Soogs  of  Adieu.    4to,  Jap.  vellum,  6i. 


SPIELMANN    (MRS.   M.  H.), 

Books  by. 

Large  crown  Svo,  c'oth,  5s.  net.  each. 

MargeryRedford  and  her  Friends. 
With  lilustrations  by  Gordon  Brownk. 

The  Rainbow  Book :  Sixteen 
Tales  of  Fun  and  Fancy.  With 
37  Illustrations  by  ARTHUR  Rackham, 
Hugh  Thomson,  Bernard  Partkidgr, 
Lewis  Baumer,  and  other  artists. 


SPRIGQE  (S.   SQUIRE). —An 

industrious  Ctievalier.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 


STAFFORD  (JOHN).— Doris  and 

I.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3i.  6d.   


STARRY    HEAVENS  Poetical 

Birthday  Book.  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


STEDMAN  (E.  C.).— Victorian 

Poets,    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gs. 


STEINLEN  AND  HIS  ART:  24 

Cartoons  in  Tints  and  Monochrome. 
With  Introduction.  Folio,  cl..  los.  6d.  net. 


STEPHENS  IRICCAKDO).— The 

Cruciform  Mark.    Cr.  Svo,  cl..  3$.  6d. 


STEPHENS  (R.  NEILSON).— 

Pliilip  Winwood.   Cr.  Svo  cl.,  3.5.  6d. 


STERLING  (S.).— Shakespeare's 

Sweetheart.  With  6  Coloured  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  E.  Peck.    Sq.  Svo,  cloth,  6*. 


STERNBERG   (COUNT).  —  The 

Barbarians  of  Morocco.  With  12 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  DOUGLAS 
Fox  Pitt,  R.I.  Large  crown  Svo, 
cloth,  6s.  net. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  VV  C. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAQE) 

—The  Afghan  Knife.  PostSvo.clolh, 
3J-  M.  :  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

STERNE  (LAU  R  E  N  C  E). 

A  Sentimental  Journey.     With  Sq 
Illustrations  by  T.  H.  RtiBiN'SON,  and 
Portrait.    Crown  8%'o,  cloth  gilt,  ss.  6d. 
post  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net:  red 
leather,  gilt  edfies,  3^.  net. 

STEVENSON  (BlJRfON~E7)7= 

Affairs  of  .State.    Cr.  ,Svo,  cl.  ^s.6d. 

STEVENSON    (R.  LOUIS), 
Worlts  by. 

THE  SWANSTON  Edition  of  the  Works  of 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson  (including  the 
Letters),  in  25  vols.,  crown  8vo,  6s.  net  per 
vol.  (To  be  subscribed  for  only  in  sets,  through 
the  Booksellers.)  A  Prospectus  may  be  had. 
Crown  iivo,  buckram.  65.  each. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.  With  ^ 
Frontispiece  by  WALTER  Crane. 

fln  Inland  Yoyage.  With  a  Frontis 
piece  by  Walter  Cr.^ne. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books 

The  Silverado  Squatters. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

The  Merry  Men. 

Underwoods :  Poems. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Virginibus  Puerisque.  1  Ballads. 

Prince  Otto.  |  Across  the  Plains, 

Weir  of  Hermiston. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Essays  of  Travel. 

Tales  and  Fantasies. 

Essays  In  the  Art  of  Writing. 

Lay  Morals,  &c. 

Hecords  of  a  Family  of  Engineers 

Songs  of  Travel.    Cr.Svo.  buckram.  5J. 

A  Lowden  Sabbath  Morn.  With 
Coloured  Front,  and  numerous  lUus.  by 
A.  S.  Boyd.    Crown  8vo.  buckr.im,  6s. 

New  Arabian   Nights.  Cheaper 
Edition,  post  8vo,  must,  boards,  2^. ; 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. 
Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  5^.  net  each  ; 
Large  Paper  Edition,  rag  paper.  Plates 
mounted,  vellum,  21s.  net  each. 

An  Inland  Voyage,  vvith  12  IUu.s- 
trations  in  Colour,  12  in  Black  and  White, 
and  other  Decorations,  by  Noel  Rookic. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey  in  the 
Cevennes.  With  12  lllustratior.s  in 
Colour,  12  in  Black  and  White,  and 
other  Decorations,  by  Noel  Rooke. 

A  Child's~barden  of  Verses.  With 
12  Illustrations  ia  Colour  and  numerous 
Black  and  White  Drawings  by  MiLLi- 
CENT  SOWERBY.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth, 
5s.  net :  Large  Paper  Edition,  parch- 
ment, 75.  M.  net.  

Long  fcap.  8vi'.  cloth,  is.  net  each. 

Father  Damlen. 

Talk  and  Talkers.  

A  Christmas  Sermon.  Post  Svo.bris , 
ij.net;  leather.  2s.  net  Also  a  Mima- 
TiTRS  EDITION  ill  \  civet  ca  f  yapp  (2.1  bv 
jjin.),  If.  ^'<.'-  "=t. 


STEVENSON  (R.  L.)~conti,!!,.d.  ■ 
Prayers    Written    at  Yalllma. 

Post  8vo,  bds.,  Is.  net;  leather,  2j.  net. 
Also  a  Miniature  Edition  in  velvet  calf 
yapp,  IS.  td.  net.  ;  and  the  Edition  dic 
Luxe,  Illuminated  by  A.  Sangorshi 
in  gold  and  colours,  fcap.  ^to.  Jap. 
vellum,  gilt  top,  6j.  net.  ;  parchment  giit, 
with  ties,  a?.  6(i^net. 

The  Suicide  ClubT^iid  The  Bajah's 
Diamond.  (From  New  Arabian 
NIGHIS.)  With  8  Illustrations  by  W  J. 
Hennessy.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

The  Stevenson  Reader.  Edited  bv 
Lloyd  Osbourne.  Post  8vo.  clotli, 
2s.  6d. ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d.;  School 
Edition,  cloth,  1.5.  6d. 

The  Pocket  B.L.S.:     Favourite  Pas- 
sages,   lomo.cl..  2s.  net  ;  leather,  3s.  net. 
Fine  Paper  Editions. 

Pott  Svo,  cl.  2s.  net  ea.  ;  leather,  31.  net  ea. 

An  Inland  Voyage. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey. 

Virginibus  Puerisque. 

Familiar  Studies  ot  Men  &  Books. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Across  the  Plains. 

The  Marry  Men.     |  Prince  Otto. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Bssays  of  Travel. 

The  Silverado  Squatters. 

Weir  of  Hermiston. 

Tales  and  Fantasies. 

The  Art  of  Writing. 

Collected  Poems  of  R.  Ij.  S. 

B.L.Stevenson:  A  study.  ByH.B.BAiL- 
DON.\Vith2  Portraits.  Cr.Svo, buckram,6r. 

Recollections  of  R.  I<.  Stevenson 
in  the  Pacific.  By  Arthur  John- 
stone.   Cr.  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 


STOCKTON  (FRANK  R.).-The 

Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall.  With 
36  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. :  picture  cloth,  flat  back.  2.t. 


STONE  (CHRISTOPHER), 

Novels  by.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6i.  each. 
They  also  Serve. 
The  Noise  ot  Life. 
The  Shoe  of  a  Horse. 


STRAUS  (RALPH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.;.  each. 
The  Man  Apart. 
The  Little  God's  Drum. 


STRUTT    (JOSEPH). —The 

Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People 
of  England.  With  140  Illustrations. 
Crown  ttvo.  cloth.  3.5.  6d. 


STUART  (H.  LONQAN),  Works 

by.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Weeping  Cross.     |  Fenel?a. 

SULTAN  (TiiE)  AND  HIS  SUB- 
JECTS. Ky  Richard  Davey.  With 
Fori  nit.    Demv  Svo,  cloth.  7?.  Cid.  net 


SUNDOWNER,  Stories  by. 
Told  by  the  Taffrail.    Cr.  Svo,  }s.  6d. 
Tale  of  the  Sarpeut.  Cr.  ,Svo,  cl.,  a, 


CHATtO  &  WiNDlJS,  PUBLISHERS, 
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SUTRO    (ALFRED).  —  The 

Foolish  Virg-lnsi  Fcp.Svg.  is.:cl.,\s.f:d. 

SWIFT'S  (Dean)  Choice  Works, 

in  P"»>se  and  Verse.    Cr.  8vo.  cl ,  3i'.  6d. 
Jonathail    Sv/lf  t :  A  Study.     By  j 
CHURTUN  CoLlixS.    Cr.  8vo,  cl..  3s.  6d. 

SWINBURNE'5  (ALGERNON 
CHARLES)  Wprks. 
Mp;  Swinburne's  Collected  Poexns. 

Ill  ft  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  36,?.  net  ihe  set. 
Mr.  Swinburne's  Collected  Tra- 

^Cdies^  III  sVols., cr.8vo,  30.V.  net  thest:i. 
Selections  from  Mr.  Swinburne's 

Wqrks.  With  freface  bv  T.  Wa  ITS- 
DUi\TON,  and  ?  Plates.    Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 

Tlie  Queeii-Mother ;  and  Rosa- 
mond.  Grown  8vo,  75.  61/.  net. 

Atalanta  in  Galydon.  Crown  8vo,6t. 

Chastelard ;  A  Tragedy.   Crown  8vo,  7s 

Poems  and  Sallads,  First  Series 
Crown  8vo,  os. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 
Crown  8vo.  95. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Third  Series 
Crown  Svo,  ys. 

Songs  before  Sunrise.  Crown  8vo 
10s.  6d. 

Bothwell:  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  12.?.  6^;. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Crown  Svo.fij. 
George  Cliapman    {In  Vol.  II.  of  G 

Chapman  s  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  3.1.  6d. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown 8vo,  125. 
XSreclitheus :  A  tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
JL  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

Svo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Bhakestieare.  Cr.  8vo,  8s 
Songs  of  Che  Spririgtides.  Cr.  8vo,6s. 
Studies  In  Song. ,  Crt.wn  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :    Xripsedy.  CroWn  8vp,  8s. 
Tristram  of  Lyonessa.  Crown  8vo,qs. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday.  Cr.  Svo,  7$. 
Marino  Faliero :  A  Tragedy,  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.    Crown  Svo,  I2J. 
Zioorine :  A  Tragedv.  Crown  svo,  fi.s. 
A  study  of  Ben  jonson.  Cr.  Svo,  7s. 
The  Sisters ;  A  Tra.gedy.  Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Astrophel,  &C.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Studies   in  Prose  and  Poetry. 

Crown  Svo,  9s. 
The  Tale  of  Balen.  Cro^vn  8vo,  7.'. 
Rosamund,  Queen  of  the  I<om- 

bards:    A  Tragedv.    Crown  Svo,  6j. 
A  Channel  Passage.   Crown  Svo,  7f. 
IiOYe's  Cross  -  CuiTents:   A  Year's 

Letters.    Crown  Svo,  6s.  net. 
WilMam  BlaVre.    Crown  Svo,  fis.  net. 
The  ]Quke  of  Oandia.   Crown  Svo,  5s. 
The  Age  Of  Shakespeare.  Crown 

8vo,  0(.  Oct.  I  

The  Pilgrimage  of  Pleasure.  Pee 

nage  17  for  Mrs.  Disnkv-LliTU  s  The 

Children  of  the  Chapel.  Crown 

Svo,  6s.  net.  „ 

SWIN.NERTON    ("F  RANK), 

Novels  bv.  "Crown  Svo,  cloili,  6*.  each. 
The  Merry  Heart. 
Tho  Young  Idea.  |  The  Casament. 


SYRETT  (NETTA),  Novels  by. 

Anne  Page.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6ti.  ; 

POPOI.AR  Hdition.  medium  Svo,  61/. 
A  Castle  of,  Qresims.    down  Svo, 

cloth,  js,  6d.  

Crown  Svo,  cioili,  os.  each. 
Olivia  li.  Carew. 
^render's  Daughter. 
The  Bndless  Journey,  So. 
Three  Jff  Omen.  

TAINE'S    History    of  English 

Literature,  Trans.  oyHEXRY  Van  u=iu.\. 
Four  Vols.,  with  32  Poitraits,  pott  Hv.,, 
cloth,  j:,ilt  top,  2f.  net  each  ;  leather,  gilt 
 edges,  3.S.  net  each. 

FA LES  FOR  THE  BARNARDO 

HOMES.  By  TwENTy-Si.x  .  Authors. 
Edited  by  Rev..  J.  MaechanT.  With  3 
Portraits.  Crown  Svo,  cloth.  5s  net 

TAYLOR  (TOM).  — Historical 
Draoias:  Jeanne  Darc.  'Twixt  Axe 
AND  Ckuwn.  The  Fool's  Rks'engk. 
AuKWKiGHi's.  Wife.  Anxe  I^oleyn. 
Plot,  AND  Passion.  Ciown  Svo,  is. 
each.  . .  z 

THACKERAY.W.  M.— The  Rose 

and  The  Kine.,  With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece, 44  lilnslrations  (12  in  Two  Tims  ) 
and  End-papers  by  Gordon  Brow.-vE. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  6d.  net. 
Tho  Pocket  Thackeray,  Arranged 
by  A.  11.  HVATl'.  lomo,'  cloth,  gilt 
top.  2c.  net  ;  ieathei',  .gilt  top,  3s.  net. 

flTOAl  A~S""~(A  N  N  I  Eyy^^lie 

Siren's  Web.    Crown  J^v.o,  cloth,  ^.v.  ttd. 

ThiOREAU:  His  Life  and  Aims. 

liy  A.  H.  PACiE.  With  a  rortr-ait.  Post 
8vo,  buckram,  35.  6d. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER).— 
Tales  for  the  Marines.   Post  Svo, 
ili.istrated  boards  2s, 

n  MBS    (XoFrN]7^~Wo"rIis  bf. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d.  each. 
Clubs  and  Club  Iiife  in  Liondon. 

With  41  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Bcceu- 

tl'lcities.    Willi  48  Illustrations. 

TOY  PARTY  (A).  By  J.  Bodger. 

Illuatrated  in  Colours  by  Dora  FiAKKS. 
O.^longfcap.  4to,  picture  bo^Kis,  is.  lu  :. 

TROirLO^PE{ANTFJCriNYM^o 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  (id.  each;  post 
Svo.  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Tha  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Frau  Prohmann.  I  Ma,rion.  Fay. 
Ijand-Iisa guars. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
The  American  Senator. 
Tha  Colden_Lioii_of  Qranpera. 
John  Cafdi^ate,    Crown  Svo,  oioth, 
3i.  C>U. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


TROLLOPE     (FRANCES  E.), 

Novels  by.  Crowu  8vi>,  cloth,  35.  5rf, 
each:  post  8vo,  illu-ti  atsd  boards,  ii. each 

£iike  Ships  upon  the  Sea.  ' 

Mabel's  Progress.  |  Anne  Furness 


TROLLOPE  {T.  A.).— Diamond 

Cut  Diamond.   Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2s. 


TURENNE  (RAYMOND).— The 
La.st  of  the  Mammoths.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth,  3J.  6.'/. 


TWAIN'S  (MARK)  Books. 

I'XIhORM  LIBRAKY  EDITION.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  ^s.  fid.  CTKCh. 
Mark  Twaln'sliibraryof  Humour 

With  107  Illustrations  hy  E.  W.  Kemblk, 
Roughing  It:  and  The  Innocents 

at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by 

F.  A.  kraser. 
The  American  Claimant.  With  81 

Illustrations  by  HAL  HURST  and  others. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.   With  Portrait 
:ind  Six  Illustrations  h\  T  oris  LOEB. 

•  The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

With  III  Illustrations. 
Tom    Sawyer   Abroad.    With  26 

Illustrations  by  Dan  Bkard. 
Tom  Sawyer,'Detective,  With  Port. 

•  A  Tramp  Abroad.  With  314  Illusis. 
*The  Innocents  Abroad;  and  The 

New  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With 
234  Iliusts.  (The  2s.  edition  is  also  known 
ns  Makk  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
•The  Gilded  Age.  By  Marh:  Twain 
and  C.D.  Warner.   W'ith  212  Iliusts. 

•  The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

With  IQO  Iilust  ations. 

•  Life  on  the  Mississippi.  300  Iliusts. 
"The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 

Finn.    174  Iliusts.  bv  E.  W.  KEMRLIi. 

•  A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of 

Arthur.  220  Iliusts.  l>y  Dan  Beard. 

'  The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

■"The  £1,000,000  Bank- Note. 

A    Double-barrelled  Detective 
Story.    With  7  Illustrations. 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of 

Arc.  With  12  Iliusts.  by  K.  V.  Du  .Alohiu. 

lA'ore  Tramps  Abroad. 

The  Wlan  that  Corrupted  Hadley- 
burg.    With  Frontispiece. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

With  Life,  Fori  rait,  and  lllustiations. 
•»*  The  Books  raarKed  •  may  be  had  in  post 
Svo,  cloth,  without  Illustrations,  at  2s.  each. 


Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  ftd.  each. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

Uark  Twain's  Sketches.  Pott  8ve, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2J.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
3J.  net  :  post  Svo.  cloth,  2i. 

The  Adventurna  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

lllus  rated  by  \\'oi,TH  Bm.IlM.  Koyal 
8vo,  c'.oth,  Oi-.  lut. 
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TYTLER  (SARAH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31,  td.  each  ;  post  8vo. 

illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.t.  each. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.  |   tiady  Bell, 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Disappeared.  |   Noblesse  Oblige. 
The  Bride's  Pans. 
Beauty  and  the  Reast. 

Crown  8vo,  c  oth,  3,*:.  Od,  each. 
The  Macdonald  Hiass. 
The  Witch-Wife. 
Rachel  Langton.     I  Sapphira. 
Mrs.  Carmichael'a  Goddesses. 
A  Honeymoon's  Kclip&e. 
A  Young  Dragon. 
Three  Men  of  mark. 
In  Clarissa's  Day. 
Sir  David's  Visitors. 
The  Poet  and  His  Guardian  Angel. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Crowa  8vo, 

picune  cloth,  tlat  back.  2^. 


TYTLER   (C.   C.  FRASER-).— 

Mistress  Judith.   Post  8vo.  boards,  2s, 


UPWARD  (ALLEN),  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3j.  td. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back, 
Is. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2.s. 

The  Phantom  Torpedo-Boats. 
Of  own  8vo,  cli'th,  6s, 


VANDAM     (ALBERT  D.).-A 

Court  Tragedy.  With  6  Illustrations 
by  J.  B.  Davis.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d. 


VASHTI    and     ESTHER.  By 

'  Belle '  of  The  World.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3^.  6d. 


VENICE  IN  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
Century,  By  Philippe  Monnier. 
Frontispiece.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,  7s.  6d.  net. 


VICENZA  (The  PAINTERS  of). 

By  Tancred  Borenius.  With  15  full- 
page  Plates.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  ys.  td.  net. 


VINE-OROWINQ     IN  ENG- 
LAND.   ByH.M.TOD.   With  lllustra- 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  boards,  Is.  net. ;  cloth, 
6d.  net. 


VIZETELLY    (ERNEST  A.), 

Books  by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6ii.  each. 
The  Scorpion. 
The  Lover's  Progress. 

A  Path  of  Thorns.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

The  Wild  Marquis:  Life  and  Adven- 
tures of  Arniand  Guerry  de  Maubreuil. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


WALTON  and  COTTON'S 

Complete  Angler.  Pott  Svo,  cloth, 
yilt,  2.S.  net ;  leather,  gilt  eddies,  3s.  net. 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS. 


WARDEN  (FLORENCE),  by. 
Joan,  the  Curate.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
31.  dd. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  'isTbd.  each. 
The  Heart  of  a  Girl.  With  8  lUusts. 
Tom  Dawson. 

The  Youngest  Miss  Brown. 
A  Fight  to  a  FlnisH; 
The  Old  House  at  the  Corner, 
tovo  and  I^ordship. 
What  Ought  She  to  Do? 
My  Lady  of  Wiiims 


WARMAN  (CY).— the  Express 

iVIe.ssenger.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3^.  6f,'. 

W  A  R  RANT  fcTExec^te  CFar  leslT 

With  the  sg  Signatures  and  Seals,  is. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen 
of  Soots.  Including  Queen  Elizabetii'ii 
Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.  2.1-. 


VVASSERMANN  (LILLIAS).— 

The  Daffodils.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  i.s.  (>d. 

WEBBER  (BYRON).— Sport  and 

Spangfles.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2,9. 

W E  rIvE^R    (A.).  — Chapenga'.s 

White  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3t. 

WESTALL  (WILLTjTNovels  by: 

Trust-Money.   Crown  8vo, cloth,  35.  (id. 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  n. 
With  the  Red  Ea^le  Popular 

EijITION,  medium  8vo,  Cvi. 

Crown  Sa'o,  cloth.  35.  6J.  each. 
A  Woman  Tempted  Him. 
For  Honour  and  Life. 
Her  Two  Millions. 
Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 
With  the  Red  Eagle. 
A  Red  Bridal.  I  Niget  ForteBfcue. 
Ben  Clough.      |  Birch  Dene. 
The  Old  Factory. 
Sons  of  Belial.  |  Strange  Crimes. 
Her  Ladyship's  Secret. 
The  Phantom  City. 
Ralph  No3?bpeck's  Trust. 
A  Queer  Race.  1  Red.  Ryvington. 
Koy  of  Roy's  Court. 
As  Luck  would  have  it. 
As  a  Man  Sows. 
The  Old  B.-^nk. 
Br.  Wynne's  Bevanga. 
The  Sacred  Crescents. 
A  Very  Queer  Snslness.  

W  E  STB  U  R Y    (ATH A) .  —  The 

Shadow  of  llilton  Fernbrook.  Crown 
8vc>.  cloth,  ^i.  td. 


WKiSHAW    (FRED.),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  sj.  bd.  each. 
A  Forbidden  Name.  |  Mazeppa. 
Many  Ways  of  Love.  Withs  lilusts. 
Near  the  Tsar,  near  Death. 


WHITMAN  (WALT),  Poems  by. 

Selected  and  Edited,  with  Introduction, 
by  W.  M.  ROSSETTI.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  ds. ;  pott  8vo,  cloth, 
2,.-.  net  ;  leather,  3.9.  net.  


WILDE  (LADY).— The  Ancient 
Leg-ends, Charms, and  Superstitions 

of  Ireland.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3,1.  bd. 


WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU).— 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery  Crown 
Svo.  cloth,  6,c. 


WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A 

Child  Widow.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  is. 


WILLS  (C.J.).— An  Easy-going 

Fellow.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ■j.s.  f  d.  

WILSON  (Dr.  ANDREW),  by. 

Chapters  on  Svolution.  With  259 
lilusir.itions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7.5.  61-"!. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.  With  Illustra- 
tions.  Crown  Svo,  cinth.  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  how  to 
Treat  Them.  Cr.  Svo.  is.;  clot  h,  li.  6d. 

WINTER  (JOHI^STRANQE), 
by. 

Regimental  Legends.  Post  8vo, 
Illustrated  boards.  siS.  ;  cloth,  2.9.  6d. 

Cavalry  Life;  atitl  Regimental 
Legends.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ss.  6d.  ; 
picture  cloth.  Hat  back,  is. 


WOOD  (H.  P.),  Detective  Stories 

by.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards  25.  each. 
Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Knglishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 


WORDSWORTMSHiRE:  An  In- 
troduction to  the  Poet's  Country. 

By  ERicKOBiiRTSON.M.A.  With  47  Illus- 
i  rations  by  ARTHUR  TUCKER,  R.B.  A.,  and 
Portrait.    Demy  Svo.  ciotb.  7.9.  6d.  net. 


WRAQUe    (CLEMENT  L.).— 
The  Romance  of  the  South  Seas. 

With  84  Illustrations.  Crov/n  Svo,  cloth, 
js.  6d.  net. 


ZANQWILL  (LOUIS).— A  Nine- 

teenth  Century  Miracle.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth.  35.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back.  is. 


ZOLA  (EMILE),  Novels  by. 

Uniform  Edition.  Mostly  Translated  or 
Edited,  with  Introductions,  by  Ernest 
A.  ViZETELLV.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,3i.  6a!.  each. 
His  Masterpiece.  I  The  Joy  of  Life. 
CJerminal,      |     Therese  Raquln. 
The  Honour  of  the  Army. 
Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 
The  Fortune  of  the  Hougons. 
The  Conquest  of  Plassans. 
The  Dram- Shop. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin.  I  Money. 


His  Excellency. 
The  Downfall, 
Lourdes. 
Rome. 
Paris. 


The  Dream. 
Doctor  Pascal. 
Fruittulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 


PoPUL.'iR  Editions,  medium  Svo.  6d.  each. 
Abbfe  Mouret's  Transgression, 
The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 


Lourdes  I  Rome. 
Paris.     I  Money. 
The  Joy  of  Life. 
Carminal. 


The  Downfall. 
The  Dram- 
shop. 


U.'SWIN  Brothers,  Ltd.,  Printers,  27,  Pilgrini  Street,  Ludgate  Hill,  London,  E.C, 


Books  by  R.  L.  Stevenson 


Crown  8vo.,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

MEMORIES     AND  POR- 
TRAITS. 
VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE, 
BALLADS. 
PRINCE  OTTO. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS. 
WEIR  OF  HERMISTON. 
IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS. 
ESSAYS  OF  TRAVEL. 
TALES  AND  FANTASIES. 
THE  ART  OF  WRITING. 


TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY 

With    a    Frontispiece   by  Walter 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.  With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN 
AND  BOOKS. 

THE    SILVERADO  SQUAT- 
TERS. 

THE  MERRY  MEN. 
UNDERWOODS  :  POEM.s. 


Also  Large  Type  Editions  of  TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY  and 

of  AN  INLAND  VOYAGE,  each  with  12  Illustrations  in  Colours  and  12  in  Black 
and  White.    Large  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  net  each  ;  parchment,  los.  6d.  net  each. 


SONGS  OF  TRAVEL.    Crown  8vo.,  buckram,  gilt  top,  53. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Crown  8vo.,  buckram,  6s.  ;  post  Svo., 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo.,  6d. 

THE  SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE  RAJAH'S  DIAMOND.  (From 
"New  Arabian  Nights.")  With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo., 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Half-cloth,  IS.  net  each    leather,  2s.  net  each. 

PRAYERS  WRITTEN  AT  VAILIMA.  With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs. 
Stevenson. 

A  CHRISTMAS  SERMON. 


THE  STEVENSON  READER.    Edited  by  Lloyd  Osbourne.  Post 

Bvo. ,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  3s.  6d. 

THE  POCKET  R.L.S. :  Favourite  Passages.   i6mo.,  cloth,  2s.  net; 

leather,  gilt,  3s.  net. 


Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  8vo.,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  each. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY. 
VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN 

AND  BOOKS. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS. 


MEMORIES     AND  POR- 
TRAITS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS. 
THE  MERRY  MEN. 
PRINCE  OTTO. 
IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS. 
POEMS  BY  R.  L.  STEVENSON. 


London:  CHATTO  &  WINDUS^     u  St.  Martins  Lane,  W.C. 


Mr.  Swinburne's  Works. 


MR.  SWINBURNE'S  COLLECTED  POETICAL  WORKS.  In  6 
volumes,  crown  8vo. ,  buckram,  36s.  net  the  set.    (Sold  only  in  sets.) 

MR.  SWINBURNE'S  COLLECTED  TRAGEDIES.  In  5  volumes, 
crown  8vo.,  buckram,  36s.  net  the  set.    (Sold  only  in  sets.) 

SELECTIONS  FROM  MR.  SWINBURNE'S  POETRY.  Fcap.  8vo.,  6s. 

THE  QUEEN  MOTHER ;  and  ROSAMOND.  Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d.  net. 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

CHASTELARD.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series.    Crown  8vo.,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    Second  Series.    Crown  8vo.,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    Thikd  Series.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 
BOTHWELL.    Crown  8vo.,  I2S.  6d. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  8vo.,  12s. 
ERECHTHEUS.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 
MARY  STUART.    Crown  8vo.,  8s. 

TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  8vo.,  9s. 

A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    Small  4to.,  8s. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

MARINO  FALIERO :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

MISCELLANIES.    Crown  8vo.,  12s. 

LOCRINE.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

THE  SISTERS  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo„  6s. 

ASTROPHEL,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY     Crown  8vo.,  9s. 

THE  TALE  OF  BALEN.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

ROSAMUND,  QUEEN  OF  THE  LOMBARDS.    Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

A  CHANNEL  PASSAGE,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  8vo.,  7s. 

LOVE'S  CROSS-CURRENTS:  A  Year's  Letters.  Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

WILLIAM  BLAKE.    Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 

THE  DUKE  OF  GANDIA.    Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

A  STUDY  OF  SHAKESPEARE.    Crown  8vo.,  8s. 

THE  AGE  OF  SHAKESPEARE.    Crown  8vo.,  6s.  net. 


GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    (In  Vol.  II.  of  Chapman's  Works.)  Crown 
8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  iii  Sx.  Martin's  Lane,  W.C. 


Mark  Twain's  Works. 


UxiFORM  Library  Edition.    Crown  Svo,,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

ROU(,;iIING  IT,  and  THE  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200 

Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Frasiik. 
THE  AMERICAN   CLAIMANT.    With  81   Illustrations  by  Hal 

Ilti  i;sT.  etc. 

*THE  AD\  E\TURES  of  TOM  SAWYER.   With  iii  Illustrations. 
TOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
TOM  SAWYER,  DETECTIVE,  etc.    With  Photogravure  Portrait. 
*A  TRA^H'  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 

MORE  TRAMPS  ABROAD. 
♦THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  The  New  Pilgrim's  Progress. 
With   z]4    Illustrations.    (The   2s.  Edition  is   entitled  MARK 
TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP;) 
*THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.  With 
212  Illustrations. 

*THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  lUustral ions. 
*LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 
♦ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.  With  174  Illustrations 

by  E.  W.  Kemele. 
*A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.     With  22 

Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON.    With  Portrait  and  6  Illustrations  by 

Louis  Loeb. 
*THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT. 
*THE       000,000  BANK-NOTE. 

A  DOUBLE-BARRELLED  DETECTIVE  STORY.  With  7  Illus- 
trations by  Lucius  Hitchcock. 

PERSONAL  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  JOAN  OF  ARC.  With  12 
Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Du  Mond. 

THE  MAN  THAT  CORRUPTED  HADLEYBURG,  etc.  With  a 
Frontispiece. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.  Revised  and 
Corrected  by  the  Author.  Witli  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous 
Illustrations. 

MARK  TW'AIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  FIUMOUR.  With  197  Illustrations 
by  E.  W.  Kemble. 

*»•  Marked  *  may  also  be  had  in  post  8vo.,  picture  cloth,  25.  each. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo. ,  6d.  each. 

A  TRAMP  ABROAD.  |     TOM  SAWYER. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER. 

MARK  TW'AIN'S  SKETCHES.  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edi- 
tion, pott  8vo.,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s. 
net.— Also  the  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo.,  picture  cloth,  2s. 

London:  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  iii  St.  Martins  Lami,  W.C. 


